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THE HAUNTED HOTEL :

A MYSTERY OF MODERN VENICE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

THE FIRST PART.

Chapter I.

IN the year 1860, the reputation

of Doctor Wybrow as a London
physician reached its highest point.

It was reported on good authority

that he was in receipt of one of the

largest incomes derived from the prac-

tice of medicine in modern times.

One afternoon, towards the close

of the London season, the Doctor had

just taken his luncheon after a spe-

cially hard morning's work in his con-

sulting-room, and with a formidable

list of %dsits to patients at their own
houses to fill up the rest of his day

—

when the servant announced that a

lady wished to speak to him.
' Who is she 1

' the Doctor asked.
' A stranger 1

'

' Yes, sir.'

' I see no strangers out of consult-

ing-hours. Tell her what the hours
are, and send her away.'

' I have told her, sir.'

'Welir
' And she won't go.

'

'Won't go?' The Doctor smiled

as he repeated the words. He was a

humourist in his Vay ; and there was
an absui'd side to the situation which
rather amused him. ' Has this obsti-

nate lady given you her name?' he

inquired.
' No, su'. She refused to give any

name—she said she wouldn't keep you
five minutes, and the matter was too

important to wait tUl to-morrow.

There she is in the consulting-room
;

and how to get her out again is more
than I know.'

Doctor Wybrow considered for a

moment. His knowledge of women
(professionally speaking) rested on the

ripe experience of more than thirty

years : he had met with them in all

their varieties—especially the variety

wliich knows nothing of the value of

time, and never hesitates at sheltering

itself behind the privileges of its sex.

A glance at his watch informed him
that he must soon begin his rounds
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among the patients who were waiting

for him at their own houses. He de-

cided forthwith on taking the only

wise course that was open under the

circumstances. In other words, he

decided on taking to flight.

' Is the carriage at the door ?
' he

asked.

'Yes, sir.'

' Very well. Open the house-door

for me without making any noise, and
leave the lady in undisturbed posses-

sion of the consultuig-room. When
she gets tired of waiting, you know
what to tell her. If she asks when I

am expected to return, say that I dine

at my club, and spend the evening

at the theatre. Now then, softly,

Thomas I If your shoes creak, I am
a lost man.'

He noiselessly led the way into the

hall, followed by the servant on ti])-

toe.

Did the lady in the consulting-room

suspect him ? or did Thomas's shoes

creak, and was her sense of hearing un-

usually keen ? Whatever the expla-

nation may be, the event that actually

happened was beyond all doubt. Ex-

actly as Doctor Wybrow passed his

consulting-room, the door opened

—

the lady appeared on the threshold

—

and laid her liand on liis arm.
' I entreat you, sir, not to go away

'without letting me speak to you first.'

The accent was foreign ; the tone

was low and tirm. Her tuigers closed

gently, and yet resolutely, on the

Doctors arm.

Neither her language nor her ac-

tion had the slightest effect in inclin-

ing him to grant her request. The
Iniiuence that instantly stopped him,

on the way to his carriage, was the

silent influence of her face. The start-

ling contrast between the corpse-like

pallor of her complexion and the over-

powering life and light, the glittering

metallic brightness in her large black

eyes, held him literally spell-liound.

She was dressed in dark colours, with

perfect taste ; she was of middle height,

and (apparently) of middle age—say

a year or two over thirty. Her lower
features—the nose, mouth, and chin

—

possessed the fineness and delicacy of
form which is oftener seen among wo-
men of foreign races than among wo-
men of English birth. She was un-
questionably a handsome person

|

with the one serious drawback of her
ghastly complexion, and with the less

noticeable defect of a total want of
tenderness in the expression of lier

eyes. Apart from his first emotion of

surprise, the feeling she produced in

the Doctor may be described as an
overpowering feeling of professional

curiosity. The case might prove to

be something entirely new in his pi-o-

fessional experience. ' It looks like

it,' he thought ;
' and it's worth wait-

ing for.'

She perceived that she had pro-

duced a strong impression of some
kind upon him, and dropped her hold
on his arm.

' You have comforted many miser-

able women in your time,' she said.

' Comfort one more, to-day.

'

Withotit waitmg to be answered,

she led the way back into the room.

Tlie Doctor followed her, and closed

the dooi'. He placed her in the pa-

tient's chair opposite the "wnjidows.

Even in London the sun, on that sum-
mer afternoon, was dazzlingly bright.

The radiant light flowed in on her.

Her eyes met it unflinchingly, with

the steely steadiness of the eyes of an
eagle. The smooth pallor of her un-

A\Tinkled skin looked more fearftilly

white than evei". For the first time,

for many a long year past, the Doctor
felt his ptilse quicken its beat in the

presence of a patient.

Having possessed hereelf of his at-

tention, she appeared, strangely enough,

to have nothing to say to him. A
curious apathy seemed to have taken

possession of this resolute woman,
Forced to speak first, the Doctor

merely inquired, in the conventional

phrase, what he could do for her.

The sotmd of his voice seemed to

rouse her. Still looking straight at
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the liglit, she said alnaiptly :
' I have

a painful (luestion to ask.'

' What is it r
Her eyes travelled slowly from tlie

window to the Doctor's face. With-

out the slightest outward appearance

of agitation, she put the ' painful ques-

tion ' iu these extraordinary words :

' I want to know, if you please,

whether I am in danger of going

mad 1
'

Some men might have lieen amused,

and some might liave been alarmed.

Dr. Wybrow was only conscious of a

sense of disappointment. Was this

the rare case he had anticipated, jud-

ging rashly by appearances 1 Was
the new patient only a liypochondria-

cal woman whose malady was a dis-

ordered stomach, and whose misfor-

tune was a weak brain ?
' Why do

you come to me, he asked sharply.'

' Why don't you consult a doctor whose
special employment is the treatment

of the insane 1
'

She had her answer ready on the

instant.

' I don't go to a doctor of that sort,'

she said, ' for the very reason that he

is a specialist : he has the fatal habit

of judging everybody by lines and
rules of his own laying down. I come
to yov., because my case is outside of

all lines and rules, and because you are

famous in yoi;r profession for the dis-

covery of mysteries in disease. Are
you satisfied 1

'

He was more than satisfied—his

first idea had been the right idea after

all. Besides, she was correctly in-

formed as to his professional position.

The capacity which had raised him to

fame and fortune, was his capacity

(unrivalled among his brethren) for

the discoveiy of remote disease.

' I am at your disposal,' he answered.
' Let me try if I can_ find out what is

the matter with you.'

He put his medical questions. They
were promptly and plainly answered

;

and they led to no other conclusion than
that the strange lady was, mentally
and physically, in excellent health.

Not satisfied with questions, he care-

fully examined the great oi'gans of life.

Neither his hand nor his stethoscope

could discover anything thatwas amiss.

With the admirable patience and de-

votion to his art which had distin-

guished him from the time when he
was a student, he still subjected her to

one test after another. The result was
always the same. Not only was there

no tendency to brain disease—there

was not even a perceptible derange-

ment of the nervous system. ' I can
find nothing the matter with you,' he
said. ' I can't even account for the
extraordinary pallor of your complex-
ion. You completely puzzle me.'

' Tlie pallor of my complexion is

nothing,' she answered a little impa-
tiently. ' In my early life, I had a
narrow escape from death by poison-

ing. I have never had a complexion
since—and my skin is so delicate, I

cannot paint without producing a hi-

deous rash. But that is of no impor-
tance, I wanted your opinion given
positively. I believed in you, and
you have disappointed me. ' Her head
dropped on her breast. ' Ajid so it

ends !
' she said to herself bitterly.

The Doctor's sympathies were
touched. Perhaps it might be more
correct to say that his professional

pride was a little hurt. ' It may end
in the right way yet,' he remarked,
* if you choose to help me.

'

She looked up again with flashing

eyes. ' Speak plainly,' she said. ' How
can I help you 1

'

' Plainly, madam, you come to me
as an enigma, and you leave me to

make the right guess by the unaided
efforts of my art. My art will do
much, bvit not all. For example some-
thing must have occurred—something
quite unconnected with the state of

your bodily health—to frighten you
about yourself, or you would never
have come here to consult me. Is

that not true 1

'

She clasped her hands in her lap.

' That is true !
' she said eagerly. ' 1

begin to believe in you again.'
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' Veiy well. You can't expect me
to find out the moral cause which has

alarmed you. I can positively dis-

cover that there is no physical cause

for alarm ; and (unless you admit me to

your confidence) I can do no more.'

She rose, and took a turn in the

room. ' Suppose I tell you 1 ' she

said. ' But, mind, I shall mention no

names !

'

' There is no need to mention names.

The facts are all I want.'
' The facts are nothing,' she rejoined.

' I have only my own impressions to

confess—and you will very likely

think me a fanciful fool when you
bear what they are. No matter. I

will do my best to content you—

I

will begin with the facts that you
want. Take my word for it, they

won't do much to help you.

'

She sat down again. In the plain-

est possible words, she began the

strangest and wildest confession that

had ever reached the Doctor's ears.

Chapter II.

' T T is one fact, sir, that I am a

-L widow,' she said. ' It is another

fact that I am going to be married

again in a week's time.'

There she paused, and smiled at

some thought that occurred to her.

Doctor Wybrow was not favourably

impressed by her smile—there was
something at once sad and cruel in it.

It came slowly, and it went away
suddenly. He began to doubt whether

he had been wise in acting on his

first impression. His mind reverted

to the commonplace patients and the

discoverable maladies that were wait-

ing for him, with a certain tender

regret.

The lady went on.

' My approaching marriage, she

said, ' has one embarrassing circum-

stance connected with it. The gen-

tleman whose wife I am to be, was
engaged to another lady when he

happened to meet with me, abroad :

that lady, mind, being of his own
blood and family, related to him as

his cousin. I have innocently robbed
her of her lover, and destroyed her
prospects in life. Innocently, I say,

—because he told me nothing of his

engagement, until after I had accept-

ed him. When we next met in Eng-
land—and when there was danger, no
doubt, of the afiaii* coming to my
knowledge—he told me the truth. I

was naturally indignant. He had his

exciise ready ; he showed me a letter

from the lady herself, releasing him
from his engagement. A more noble,

a more high-minded letter, I never
read in my life. I cried over it—

I

who have no tears in me for sorrows

of my own ! If the letter had left

him any hope of being forgiven, I

would have positively refused to

marry him. But the firmness of it

—without anger, without a word of

reproach, with heartfelt Mashes even
for his happiness—the firmness of it,

I say, left him no hope. He appealed

to my compassion ; he appealed to his

love for me. You know what women
are. I too was soft-hearted—I said.

Very well
;
yes ! So it ended. In a

week more (I tremble as I repeat it),

we are to be married.'

She did really tremble—she vras

obliged to pause and compose herself,

before she could go on. The Doctor,

waiting for more facts, began to fear

that he stood committed to a long

story.

* Forgive me for reminding you
that I have sufiei'ing persons waiting

to see me,' he said. ' The sooner you
can come to the point, the better for

my patients and for me.'

The strange smile—at once so sad

and so cruel—showed itself again on
the lady's lips. ' Every word I have

said is to the point,' she answered.
' You will see it yourself in a moment
more.

'

She resumed her narrative.

' Yesterday—you need fear no

long story, sir; only yesterday—

I
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was among the visitors at one of your

English luncheon parties. A lady, a

perfect stranger to me, came in late

—

after we had left the table, and had

retired to the drawing-room, she

happened to take a chair near me
;

and we were presented to each other.

I knew her by name, as she knew me.

It was the woman whom I had robbed

of her lover, the woman who had
written the noble letter. Now listen !

You were impatient with me for not

interesting you in what I had said

just now. I said it to satisfy your
mind that I had no enmity of feeling

towards the lady, on my side. I ad-

mired her, I felt for her—I had no
cause to reproach myself. This is very

important, as you will presently see.

On her side, I have I'eason to be as-

sured that the circumstances had been

truly explained to her, and that she

understood I was in no way to blame.

Now, knowing all these necessaiy

things as you do, explain to me, if you
can, why when I rose and met that

woman's eyes looking at me, I turned

cold from head to foot, and sliuddered

and shivered, and knew what a deadly

panic of fear was, for the first time in

my life.'

Tlie Doctor began to feel interested

at last.

' Was there anything remarkable
in the lady's personal appearance,' he
asked.

' Nothing whatever !' was the vehe-

ment reply. ' Here is the true des-

cription of her : —The ordinary

English lady ; the clear cold blue

eyes, the fine rosy complexion, the in-

animately polite manner, the large

good-humoured mouth, the too plump
cheeks and chin ; these, and nothing
more.

'

' Was there anything in her expres-

sion, when you first looked at her,

that took you l)y surprise ?

'

' There was natural curiosity to see

the woman who had been preferred

to her ; and perhaps some astonish-

ment also, not to see a more engaging
and mox-e beautiful person ; botli those

feelings restrained within the limits

of good breeding, and both not lasting

for more than a few moments—so far

as I could see. I say " so far," be-

cause the horrible agitation that she

communicated to me disturbed my
judgment. If I could have got to the

door, I would have run out of the

room, she frightened me so ! I was
not even able to stand up—I sank back
in my chair ; I stared horror-struck at

the calm blue eyes that were only
looking at me with a gentle surprise.

To say they affected me like the eyes

of a serpent is to say nothing. I felt

her soul in them, looking into mine—

-

looking, if such a thing can be, uncon-
sciously to her own mortal self. I tell

you my impression, in all its horror
and in all its folly ! That woman is

destined (without knowing it herself),

to be the evil genius of my life. Her
innocent eyes saw hidden capabilities

of wdckeclness in me that I was not
aware of myself, until I felt them
stirring under her look. If I commit
faults in my life to come—if I am even
guilty of crimes—she will bring the

retribution, without (as I firmly be-

lieve) any conscious exercise of her
own will. In one indescribablemoment
I felt all this—and I suppose my face

showed it. The good artless creature

was inspired by a sort of gentle alarm
for me. " I am afraid the heat of the

room is too much for you ; will you
ivy my smelling-bottle 1" I heard her
say those kind words, and I remember
nothing else—I fainted. When I re-

covered my senses the company had
all gone ; only the lady of the house
was with me. For the moment I

could say nothing to her; the dread-

ful impression that I have tried to

describe to you came back to me with
the coming back of my life. As soon
as I could speak, I implored her to tell

me the whole truth about the woman
whom 1 had supplanted. You see, I

had a faint hope that her good charac-

ter might not really be deserved, that

her noble letter was a skilful piece of

hypocrisy—in short, that she secretly
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hated nie, and was cunning enough to

hide it. No ! the ladj had been her

friend from her girlhood, was as fami-

liar with her as if they had been
sisters—knew her positively to be as

good, as innocent, as incapable of hat-

ing anybody as the greatest saint that

ever lived. My one last hope that I

had only felt an ordinary foi'ewarning

of danger in the presence of an ordin-

ary enemy, was a hope destroyed for

ever. There was one more eftbrt I

could make, and I made it. I went
next to the man whom I am to marry.

I implored him to release me from my
promise. He refused. I declared I

would break my engagement. He
showed me letters from his sisters,

letters from his brothers and his dear

friends—all entreating him to think

again before he made me his wife ; all

repeating reports of me in Paris, Vien-

na, and London, which are so many
vile lies. " If you refuse to many
me," he said, " you admit that these

reports are true—you admit that you
are afraid to face society in the char-

acter of my wife. "' What could I an-

swer '? There was no contradicting

him—he was plainly right ; if I per-

sisted in my refusal, the utter destruc-

tion of my reputation would be the

result. I consented to let the wedding
take place as we had arranged it—and
left him. The night has passed. I

am here, with my fixed conviction

—

that innocent woman is ordained to

have a fatal influence over my life. I

am here with my one question to put,

to the one man who can answer it.

for the last time, sir, what am I—

a

demon who has seen the avenging
angel ? or only a poor mad woman,
misled by the delusion of a deranged

mind ?

"

Dr. Wybrow rose from his chair,

determined to close the interview.

He was strongly and painfully im-

pressed by what he had heard. The
longer he had listened to her, the more
irresistibly the conviction of the wo-

man's wickedness had forced itself on
him. He tried vainly to think of her

as a person to be pitied—a person with

a morbidly sensitive imagination, con-

scious of the capacities for evil which
lie dormant in us all, and striving

earnestly to open her heart to the

counter-influence of her own better

nature ; the efibrt was lieyond him.

A perverse instinct in him said, as if

in words, ' Beware how vou believe in

her!'
' I have already given you my opin-

ion,' he said. ' There is no sign of your
intellect being deranged, or being likely

to be deranged, that medical science

can discover—as / understand it. As
for the impressions you have confided

to me, I can only say that yours is a

case (as I venture to think) for spirit-

ual rather than for medical ad^'ice.

Of one tiling be assured : what you
have said to me in this room shall not

pass out of it. Your confession is safe

in my keeping.'

She heard him, with a certain dog-

ged resignation, to the end.
' Is that all ?

' she asked.

'That is all,' he answered.

She put a little paper packet of

money on the table. ' Thank you,

sir. There is your fee.'

"With those words she rose. Her
wild black eyes looked upward with
an expression of despair so defiant and
so horrible in its silent agony, that the

Doctor turned awaj" his head, imable

to endure the sight of it. The bare

idea of taking anything from her

—

not money only, liut anything even
that she had touched—suddenly re-

volted him. Still without looking at

her, he said, ' Take it back ; I don't

want my fee.'

She neither heeded nor heard him.

Still looking upward, she said slowly

to herself, ' Let the end come. I have
done with the struggle ; I submit.'

She drew her veil over her face,

bowed to the Doctor, and left the room.

He rang the bell, and followed her

into the hall. As the servant closed

the door on her, a sudden impulse of

curiosity—utterly unworthy of him,

and at the same time utterly irresis-



THK HAIWTED HOTEL.

tible—sprang up in the Doctor's mind.

Blushing like a boy, he said to the

servant, ' Follow her home, and find

out her name.' For one moment the

man looked at his master, doubting if

his own ears had not deceived him.

Doctor Wybrow looked back at him
in silence. The submissive servant

knew what that silence meant—he
took his hat arid hurried into the

street.

The Doctor went back to the con-

sulting-room. A sudden revulsion of

feeling swept over his mind. Had
the woman left an infection of wick-

edness in the house, and had he caught
it? Wliat devil had possessed him
to degi'ade himself in the eyes of his

own servant? He had behaved in-

famously—he had asked an honest

man, a man who had sei'ved him
faithfully for years, to turn spy !

Stung by the bare thought of it, he
Tan out into the hall again, and open-

ed the door. The ser^^ant had disap-

peared ; it was too late to call him
back. But one refuge against his

contempt for himself was now open
to him—the refuge of work. He got

into his carriage and went his rounds
among his patients.

If the famous physician could have
shaken his own reputation he would
have done it that afternoon. Never
before had he made himself so little

welcome at the bedside. Never before

had he put off until to-morrow the

prescription which ought to have been
Avritten, the opinion which ought to

have been given, to-day. He went
home earlier than usual—unutterably
dissatisfied with himself.

'

Tlie servant had returned. Doctor
Wybrow was ashamed to question

\

him. The man reported the result of

his errand, ^\•ithout waiting to be
asked.

' The lady's name is the Countess
Narona. She lives at

'

Without waiting to hear where she i

lived, the Doctor acknowledged the
all-important discovery of her name,

j

by a silent bend of the head, and en- [

I

tered his consulting-i'oom. The fee

that he had vaiidy refused still lay in

its little white })aper covering on the
table. He sealed it up in an enveloj»e

;

addressed it to the ' Poor-box ' of the
nearest police-court ; and, calling the
servant in, directed him to take it to

the magistrate the next morning.
Faithful to his duties, the sei*vant

waited to ask the customary question,
' Do you dine at home to-day, sir ?

'

After a moment's hesitation he said,
' No : I shall dine at the club.

'

The most easily deteriorated of all

the moral qualities, is the qualitv

called ' conscience. ' In one state of a
man's mhad, his conscience is the se-

verest judge that can pass sentence on
him. In another state, he and his

conscience are on the best possible

terms with each other in the comfort-
able capacity of accomplices. When
Doctor Wybrow left his house for the
second time, he did not even attempt
to conceal fi-om himself that his sole

object, in dining at the club, was to

hear what the world said of the Coun-
tess Narona.

Chapter III.

THERE was a time when a man
in search of the pleasures of gos-

sip sought the society of ladies. The
man knows better now. He goes to

the smoking-room of his club.

Doctor Wybrow lit his cigar and
looked round him, at his brethren in

social conclave assembled. The room
was well filled : but the flow of talk

was still languid. The Doctor inno-

cently applied the stimulant that was
wanted. When he inquired if any-
body knew the Countess Narona, he
was answered by something like a
shout of astonishment. Never (the

conclave agi-eed) had such an absurd
question been asked before ! Every
human creature, with the slisrhtest

clami to a place in society, knew the
Countess Narona. An adventuress
with a European reputation of the
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blackest possible colour—sucli was the

general description of the woman with

the death-like complexion and the

glittering eyes.

Descending to particulars, each

member of the club contributed his

own little stock of scandal to the me-
moirs of the Countess. It was doubt-

ful whether she -was really what she

called herself a Dalmatian lady. It was
doubtful whether she had ever been

married to the Count whose widow she

assumed to be. It was doubtful whe-

ther the man who accompanied her in

her travels (under the name of Baron
Rivar, and in the character of her

brother) was her brother at all. Report

pointed to the Baron as a gambler at

every ' table ' on the Continent. Re-

port w^hispered that his so-called sister

had nari'owly escaped being implicated

in a famous trial for poisoning at

Vienna—that she had been known at

Milan as a spy in the interests of

Austria—that her ' apartment ' in

Paris had been denounced to the po-

lice as nothing less than a private

gambling-house—and that her present

appearance in England was the natural

result of that discovery. Only one

member of the assembly in the smok-
ing-room took the part of this much-
abused woman and declared tliat her

character had been most cruelly and
most unjustly assailed. But as the man
was a laA\'yer, his interference went for

nothing : it was naturally attributed

to the spirit of contradiction inherent

in his profession. He was asked de-

risively what he thought of the cir-

cumstances under which the Countess

had become engaged to be married, and
he made the characteristic answer, that

he thought the circumstances highly

creditable to both parties, and that he
looked on the lady's future husband
as a most enviable man.

Hearing this, the Doctor raised an-

other shout of astonishment by inquii'-

ing the name of the gentleman whom
the Countess was about to marry.

His friends in the smoking-room

decided unanimously that the cele-

brated physician must be a second
' Rip-van-Winkle,' and that he had
just awakened from a supernatural

sleep of twenty years. It was all very

well to say that he was devoted to his

profession, and that he had neither

time nor inclination to pick up frag-

ments of gossip at dinner-parties and
balls. A man who did not know that

the Countess Narona had liorrowed

money at Homberg of no less a person

than Lord Montbariy, and had then
deluded him into making her a pi'O-

posal of marriage, was a man who had
probably never heard of Lord Mont-
barry himself. The yoxmgei- members
of the club, humouring the joke, sent

a waiter for the ' Peerage ; ' and i-ead

aloud the memoir of the nobleman in

cpiestion, for the Doctor's benefit—
with illustrative morsels of informa-

tion interpolated by themselves.
' Herbert John Westwick. First

Baron Montl)ariy, of Montbariy,
King's County, Ireland. Created a

Peer for distinguished military servi-

ces in India. Born, 1812. 'Forty-

eight years old. Doctor, at the present

time. Not man'ied. ^Yill be married

next week. Doctor, to the delightful

creature we have been talking about.

Heir presumptive, his lordship's next

brother, Stephen Robert, married to

Ella, youngest daughter of the Rev-
erend Silas Marden, Rector of Runiii-

gate, and has issue, three daughters.

Younger brothers of his lordship,

Francis and Henry, unmarried. Sis-
^

ters of his lordship. Lady Barville,

married to SirTheodore Barville, Bart.

;

and Anne, widow of the late Peter

Norlnirv, Esq., of Norbury Cross.

Bear his lordship's relations well in

mind, Doctor. Three brothers, AYest-

wick, Stephen, Francis, and Henry
;

and two sisters. Lady Barville and Mrs.

Norbuiy. Not one of the five will be

present at the marriage ; and not one

of the five will leave a stone unturned

to stop it if the Countess will only

give them a chance. Add to these



THE HAUNTED HOTEL.

hostile uienibers of the family another

offended relative not mentioned in the
" Peerage," a young lady.'

A sudden outburst of protest in

more than one part of the room stop-

ped the coming disclosure, and re-

leased the Doctor from further perse-

cution.

' Don't mention the poor girl's name;

it's too bad to make a joke of that

part of the liusiness ; she has behaved

nobly under shameful provocation

;

there is but one excuse for Montbarry
—he is either a madman or a fool.'

In these terms the protest expressed

itself on all sides. Speaking confiden-

tially to his next neighbour, the Doc-

tor discovered that the lady referred

to was already kno^\^l to him (through

the Countess's confession) as the lady

deserted by Lofd Montbarrj^ Her
name was Agnes Lockwood. She was
described as being the superior of the

Countess in personal attraction, and
as being also 1 ly some years the younger
woman of the two. Making all allow-

ance for the follies that men commit-

ted every day in their relations with

women, Montbarr\''s delusion was still

the most monstrous delusion on record.

In this expression of opinion every

man present agi'eed—the la^\yer even
included. Not one of them could call

to mind the innumerable instances in

which the sexual influence has proved
irresistible in the persons of women
without even the i)retension to beauty.

The very members of the club whom
the Countess (in si)ite of her personal

disadvantages) could have most easily

fascinated, if she had thought it worth
her while, Avere the members who won-
dered most loudly at Montbany's
choice of a wife.

While the topic of the Countess's

marriage was still the one topic of con-

versation, a member of the club en-

tered the smoking-room whose appear-

ance instantly produced a dead silence.

DoctorWybrow's next neighbour whis-
pered to him, ' Montbany's brother

—

Henry WestA\-iek !

'

The new-comer looked round him
slowly, with a bitter smile.

' You are all talking of my brother,'

he said. ' Don't mind me. Not one

of you can despise him more heartily

than I do. Go on, gentlemen—go

on!'
But one man present took the speak-

er at his word. Tliat man was the law-

yer who had already undertaken the

defence of the Countess.
' I stand alone in my opinion,' he

said, ' and I am not ashamed of repeat-

ing it in anybody's hearing. I con-

sider the Countess Narona to be a

cruelly-treated woman. Why shouldn't

she be Lord Montbarry's wife ? Who
can say she has a mercenaiy motive in

mariying him ?

'

Montbarry's brother turned sharply

on the speaker. ' /say it,' he answei'ed.

The reply might have shaken some
men. The lawyer stood on his ground
as firmly as ever.

' I believe I am right,' he rejoined,

' in stating that his lordship's income
is not more than sufficient to support

his station in life ; also it is an in-

come derived abnost entirely fi'om

landed property in Ireland, every acre

of which is entailed.'

Montbarry's brother made a sign,

admitting that he had no objection

to offer so far.

' If his lordship dies first,' the

laA\yer proceeded, ' I have been in-

formed that the only provision he can

make for his widow consists in a rent-

charge on the property of no more
than four hundred a year. His retir-

ing pension and allowances, it is well-

known die with him. Four hundred
a-year is therefore all that he can

leave to the Countess, if he leaves her

a widow.'
' Four hundred a year is not all,'

was the re]:)ly to this. ' My brother

has insured his life for ten thousand

pounds ; and he has settled the whole

of it on the Coimtess, in the event of

his death.'

This announcement produced a
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strong sensation. Men looked at

each other, and repeated the three

startling words, ' Ten thousand

pounds !' Driven fairly to the wall,

the lawyer made a last effort to

defend his position.

' May I ask who made that settle-

ment a condition of the marriage f

he said. ' Surely it was not the

Countess herself 1

'

Heniy Westwick answered, ' It was
the Countess's brother ; ' and added,
' which comes to the same thing.

'

After that, there was no mox'e to

be said—so long, at least, as Mont-
barry's brother was present. The
talk flowed into other channels ; and
the Doctor went home.

But his morbid curiosity about the

Countess was not set at rest yet. In

his leisure moments he found himself

wondering whether Lord Montbarry's

family would succeed in stopping the

marriage after all. And more than

this, he was conscious of a growing

desire to see the infatuated man him-

self. Every day during the lu'ief in-

terval before the wedding, he looked

in at the club, on the chance of hear-

ing some news. Nothing had hap-

pened, so far as the club knew. The
Countess's position was secvire ; Mont-
barry's resolution to be her husband
was unshaken. They were both

Roman Catholics, and they were to be

married at the chapel in Spanish

Place. So much the Doctor discovered

about them—and no more.

On the day of the wedding, after a

feeble struggle with himself, he actual-

ly sacrificed his patients and their

guineas, and slipped away secretly to

see the marriage. To the end of his

life, he was angry with anybody who
reminded him of what he had done on
that day !

The wedding was strictly private.

A close carriage stood at the church

door ; a few people, mostly of the

lower class, and mostly old women,
were scattered about the interior of

the building. Here and there Doctor

Wybrow detected the faces of some
of his brethren of the club, attracted

by curiosity, like himself. Four
persons only stood before the alfar—
the bride and bridegroom and their

two witnesses. One of these last was
a faded-looking womad, who might
have been the Countess's companion
or maid ; the other was undoubtedly
her brother. Baron Rivar. The
bridal party (the bride herself includ-

ed) wore their ordinaiy morning
costume. Lord Montliarry, personally

viewed, was a middle-aged military

man of the ordinary type : nothing in

the least remarkable distinguished

him either in face or figure. Baron
Rivar, again in his way, was another

conventional representative of another
well-known type. One sees his finely-

pointed moustache, his bold eyes, his

crisply-curling hair, and his dashing

carriage of the head, repeated hund-
reds of times over on the Boulevards

of Paris. Tlie only note-worthy

point about him was of the negative

sort—he was not in the least like his

sister. Even the officiating priest

was only a harmless, humble-looking

old man, who went through his duties

resignedly, and felt visible i-heumatic

difficulties every time he bent his

knees. The one remarkable person,

the Countess herself, only raised her

veil at the beginning of the ceremony,

and presented nothing in her plain

dress that was worth a second look.

Never, on the face of it, was there a

less interesting and less romantic

marriage than this. From time to

time the Doctor glanced round at the

door or up at the galleries, vaguely

anticipating the appearance of some
protesting stranger, in possession of

some terrible secret, commissioned to

forbid the progress of the service.

Nothing in the shape of an event oc-

curred—nothing extraordinary, noth-

ing dramatic. Bound fast together

as man and wife, the two disappeared,

followed by theii- witnesses, to sign

the registers ; and still Doctor Wybrow
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waited, and still ho clierishod the

obstinate hope that something wortli

seeing must certainly liappen yet.

The interval passed, and the mar-

ried couple, returning to the church,

walked together down the nave to

the door. Doctor Wybrow drew

back as they approached. To his

confusion and surprise, the Countess

discovered him. He heard her say to

her husband, ' One moment ; I see a

friend.' Lord Montl>arry bowed and

waited. She stepped iip to the

Doctor, took his hand, and wrung it

hard. He f(4t her overpowering

black eyes lookiiig at him through

her veil. ' One step more, you see, on

the way to the end !' She whispered

those strange words, and returned to

her husband. Before the Doctor could

recover himself and follow her. Lord
and Lady Montbarry had stepped into

their carriage, and had driven away.

Outside the church door stood the

three or four members of the club who,

like Dr. Wybrow, had watched the

ceremony out of curiosity. Near them
was the bride's brother, waiting alone.

He was evidently bent on seeing the

man whom his sister had spoken to, in

broad daylight. His bold eyes rested

on the Doctor's face, with a moment-
ary flash of suspicion in them. The
cloud suddenly cleared away ; the

Baron smiled with charming courtesy,

lifted his hat to his sister's friend, and
walked off.

The members constituted them-

selves into a club conclave on the

church ste])S. They began with the

Baron. ' Damned ill-looking rascal !

'

They went on with INIontharry. ' Is

he going to take that horrid woman
with him to Ireland 1 ' ' Not he ! he

can't face the tenantiy ; they know
about Agnes Lockwood.' ' Well, bxit

where is he going V 'To Scotland.

'

' Does she like that 1
' ' It's only for a

fortnight ; they come V)ack to London,
and go abroad.' ' And they will never
return to England, ehV ' Who can
tell '? Did you see how she looked at

Montbarry, when she had to lift her

veil at the l,(gii.ning of the sei-vice 1

In his place, I should have bolted.

Did you see her. Doctor 1
' By this

time Dr. Wybrow had remembered
his patients, and had heard enough of

the club gossip. He followed the ex-

ample of Baron Rivar, and walked oflf.

' One step more, you see, on the

way to the end,' he repeated to himself,

on his way home. ' What end 1

'

Chapter IV.

ON the day of the marriage, Agnes
Lockwood sat alone in the little

drawing-room of her London lodgings,

burning the letters which had been

written to her by Montbarry in the

byegone time.

The Countess's maliciously smart

description of her, addressed to Dr.

Wybrow, had not even hinted at the

charm that most distinguished Agnes
—the artless expression of goodness

and purity which instantly attracted

everyone who approached her. She

looked by many years younger than

she really was. With her fair com-

plexion and her shy manner, it seemed

only natural to speak of her as ' a

girl,' although she was now really

advancing towards thirty years of age.

She lived alone with an old nurse de-

voted to her, on a modest little income,

which was just enovigh to support the

two. There were none of the ordinary

signs of grief in her face, as she slowly

tore the letters of her false lover in

two, and threw the pieces into the

small firewhich had been lit to consume
them- Unhappily for herself she was
one of those women who feel too deeply

to find relief in tears. Pale and quiet,

with cold, trembling fingers, she des-

troyed the letters one by one, without

daring to read them again. She had
torn the last of the series, and was still

shrinking from throwing it after the

rest into the swiftly destroying flame,

when the old nurse came in, and
asked if she would see 'Master Henry',
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—meaning that youngest member of

the Westwick family, who had pub-

licly declared his contempt for his bro

ther in the smokmg-room of the club.

Agnes hesitated. A faint tinge of

colour stole over her face.

There had been a long past time

when Henry Westwick had owned
that he loved her. She had made her

confession to him, acknowledging that

her heart was given to his eldest bro-

ther. He had submitted to his disap-

pointment, and they had met thereafter

as cousms and friends. Never before

had she associated the idea of him with

embarrassmg recollections. But now,

on the very day when his brother's

marriage to another woman had con-

summated his brother's treason to-

wards her, there was something

vaguely repellent in the prospect of

seeing him. The old nurse (who re-

membered them both in their cradles)

observed her hesitation ; and sympa-
thizing of course with the man, put in

a timely word for Heniy. ' He says

he's going away, my dear ; and he only

wants to shake hands and say good-

bye.' This plam statement of the

case had its effect. Agnes decided on
receiving her cousin.

He entered the room so rapidly that

he surprised her in the act of throwing
the fragments of Montbarry's last

etter into the tire. She hurriedly

spoke first.

' You are leaving London very sud-

denly, Henry. Is it business oi" plea-

sure ?

'

Instead of answering her, he pointed

to the flaming letter, and to some black

ashes of liurnt pajier lying lightly in

the lower part of the fire-place.

' Are you burning letters ?

'

'Yes.'
' His letters 1

'

' Yes.'

He took her hand gently. ' I had
no idea I was intruding on you at a

time when you must M-ish to be alone.

Forgive me, Agnes—I shall see you
when I return.'

She signed to liim,with a faint smile,

to take a chair.

' We have known one another since

we were children,' she said. ' Why
should I feel a foolish pride about my-
self in 3'our presence 1 why should I

have any secrets from you ? I sent

back all your brother's gifts to me
some time ago. I have been advised

to do more, to keep nothing that can
remind me of him—in short, to burn
his letters. I have taken the advice

;

but I own I shrank a little from des-

troying the last of the letters. No

—

not because it was the last, but l)ecause

it had this in it.' She opened her
hand and showed him a lock of Mont-
barry's hair, tied with a morsel of

golden cord. ' Well ! well ! let it go
with the rest.'

She dropped it into the flame. For
awhile she stood with her back to

Heniy, leaning on the mantle-piece,

and looking into the fire. He took

the chair to which she had pointed,

with a strange contradiction of ex-

pression in his face : the tears were in

his eyes, while the brows above were
knit close in an angry frown. He
muttered to himself, ' Damn him !

'

She rallied her courage, and showed
her face again when she spoke. ' Well,

Heniy, and Avhy are you going away 1

'

' I am out of spirits, Agnes, and I

want a change.'

She paused before she spoke again.

His face told her plainly that he was
thinking of her when he made that

reply. She was grateful to him, but

her mind was not with him : her mmd
was still with the man who had deser-

ted her. She turned round again to

the fire.

' Is it true,' she aske};l, afti-r a long

silence, ' that they have been married

to-day 1
'

He answered ungraciously in the

one necessaiy word :
—

' Yes.'
' Did you go to the church 1

'

He resented the question with an
expression of indignant surprise. ' Go
to the church 1

' he repeated ' 1 would
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as soon go to .
' He checked him-

self there. ' How can you ask 1
' he

added in lower tones. ' I have never

spoken to Montbarry, I have not even

seen him, since he treated you like the

scoundrel and the fool that he is.'

She looked at him suddenly, with-

out saying a word. He understood

her and begged her pardon. But he

was still angiy. ' The reckoning comes

to some men,' he said ' even in this

world. He will live to rue the day
when he married that woman !

'

Agnes took the chair by his side,

and looked at him with a gentle sui"-

prise.

' Is it quite reasonable to be so

angry with her because your brother

preferred her to me ?
' she asked.

Henry turned on her sharply. ' Do
you defend the Countess, of all the

people in the world 1
'

' Why not 1
' Agnes answered. ' I

know nothing against her. On the

only occasion when we met, she ap-

peared to be a singularly timid, ner-

vous person, looking dreadfiilly ill

;

and being indeed so ill that she fainted

under the heat of the room. Why
should we not do her justice? We
know that she was innocent of any
intention to wrong me ; we know that

she was not aware of my engage-

ment '

Henry lifted his hand impatiently,

and stopped hex-. ' There is such a
thing as being too just and too forgiv-

ing 1.
' he interposed. ' I can't bear to

hear you talk in that patient way,
after the scandalously cruel manner in

which you have been treated. Try to

forget them both, Agnes. I wish to

God I could help you to do it.'

Agnes laid her hand on his arm.
' You are very good to me, Henry

;

but you don't quite understand me. I
was thinking of myself and my trouble
in quite a different way, when you
came in. I was wondering whether
anything which has so entirely filled

my heart, and so absorbed all that is

best and truest in me, as my feeling

for your brother, can really pass away

as if it had never existed. I have
destroyed the last visible things that

remind me of him. In this world, I

shall see him no more. But is the tie

that once bound us, completely broken?
Am I as entirely parted from the good
and evil fortune of his life, as if we
had never met and never loved? What
do you think-, Henry 1 I can hardly
believe it.'

' If you could liring the retribution

on him that he has deserved,' Henry
Westwick answered .sternly, ' I might
be inclined to agree with you.'

As 'that reply passed his lips the old

nurse appeared again at the door, an-

nouncing another visitor.

' I am sorry to distui'b you, my
dear. But here is little Mrs. Ferrari

wanting to know when she may say a
few words to you.'

Agnes turned to Henry, before she

replied. ' You remember Emily Bid-

well, my favourite pupil years ago at

the village school, and afterwards my
maid ? She left me, to mai-ry an Ita-

lian courier named Ferrari—and I am
afraid it has not turned out very well.

Do you mind my having her in here,

for a minute or two ?

'

Henry rose to take his leave. ' I

should be glad to see Emily again at

any other time,' he said. ' But it is

best that I should go now. My mind
is disturbed, Agnes ; I might say
things to you, if I stayed here any
longer, which—which are better not
said now. I shall cross the Channel
by the mail to-night, and see how a
few weeks' change will help me.' He
took her hand. ' Is there anything in

the world I can do for you 1
' he asked

very earnestly. She thanked him,
and tried to release her hand. He
held it with a tremulous lingering

grasp. ' God bless you, Agnes !

' he
said in faltering tones, with his eyes
on the ground. Her face flushed again,

and the next instant turned paler than
ever; she knew his heart as well as
he knew it himself—she was too dis-

tressed to speak. He lifted her hand
to his lips, kissed it fervently, and,
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without looking at her again, left the

room. The nurse hobbled after him

to the head of the stairs : she had not

forgotten the time when the younger

brother had been the unsuccessful rival

of the elder for the hand of Agnes.
' Don't be down-hearted, Master Hen-

ry,' whispered the old woman, with

the unscrupulous common sense of

persons in the lower rank of life. ' Tr\-

her again, when you come back !

'

Left alone for a few moments,

Agnes took a tm-n in the room, txy-

ing to compose herself. She paused

before a little water-coloured drawing

on the wall, which had belonged to

her mother : it was her own portrait

when she was a child. ' How much
happier we should be,' she thought to

herself sadly, ' if we never grew up !

'

The courier's wife was showai in

—

a little meek melancholy woman, with

white eyelashes, and watery eyes, who
curtseyed deferentially and Avas trou-

bled with a small chronic cougli.

Agnes shook hands with her kindly.

' Well, Emily, what can I do for you T

Tlie courier's wife made rather a

strange answer :
' I'm afraid to tell

you. Miss.'
' Is it such a very dithcult favour

to gi-ant ? Sit down, and let me hear

how you are going on. Perhaps the

petition will slip out while we are

talking. How does your husband be-

have to you ?

'

Emily's light gi-ey eyes looked more
watery than ever. She shook her

head and sighed resignedly. ' I have

no positive complaint to make against

him. Miss. But I'm afraid he doesn't

care about me ; and he seems to take

no interest in his home—I may almost

say he's tired of his home. It might

be better for both of us. Miss, if he

went travelling for a while—not to

mention the money, which is begin-

ning to be wanted sadly.' She put

her handkei'chief to her eyes, and

sighed again more resignedly than

ever.
' I don't quite understand,' said

Agnes. ' I thought your husband had

an engagement to take some ladies to

Switzerland and Italy 1
'

' That was his ill-luck. Miss. One
of the ladies fell ill—and the others

wouldn't go without her. They paid

him a month's salary as compensation.

But they had engaged him for the
autumn and winter—and the loss is

serious.

'

' I am sorry to hear it, Emily. Let
us hope he will soon have another
chance.

'

' It's not his turn, Miss, to be re-

commended when the next applica-

tions come to the courier's otfice. You
see, there are so many of them out of

employment just now. If he could

be privately recommended ' She
stopped, and left the untinished sen-

tence to speak for itself.

Agnes understood her directly.

' You Avant my recommendation,' she

rejoined. ' Wliy couldn't you say so

at once ?

'

Emily blushed. ' It would be such

a chance for my husband,' she an-

swered confusedly. ' A letter, inquir-

ing for a good courier (a six months'

engagement, Miss !) came to the office

this morning. It's another man's turn

to be chosen—and the secretary will

recommend him. If my husband could

only send his testimonials by the same
post—with just a word in your name.
Miss—it might turn the scale, as they

say. A private recommendation be-

tween gentlefolks goes so far." She
stopped again, and sighed again, and
looked down at the carpet, as if she

had some private reason for feeling a

little ashamed of herself.

Agnes began to be rather weaiy of

the persistent tone of mysteiy in which

her visitor spoke. ' If you want my
interest with a friend of mine,' she

said, ' why can't you tell me the

name "?

'

The courier's wife began to cry.

' I'm ashamed to tell you, Miss.'

For the first time, Agnes spoke

sharply. ' Nonsense, Emily ! Tell me
the name directly—or drop the sub-

ject—whichever you. like best.'
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Emily made a last desperate effort. !
which the courier's wife had never

She wrung her handkerchief hard in I seen in her face before. ' Knowing
her lap, and let off the name as if she what you know, you ought to be

had been letting ofi" a loaded gun :-

' Lord Montbarr}^ !

'

Agnes rose and looked at her.

' You have disappointed me,' she

said very quietly, but with a look

aware that it is impossible for me to

communicate with Lord Montbarry.

I always supposed you had some deli-

cacy of feeling. I am sorry to find

that I have been mistaken.'

[Tu he continued.)

LOVE'S BURIAL.

BY H. L. SPEXCER.

^ \ r ITH folded wings and folded hands,

VV We laid him down upon the sands

The white sea-sands—one night in June,

While o'er us shone the full-orbed moon.

We made his grave upon the beach,

A rood beyond the surge's reach !

With buds and flowers of rosy dyes,

We heaped his grave,—with tearful eyes

You said, " Oh Love ! that he should die

You said, " Oh Love ! awaits the sky.

" Since Love is dead, what can remain,

But sorrow, darkness, doubt and pain ?
"

We kissed the flowers that o'er him lay

We wept the lingering hours away !

The spot we haunted many a year,

With blinded eyes and hearts a-sear !

Where Love lies buried, you and I,

Though far apart, one day shall lie,-

Shall lie asleep—to waken not,

Our losses, like ourselves,, forgot.
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THE YELLOW TIBEE.

BY GRACE GREEN.

r^\.''^^^^< 'h&k''^-^

NEAR THE ^^OUKL'E <IF I'Hi; rilif:K.

ECCE TIBERIM !
" cried the Ro-

man legions when tliey first be-

liekl the Scottish Tay. What power
of association could have made them
see in the clear and shallow stream the

likeness of their tawny Tiber, with
his full-flowing waters sweeping down
to the sea 1 Perhaps those soldiers

underwhose mailed and rugged breasts

lay so tender a thought of home came
from the northerly region among the

Apennines, where a little bubbling
mountain-brook is the first form in

which the storied Tiber gi-eets the

light of day. One who has made a

pilgrimage from its mouth to its source

thus describes the spot :
" An old man

undertook to be our guide. By the side

of the little stream, which here con-

stitutes the first vein of the Tiber, we
penetrated the wood. It was an im-

mense beech-forest. . . . The trees

were almost all gi-eat gnarled veterans

who had borne the snows of many
winters : now they stood basking above
their blackened shadows in the blazing

sunshine. The little stream tumbled
from ledge to ledge of splintered rock,

sometimes creepinginto a hazel thicket,

green with long ferns and soft moss,

and then leaping once more merrily

into the sunlight. Presently it split

into numerous little rills. We fol-

lowed the longest of these. It led us

to a carpet of smooth green turf amidst

an opening in the trees; and there bub-
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bliug out of the green sod, euibroi-

dered with white strawbeiTy-ljlossoms,

the delicate bhie of the ci-ane's bill and
dwarf willow-herb, a copious little

stream arose. Here the old man
paused, and resting upon his staff,

raised his age-dimmed eyes, and point-

ing to the gushing water, said, ' E
questo si chiama il Tevere a Roma I

'

(' Andthisiscalled the Tiber atRome !

'

)

. . . We followed the stream from
the spot where it issued out of the

beech-forest, over barren s})urs of the

moimtains, crested with fringes of dark
pine, down to a lonely and desolate

valley, shut in by dim and misty blue

peaks. Then we entered the portals

of a solemn wood, with gi'ey trunks of

trees everywhere around us and im-

penetrable foliage above our heads,

the deep silence only broken by fitful

songs of birds. To this succeeded a

blank district of barren shale cleft into

great gullies bv many a wintry torrent.

Presently we found ourselves at an
enormous height above the river, on
the ledge of a precijjice which shot

down almost perpendicularly on one
side to the bed of the stream
A little past this place we came upon
a very singular and picturesque s]X)t.

It was an elevated rock sliut within a
deep dim gorge, about which the river

twisted, almost running round it. Up-
on this rock were built a few gloomy-
looking houses and a quaint, old-worid

mill. It was reached from the hither
side by a widely-spai^ning one-arched
bridge. It was called Yal Savignone."
Beyond this, at a small village called

Balsciano, the hills began to subside
into gentler slopes, which gradually
merged in the plain at the little town
of Pieve San Stefano.

Thus far the infant stream has no
history : its legends and chronicles do
not begin so early. But a few miles
farther, on a tiny Itranch called the

Singerna, are the vestiges of wdiat was
once a place of some importance—
Caprese, where Michael Angelo was

2

born some four hundred years ago.

His father was for a twelvemonth
governor of this place and Chiusi, five
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miles off (not Lars Persenna's Clusium,
wliicli is to the south, but Clusium
Novum), and brought his wife with
him to inliabit the palazzo communale.

During his regency the painter of the
" Last Judgment," the sculptor of
" Night and Morning," the architect of

St. Peter's cupola first saw the light.

Here the history of the Tiber begins

—here men first mingled blood with
its unsullied waves. On another little

tributary is Anghiara, where in 1440
a terrible battle was fought between
the Milanese troops, under command
of the gallant free-lance Piccinino, and
the Florentines, led Ijy Giovanni Paolo

(commonly called CTiam2)aolo) Orsini

;

and a little farther, on the main stream,

Citta di Castello recalls the story of a

long siege which it valiantly sustained

against Braccio da Montone, surnamed
Fortebraccio (Strong-arm), another re-

nowned soldier of fortune of the fif-

teenth century.

As the widening fiood winds on
thi'ough the beautiful plain, a broad

sheet of water on the right spreads for

miles to the foot of the mountains,

whose jutting spurs form many a bay,

cove and estuaiy. It was in the small

hours of a night of misty moonlightthat
our eyes, stretched wide with the new
wonder of beholding classic ground,

first caught sight of this smooth ex-

panse gleaming pallidly amid the dark,

blurred outlines of the landscape and
trees. The monotonous noise and mo-
tion of the train had put our fellow-

travellers to sleep, and when it gradu-

ally ceased they did not stir. There
was no bustle at the little stationwhere
we stopped ; a few drowsy figures stole

silently by in the dim light, like ghosts

on the spectral shores of Acheron
;

the whole scene was strangely unreal,

phantasmal. " What can it be 1 " we
asked each other under our breaths.
" There is but one thing that it can be

•—Lake Thrasimene." And so it was.

Often since, both by starlight and day-

light, we have seen that wateiy sheet

of fatal memories, but it never wore
the same shadowy yet impressive as-

pect as on our first night-journey from
Florence to Pome.
Then what historical associations,

straggling away across three thousand
years to when Perugia was one of the

thirty cities of Etruria, and kept her
independence through every vicissi-

tude until Augustus starved her out in

40 B. C. ! Portions of the wall, huge
smooth blocks of travertine stone, are

the work of the vanished Etruscans,

and fragments of several gateways,

with Poman alterations. One is per-

fect, imbedded in the outer wall of the

castle : it has a round-headed arch,with

six pilasters, in the intervals of which
are three half-length human figures

and two horses' heads. On the southern

slope of the hill, three miles beyond the

walls, a number of Etruscan tombs
were accidentally discovered by a peas-

ant a few years ago. The oviter entrance

alone had suffered, buried under the

rubbish of two millenniums : the burial

place of the Volumnii has been restored

externally after ancient Etruscan mo-
dels, but within it has been left un-

touched. Descending a long flight of

stone steps, which led into tie heart of

the hill, we passed through a low door

formerly closed by a single slab of trav-

ertine, too ponderous for modern hin-

ges. At first we could distinguish noth-

ing in the darkness, but by the uncer-

tain flaring of two candles, which the

guide waved about incessantly, we saw
a chamber hewn in the rock, with a

roof in imitation of beams and rafters,

all of solid tufa stone. A low stone

seat against the wall on each hand and
a small hanging lamp were all the fur-

niture of this apartment, awful in its

emptiness and mystery. On eveiy side

there were dark openings into cells

whence came gleams of white, indefi-

nite forms: a great Gorgon's head

gazed at us from the ceiling, and from

the walls in every direction started the

crested heads and necks of sculptured

serpents. We entered one by one the

nine small gi'otto-like compartments
which suiTound the central cavern : the

white shapes turned out to be cinerary
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urns, enclosing the ashes of the three

thousand years dead VolumniL Urns,

as we understand the word, they are

not, but large caskets, some of them
alabaster, on whose lids recline male

figures draped and garlanded as for a

feast : the faces differ so much in fea-

ture and expression that one can hardly

doubt their being likenesses: the fig-

ures, if erect, would be nearly two feet

in height. The sides of these little

sarcophagi are covered with hassi- rilievi,

many of them finely executed : the sub-

jects are combats and that favourite

theme the boar-hunt of Kalydon ; there

was one which represented the sacrifice

of a child. The Medusa's head, as it is

thought to be, recurs constantly, treat-

ed with extraordinary power : we were
divided among ourselves whether it

was Medusa or an Erinnys with winged
head. The sphinx appears several times

:

there are four on the corners of an ala-

baster urn in the shape of a temple,

exquisite in form and features, and ex-

ceedingly delicate in workmanship.
Bulls' heads, ^\'ith garlands drooping

between them, a well-kno"v\Ti ornament
of antique altars, are among the decor-

ations. But far the most beautiful

objects were the little hanging figures,

which seemed to have been lamps of a

green bronze colour, though we were
assured that they are terra-cotta : they

are male figures of exquisite gi-ace and
beauty, ^ath a lightness and aiiiness

commonly given to Mercuiy ; but these

had large angel pinions on the shoul-

ders, and none on the head or feet.

There was not a scholar in the party,

so we all returned unenlightened, but
profoundly interested and impressed,

and with that delightful sense of stim-

ulated curiosity which is worth more
than all Eiu'ekas. With the exception
of a few weapons and trinkets, which
we saw at the museum, this is all that

remains of the mighty Etmscans, save
the shapes of the common red potteiy
which is spread out wholesale in the

open space opposite the cathedral on
market-days—the most graceful and
useful M-hich could be devised, and

which have not changed their model
since earlier days than the occupants
of those tombs could remember.

But time would fail us to tell of the

Baglioni, or Pope Paul the Borghese,

or Foi-tebraccio, the chivalric cnndottiere

who led the Periigians to war against

their neighbours of Todi, or even the

still biu-ning memories of the sack of

Perugia by command of the late

pope. We can no longer turn our
thoughts from the treasures of art

which make Perugia rich above all

cities of the Tiber, save Rome alone.

We cannot tarry before the cathedral,

noble despite its incompleteness and
the unsightly alterations of later

times, and full of fine paintings and
matchless wood-carving and wrought
metal and precious sculptures ; nor be-

fore the Palazzo Communale, another
grand Gothic wreck, equally dignified

and degraded ; nor even beside the
great fountain erected six hundred
years ago by Nicolo and Giovanni da
Pisa, the chiefs and founders of the
Tuscan school of sculpture ; nor be-

neath the statue of Pope Julius III.,

which Ha-wthorne has made known to

all; for there are a score of chiu-ches

and palaces, each with its priceless

Perugino, and drawings and designs by
his pupil Raphael in his lovely "first

manner," which has so much of the
Eden-like innocence of his master; and
the Academy of Fine Ai-ts, where one
may study the Umbrian school at lei-

sure ; and last, but not least, the Sala
del Cambio, or HaU of Exchange, where
Perugino may be seen in his glory. It

is not a hall of imposing size, so that
nothing interferes ^Wth the impression
of the frescoes which gaze upon you
fx'om eveiy side as you enter. Or no;
they do not gaze upon you nor return
your glance, but look sweetly and se-

renely foi-th, as if with eyes never bent
on earthly things. The right-hand wall
is dedicated to the sibyls and prophets,

the left to the greatest sages and heroes
of antiquity. There is something capri-

cious or else enigmatical in the mode
of presenting many of them—the dress
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attitude and genei-al appearance often

suggest a veiy different pei'son from

the one intended—Init the grace and

loveliness of some, the dignity and ele-

vation of others, the expression of

wisdom in this face, of celestial cour-

age in that, the calm and purity and

beauty of all give them an indescribable

charm and potency. At the end of the

room facing the door are the "Nati-

vity"and " Transfiguration," the latter,

infinitely Ijeautiful and religious, full

of quiet concentrated feeling. We were

none of us critics : none of us had got

beyond the stage when the sentiment

of a work of art is what most affects

our enjoyment of it; and we all con-

fessed how much more impressive to us

was this Transfiguration, Avith its three

quiet spectators, than theworld-famous

one at the Vatican. Although there

are masterpieces of Perugino's in near-

ly every great Euro]iean collection, I

cannot but think one must go to Peru-

gia to appreciate fully the limpid clear-

ness, the pensive, tranquil suavity,

which reigns throughout his pictui-es

in the countenances, the landscape, the

atmosphere.

The clifi' on which Assisi stands rises-

abruptly on the side toward the Tiber :

long lines of triple arches, which look

as if hewn in the living stone, stretch

along its face, one above another, like

galleries, the gi-eat mass of the church
and convent,with its towers and gables

and spire-like cypress trees, cro^vning

all. It is this marriage of the building

to the rock, these lower arcades which
rise halfway between the valley and
the plateau seeking the help of the

solid crag to sustain the upper ones

and the vast superimposed structui-e,

that makes the distant sight of Assisi

so striking, and almost overwhelms you
with a sense of its greatness as the

winding road brings you close below
on yoiu' way up to the town. It is a

triple church. The uppermost one, be-

gun two years after the saint's death,

has a magnificent Gothic west front

and high steps leading fi'om the piazza,

and a rich side-portal with a still higher

flight leading from a court on a lower

level. As we entered, the early after-

noon sun was streaming in thiough the

immense rose-window and flooding the

vast nave, illumining the blue star
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studded vault of tlie lofty roof and the

gi-and, simple frescoes of Ciniabue and

Giotto on the walls. Thence we de-

scended to the second church, in whose

darkness our vision gi-oped, half blind

from the sudden change ; but gradually

tlirough the dusk we Itegan to discern

low vaults stretching heavily across pil-

lars which look like stunted giants, so

shoit are they and so tremendously

tliick-set, the high altar enclosed by an

elaborate gi'ating,the little side-

chapels like so many black cells,

and through the gloom a =r.

twinkle and glimmer of gold

and colour and motes floating

in furtive sunVjeams that had
strayed in through the supei'b

stained glass of the infrequent

windows. The frescoes of Giotto

and his school eni-ich every

spandril and interspace with

their simple, seiious forms

—

no other such place to study

the art of that early day

—

but a Virgin enthroned among saints

by Lo Spagna, a disciple of Perugino's,

made a pure light in the obscurity : it

had all the master's golden transparen-

cy, like clear shining after the rain.

Fi'om this most solemn and venerable

place we went down to the lowest

church, the real sepulchre : it was dark-

er than the one we had left, totally

dark it seemed to me, and contracted,

although—it is in the form of a Greek
cross—each arm is sixty feet : in fact,

it is only a ciypt of unusual size ; and
although here were the saiiat's bones

in an urn of bronze, we were conscious

of a weakening of the impression made
by the place we had j ust left. No doubt
it is because the crypt is of this cen-

tury, while the other two chui-ches are

of the thirteenth.

There are other things to be seen at

Assisi ; and after dining at the little

Albergo del Leone, which, like every

part of the to^\^l except the churches,

is remarkably clean, my companion set

out to climb up to the castle, and I

wandered Ijack to the sfreat chui'ch.

As I sat idly on the steps a nionk ac-

costed me, and finding that I had not
seen the convent, cai-ried me through
laliyrinthine corridors and galleries,

down long flights of subterranean stone

steps, one after another, until T thought
we could not be far from the centi-e of

the earth, when he suddenly turned
aside into a vast cloisterwith high arch-

ed openings and led me to one of them.

Oh, the beauty, the gloiy, the wondex-

AND COKVEXT OF ST. FKAXCIS, AT ASSISI.

of the sight ! We were halfsvay down
the mountain-side, hanging between

the blue heaven and the billowy XJm-

brian plain, with its verdure and its

azure fusing into tints of dreamy soft-

ness as they vanished in the deep vio-

let shadows of thick-crowding Tuoun-

tains, on whose surfaces and gorges lay

changing colours of the superbest in-

tensity. Poplars and willows showed
silveiy among the tender green of other

deciduous trees in their fresh spring

foliage and the deep velvet of the im-

mortal cypresses and the blossoming

shrubs, which looked like little puffs

of pink and white cloud resting on the

Ijosom of the valley. A small, clear

mountain-stream wound round the

headland to join the Tiber, which di-

vides the' landscape with its bare, peb-

bly bed. It was almost the same view

that one has from twenty places in

Perugia, but coming out upon it as

from the bowels of the earth, framed

in its huge stone arch, it was like open-

ing a window from this world into

Paradise
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Slowly and lingeriiigly I left the

cloister, and panted np the many steps

back to the piazza to await my com-
panion and the carriage which was to

take us back to Perugia. The former
was already there, and in a few min-
utes a small omnibus came clattering

down the stony street, and stopping

beside vis the driver informed us that

he had come for us. Our surprise and
wrath bi'oke forth. Hours before we
had bespoken a little open carriage, and
it was this heaAy, jarring, jolting ve-

hicle which they had sent to drive us

ten miles across the hills. The driver

declared, with truly Italian volubility

and command of language and gesture,

that there was no other means of con-

veyance to be had ; that it was excel-

lent, swift, admirable ; that it was
what the signori always went from
Assisi to Perugia in ; that, in fine, we
had engaged it, and must take it. My
companion hesitated, but I had the ad-

vantage here, being the one who could

speak Italian ; so I promjrtly replied

that we would not go in the omnibus
under any circumstances. The whole
stoiy was then repeated with more ad-

jectives and superlatives, and gestures

of a form and pathos to make the for-

tune of a ti'agic actor. I repeated my
refusal. He began a third time : I sat

down on the steps, rested my head on
my hand and looked at the carvings of

the portal. This drove him to frenzy :

so long as you answer an Italian he
gets the better of you ; entrench your-

self in silence and he is impotent. The
driver's impotence first exploded in fuiy

and threats : at least we should pay for

the omnibus, for his time, forhis trouble

;

yes, pay the whole way to Perugia and
back, and his buon mano besides. All
the beggars who haimt the sanctuaiy
of theii- patron had gathered about us,

and from playing Greek chorus now
began to give us advice :

" Yes, we
would do well to go : the only carnage
in Assisi, and excellent, admirable !

"

The numbers of these vagrants, their

officiousness, their fluency, were l)ewil-

dering. " But what are we to do ?

"

asked my anxious companion. " Why,,
if it comes to the worst, walk down to

the station and take the night-train

back." He walked away whistling,

and I composed myself fo a visage of

stone and turned my eyes to the sculp-

tures once more. Suddenly the driver

stopped short : there was a minute's

pause, and tlien I heard a voice in the

softest accents asking for something
to buy a drink. I turned round—be-

side me stood the cb-iver, hat in hand :

" Yes, the signora is right, quite right :

I go, but she will give me something
to get a drink ?

" I nearly laughed,

but, biting my lips, I said fii'mly, " A
drink? Yes, if it be poison." The
eflfect was astounding : the man utter-

ed an ejaculation, crossed himself,

mounted his box and drove off ; the

beggars shrank away, stood aloof and
exchanged awe-struck whispers ; only

a few liquid-eyed little ragamuffins

continued to turn somersets and stand

on their lieads undismayed.

Half an hour elapsed : the sun was
beginning to descend, when the sound
of wheels was again heard, and a light

waggon with four places and a brisk

little horse came rattling down the

street. A pleasant-looking fellow

jumped down, took off his hat and said

he had come to drive us to Perugia.

We jumped up joyfully, but I asked
the price. " Fifty francs "—a sum
about equivalent to fifty dollars in

those regions. I smiled and shook my
head : he eagerly assiired me that this

included his buon' memo and the cost

of the oxen which we should be obliged

to hire to drag us up some of the hills.

I shook my head again : he shrugged

and turned as if to go. My unhappy
fellow-traveller startedforward : "Give
him whatever he asks and let us get

away. " I sat down again on the steps,

saying in Italian, as if in soliloquy,

that we should have to go by the train,

after all. Then the new-comer cheer-

fully came back :
" Well, signora,

whatever you please to give. " I named
half his price—an exorbitant sum,
as T well knew—and in a moment
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TEMPLE OF THE CLITDMNUS.

more we were skimming along over

the hard, smooth mountain-roads : we
heard no more of those mythical beasts

the oxen, and in two hours were safe

in Perugia.

o
II.

NE branch of tlie little river which

encompasses Assisi is the Cli-

tumnus, the delight of philosophers

and poets in the Augustan age. Near
its source stands a beautiful little

temple to the divinity of the stream.

Although the ancients i-esorted hither

for the loveliness of the spot, they did

not bathe in the springs, a gentle super-

stition holding it sacrilege for the

hiunan body to lave itself in a stream
near its source. They came by the Via
Flaminia, the old high-road from Rome

to Florence, which crosses the modern
railroad hard by. Following its course,

which takes a more du-ect line than

the devious Tiber, past Spoleto on its

woody castellated height, the travellei'

reaches Terni on the tumultuous Nar,

the wildest and most rebellious of all

the tributaries. It was to save the

surrounding country from itsoutbreaks

that the channel was made by the

Romans B. c. 271, the first of several

experiments which resulted in these

cascades, which have been more sung

and oftener painted than any other in

the world. The beauty of Terni is so

hackneyed tkat enthusiasm over it

becomes cockney, yet the beauty of

hackneyed things is as eternal as the

verity of truisms, and no more loses its

charm than the othei- its point. But
one must not talk about it. The foam-

ing torrent rages along between its

rocky walls until spanned by the bridge
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of Augustus at Narni, a magnificent

viaduct sixty feet high, thi-own froui

ridge to ridefe across the i-avine for the

•I'^J^r

THE FALLS OF TERN I

passage of the Flaminian Way—

a

wreck now, for two of tlie arches have

fallen, bvit through the last there is a

giim})se of the rugged hillsides with

their thick forests and the turbulent

waters rushing through the chasm.

Higher still is Narni, looking over her

embattled walls. It is one of the most
striking ])ositions on the way from
Florence to Rome, and the next half

hour, through savage gorges and black

tunnels, ever beside the tormented
watei's of the Nar until they meet the

Tibei-, swollen by the tributes of the

Paglia and C'hiana, is singularly tine.

The discomfoi't of Perugia was lux-

ury to what we found at Orvieto, and
it was no longer May but December,
when it is nearly as cold north of

Eome as with us ; and Rome was
drawing us with her mighty magnet.

80, one wintiy morning, soon after

daybreak, we set out in a close car-

riage Avith foiir horses, wrapped as if

we were going in a sleigh, with a scal-

flino (or little brazier) under our feet,

for the nearest railway station on our

route, a nine hours' drive. Our way
lay through the snow-covered hills and
their leafless forest, and long after we
had left Orvieto liehind again and
again a rise in the road would bring

it fidl in sight on its base of tufa, girt

by its walls, the Gothic lines of the

cathedral sharj) against the clear,

brightening sky. At our last look the

sun was not up, but broad shafts of

light, such as painters throw before the

chariot of Phtebus, refracted against the

pui'e ether, spread like a halo round the

threefold junnacles : a moment more
and Or\ueto was hidden behind a high-

er hill, not to be seen again. All day

we drove among the snow-bound hills

and woods, past the Lake of Bolsena

in its foi'bidding beauty
;
past small

valleys full of naked fruit trees and
shivering olives, which must be nooks

of loveliness in spring
;
past defiant

little towns aloft on their islands of

tufa, like Bagnorea with its ""single

slender bell-tower
;
past jMontefiascone

with its good old story aliout Cardinal

Fugger and the natiAe wine. We
stopped to lunch at Yiterbo, a town
more closelv connected with the his-
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tory of the Papacy tliaii any except

Rome itself, and full of legends and
romantic associations : it is dirty and
dilapidated, and has gi-eat need of all

its memories. Being but eight mUes
from ^lonteliascone, we called for a

bottle of the fatal Est, which we had
tasted once at Augsburcf, where the

host of the Three Moors has it in his

cellar, in honour perhaps of the de-

parted Fugger family, whose palace

has become his hotel : there we had
foimd it delicious—a wine as sweet as

cordial, with a soul of tire and a pene-

trating but delicate flavour of its own
—how different from the thin, sour
stuff they brought us in the long-neck-

ed, straw-covered flask, nothing to at-

test its relationship to the generous
juice at the Tliree Moors except the

singular unique flavour ! After this

little disappointment we left Viterbo,
and drove on through the same sort of

scenery, which seemed to grow more
and more beautiful in the rosy light of

the sinking sun. But it is hard to tell,

for notliing makes a journey so lieauti-

ful as to know that Rome is the goal.

As the last ravs Avere flushing the hill-

to})s we came in sight of Orte, \v\t\\ its

irreofular lines of building clinging to

the sides of its precipitous cliff in such

eyrie-Avise that it is diflicult to say

what is house and what is rock, and
whether the arched passages with which

it is pierced are masonr}^ or natural

grottoes ; and there was the Tiber

—

already the yellow Tiber—winding
through the valley as far as the eye

could follow. Here we waited for the

train, which was ten minutes late, and
tried to make up for lost time h\ leav-

ing our luggage, all duly marked and
ready, standing on the track. We soon

began to greet familiar sites as we flit-

ted by : the last we made out plainly

was Borghetto, a handful of houses,

wdth a ruined castle keeping watch on
a hill hard by : then twilight gathered,

and we strained our eyes in vain for

the earliest glimpse of Mount Soracte,

and night came doA\aT. before we could

descry the first landmarks of the Agi'o

Romano, the outposts of our excur-

sions, the farm-towers we knew by
name, the farthest fragments of the

aqueducts. But it was not so obscure

that we could not discern the Tiber
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between his low banks showing us the ' as the train rushed over the bridge j

way, the lights quivering in the Anio, and when at length we saw against the

clear night-sky a great dark barrier through with slackening speed, and her

stretching right and left, we knew that embrace enfolded us again,

the walls of Rome were once more be-
|

The Tiber winding as it does like a

fore us : in a moment we had glided
i

gi^eat artery through the heart of
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Rome, is seldom long either out of

sight 01- mind. One constantly comes
upon it in the most unexpected man-
ner, for there is no river front to the

city. There is a wide open space on
the Ripetta—a street which runs from
the Piazza del Popolo, at the head of

the foreign quarter, to remoter parts

—

where a broad flight of marble .steps

descends to the level of the flood, and
a ferry crosses to the opposite l)ank :

looking over at the trees and fields, it

is like the open country, yet beyond
are St. Peter's and the Vatican, and
the whole of what is known as the

Leonine City. But one cannot follow

the Tiber through the streets of Rome
as one may the Seine in Paris : in the

thickly-built quarters the houses back
upon the stream and its yelloAV waves
wash their foundations, working wrath
and woe from time to time, as those

who were there in the winter of 1870
will recollect. Sometimes it is lost to

sight for half a mile together, unless

one catches a glimpse of it through
the carriage-way of a palace. From
the wharf of the Ripetta it disappears

iwitil you come upon it again at the

bridge of St. Angelo, the ^lian bridge

of ancient Rome, which is the most
dii'ect passage from the fashionable

and foreign quarter to the Trastevere.

It must be confessed that the idle

sense of mere pleasure generally super-

sedes recollection and association after

one's fii'st astonishment to find one's

self among the historic places subsides

;

yet how often, as our horse's hoofs

rang on the slippery stones, my
thoughts went suddenly back to the

scene when Saint Gregory passed over,

chanting litanies, at the head of the

whole populace, who formed one vast

penitential ]>rocession, and saw the

avenging angel alight on the mauso-
leum of Adrian and sheath his sword
in sign that the plague was stayed

;

or to that terrible day when the

ferocious mercenaries of the Constable
de Bourbon and the wretched inliabi-

tants given over to sack and slaughter

swarmed across together, butchering

and butchered, while the troops in the

castle hurled down what was left of

its classic statues upon the heads of

THE TIBER, FROM ORTE.

friend and foe,

turned to blood

!

and the Tiber was
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The scenery differs entirely on dif-

ferent sides of Rome. Here tliere is

not a ruin, not a vestige, except a few

low heaps of stone or brickwork hidden
by weeds : on the other, towards Tivoli,

much of the beautv is due to the work

/^Jiiu

of man—the stately remnants of an- i tall srpiare towers of feudal barons,
cient aqueduct, temple and tomb: the ! round which cluster low farm-build-
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THE CA.STLE OF ST. AXGELO.

ings scarcely less old and solid : the

vast, gloomy gi'ottoes of Cerbara, wliicli

look like the underground palace of a

liygone race, but which are the tufa-

quarries of classic times ; the ruined

baths of Zenobia, where the rushing

milky waters of the Aqufe All)ida? till

the air with sulphurous fumes ; and,

as a climax, the Villa of Hadrian, less

a countiy-place than a whole region, a

town-in-country, with palace, temples,

circus, theatres, baths amidst a tract

of garden and pleasure-gi-ound ten

miles in circumference. Even when
one is familiar with the enormous

height and bulk of tiie Coliseum or the
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CUPOLA OF ST. PETER S.

Baths of Caracalla, the extent of the

ruins of Hadrian's Villa is overwhelm-

ing. Numerous fragments are still

standing, graceful and elegant, but a

vast many more are buried deep under

turf and violets and fern : large cypres-

ses and ilexes have struck root among
their stones, and they form artificial

hills and vales and great wide plateaus

covered with herbage and slu-ubbery,

hardly to be distinguished from the

natural accidents of the land. The
solitude is as immense as the space.

After leaA'ing oiir carnage we wand-
ered about for hours, sometimes lying

in the sunshine at the edge of a gi-eat

gi-assy terrace which commands the

Campagna and the Agro Romano

—

beyond whose limits we had come—to

where, like a little bell, St. Peter's

dome hung faint and blue upon the

horizon ; sometimes exploring the in-

numerable porticoes and galleries, and
replacing in fancy the Venus de Me-
dici, the Dancing Faun, and all the

other shapes of beauty which once
occupied these ravished pedestals and
niches ; sometimes rambling about the

flowery fields, and up and doMn among
the hillocks and dells, meeting no one,

until at length, when completely be-

wildered and lost, we fell in with a

rustic belonging to the estate, who
guided us back. We left the place with

the sense of having been in a separate

realm, another country, belonging to

another age. The whole of that visit

to Tivoli was like a dream. The sun
was sinking when we left the precincts

, _V5r/-.ej^^Mfe>_- i^:*»tei:S3!*s==^
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CASTLE AT OSTIA.

•of the villa, and twilight stole upon
us,wrapping all the landscape on which
we looked back in softer folds of shade,

and resolving its features into large,

calm masses, as the horses laboured up
the narrow, stony road into a myste-

rious wood of gigantic olives, gnarled,

twisted and rent as no other tree could

be and live. The scene was wild and
weird in the dying light, and it gi-ew

almost savage as we wound upward
amonof the robber-haunted hills. Nio;ht

had fallen before we reached the

mountain-town. Our coachman dashed

through the dark slits of streets, where
it seemed as if our wheels must strike

the houses on each side, cracking his

whip and jingling the bells of the har-

ness. Under black archways sat gi'oups

of peasants, their swart visages lit up
from below by the glow of a brazier,

while a flaring torch stuck through a

ring overhead threw fierce lights and
shadows across the scene. Sharp cries

and shouts like maledictions rose as we
passed, and as we turned into the little

square on which the inn stands we
wondered in what sort of den we
should have to lodsfe. We followed our

host of the little Albergo della Regnia
up the steep stone staircase wath many
misgivings : he flung open a door, and
we beheld a carj^eted room, all fur-

nished and hung with pink chintz,

covered with cupids and garlands.

There were sofas, low arm-chairs, a

wTiting-table with appurtenances, a

tea-table wdth snowy linen and a hiss-

ing brass tea-kettle. Opening from this

were two little white nests of bed-

rooms, with tin bathtubs and anabund-
ance of towels. We could not believe

our eyes: here were English comfort

and French taste. Were we in May
Fair or the Rue de Rivoli? Or was it

a fairy-tale ?

The Campagiia has one more aspect,

difierent from all the rest, where the

Tiber, wear}^ with his long wandering,

rolls lazily to the sea. It is a dreary

waste of swamp and sandhill and scrub

gi'owth, but with a forlorn beauty of

its own, and the beauty of colour,

never absent in Italy. The tall, coarse

gi*ass and reeds pass through a series

of vivid tones, culminating in tawny
gold and deep orange, against which
the silver-fretted violet blue-green of
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the Mediten-anean assumes a magical

splendour. Small, shaggy buffaloeswith

ferocious eyes, and sometimes a peasant

as wild-looking as they, are the only

inhabitants of this wilderness. The
macliicolated towers of Castel Fusano

among its grand stone-pines stand up

from the marshes, and farther seaward

another castle with a single pine ; but

they only enhance the surrounding

loneliness. Ostia, the ancient port,

which the sea and river have both

deserted, is now a city of the dead, a

Pompeii above ground, whose avenues

of tombs lead to streets of human dwell-

ings more desolate still. It is no longer

by Ostia, nor even by the Tiber, that

one can reach the sea: the way was
choked by sand and silt seventeen

centuries ago, and Trajan caused the

canal to be madewhich bears hisname;
and this is still the outlet from Rome
to the Mediterranean, while the river

expires amongthe pestilential mai'shes.

TO HELEN.

BY R. MARVIN Sf:ATON.

^TTHEN old Anacreon twanged the lyre,

' ' And sang his burning strains,

—

When Sappho tuned her heart of iire.

To float o'er Attic plains
;

Soft Delphic breezes bore their lays

To god-like ears above
;

And Venus heard their songs of praise

Attuned to her and Love.

When Lesbian harps responsive rang

As Alceus touched the chords.

And tuneful bards of Ida sang

Their songs in Doric words

Of wondrous power, the zephyrs bore

The theme to mighty Jove,

—

The theme which sweeps the wide world o'er.

The mystery of Love.

And sliould / now attempt to sing

My simple layS to thee,

As Cupid struck, of old, the string,

And tuned the melody.

So would my Muse, with eager wing,

Im}iassioned, sweep the chords

;

And Love, and Love alone, would sing

The warm and tender words.
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THE EAKLY ENGLISH STAGE.

BY J. L. STEWART.

THE stage washonourable ill Greece,

but despised iii Rome. The Ro-
man actor, although patronized and
applauded for his ai*t, was accounted

too despicable to be numbered with

the tribes. This Roman prejudice

against the player, which only genius

like that of Roscius and ^sopus could

overcome, has been inherited in part by
modern nations. In France the actor

was forbidden benefit of clergy, and
even denied the sacrament of mai-riage,

being forced to choose between celi-

bacy and illicit union. In England
the stage struggled for long years

against the Church and the hostile

element of society, and is even yet an
object of mox*e or less reprobation to

the most of the dissenting sects. This

prejudice on the part of devoutness

and respectability is svifficient, in it-

self, to account for the lack of rever-

ence and the disregard of appearances

which have always been, to some de-

gi-ee, characteristic of the profession,

without seeking for causes in the na-

ture of histrionic art itself to ac-

count for levity and license. Proud
of their calling, devoted to their art,

rejoicing in their stage triumphs, act-

ors are not likely to frequent churches

where theii" business is disparaged, to

reverence creeds which are consti'ued

as condemnatoiy of all they love, to

listen respectfully to preachers who
tell them that the first step towards
salvation is the abandonment of their

beloved mistress. The Church, by
turning its back on the players, merely
made itself an object of more or less

liatred and contempt to them, accom-
plishing no good by its hostile attitude,

b3cause the love of art is stronger than
the fear of clerical anathema, and doing
Ixarm by losing the influence for moral-

ity and sobriety which it might have
wielded over those it banished from
its pale. Society, also, by shutting its

doors on the artist, made him, to a
cei'tain extent, heedless of its laws,

reckless of its censure, and defiant of

its prohibitions. So much may be said

^Wthout pretending to decide whether,
in the first place, the license of the

stage provoked the hostilit}- of these

spu'itual and social forces, or whether
their lio.stiIity and indifference prece-

ded the breaking away of the actors

from the bonds of orthodoxy in doc-

trine and conduct.

The dramatic genius of the ancient

Britons found expression in the Di-ui-

dical ceremonial, and much of the suc-

cess of these x'ites in impressing the
minds of the worshippers was, no
doubt, due to the artistic instincts of

the people—instincts which recognized

the tiiithfulness of the symbolism,
and naturally took it as a faithful

representation of truth itself. When
the missionary visited the Anglo-
Saxon he made use of the prevail-

ing taste for the rude minstrel and
theatrical performances of wandering
players, and presented the doctrines of

Christianity, and incidents in the lives

of the Saviour and the saints, in dia-

logueand song. The best actor was tlius

the most effective preacher, and when
St. Adhelm took his harp and sang a
rattling ballad to an axidience that was
growing weary of his doctrinal dia-

log-ues, he sunph^ supplied a precedent
for some of the devices by which di-

vines of later times have kept their

congregations together. Later on,

wdien the Chxirch ruled all the land,

and employed more dignified methods
of imparting instruction, the profane
element gained pi-edominance in di'a-
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matic representations. The roving

glee-men were gladly welcomed by the

monkish communities, both for the

gossip they brought and the entertain-

ment they afforded. The moi-«is wrote

songs for them, and became enthusi-

astic amateurs in the profession them-

selves. The Church took alarm. As
its priests were not able to M-ithstand

the fascinations of the men of harp

and song, it was determined to protect

clerical decoiiim by banishing tempta-

tion, and it was, therefore, decreed in

solemn Council, and sanctioned by the

sign manual of the King, that "actors

and other vagabonds " named in the

decree should no longer be admitted

to monasteries. Was it for the same

reason, in later times, that the Puri-

tans became so hostile to the stage 1

Could they not tnist themselves in the

presence of its allurements 1 Had they

more faith in the banishing of temp-

tation than in resisting its seductive

influences 1 It would seem so. The
Council of Clovershoe merely guarded

the monastic orders fi-om contamin-

ation with sho^Tiien, while the Puri-

tans forbade dramatic representations

throughout all the land. The Puri-

tans of the pi-esent day fi-ankly ack-

nowledge that they discountenance the

di-ama, not because it is evil in itself,

but because its associations are im-

pure, its attractions too great for cer-

tain minds, and its aims and ends of

no benefit to mankind.

When the Mii-acle-plays, which

brought God do-wni to dwell among
men, and the Moralities, which showed
how vu-tne and vice struggle for mas-

tery, were finally abandoned by the

Church, and the Chronicle-plays had
served their purpose of reviving the

past for the insti-uction of the present

—dcing for profane histoiy what the

Mysteries had done for sacred—the

di'amatic genius of the nation finally

developed into legitimate tragedy and

comedy ; and art for art's sake, art that

gave laws to itself, art that acknow-

ledged no limitations except those im-

posed by the mind of man and the

power of expression, found a home en
English soil.

Amateur theatricals became the

rage at court, in the great countr}-

houses, and in the colleges. Eichard,

Duke of Gloucester, set the fashion of

having a company of players among
his sei'vants, and allowed them to act

for the }>ublic amusement when he wa?
not ill the mood to be entertained by

them. His example was followed by
others, and these companies were duly

authorized by royal license, in 1572,
to play wherever they pleased when
their mastei-s gave them permission.

They " were generally of a roystering

character," we are told, and " ill-re-

garded by the Chiu-ch," and yet aj)-

parently gi'eat favourites with many
members of the clergy, who composed
plays for them, and even aided in their

production. The pride of authorship

was stronger than the fear of censure.

The author of the first English play

that can claim the title of comedy was
a reverend Eton master, and the play

was caDed "Ralph Eoister Doister,"

a name which would be considered

pecrdiarly appropi-iate in these days

for a farce. He was ejected from his

place a year after the production of

his comedy, charged with having aided

and abetted the robbeiy of the Col-

lege plate, and, therefore, his connec-

tion with the stage was not likely to

elevate it to a higher plane of respect-

ability. But the fate of Nicholas

Udall did not deter other clerics from

engaging in dramatic composition. It

was not long after his tiaie that Bishop

Bale, nicknamed the " Bilious," was
upholding the Reformation and the

throne of Edward VI. by embodying

his ideas on theology and statecraft in

lively comedies. Rome was the object

of his coarse andvigorous satii-e,and his

audiences were divided into those who
applauded and those who hooted. Gos-

son, whose productions were not ap-

preciated by the audiences who visited

the theatres when Shakspere was a

young man, di])ped his pen in muiiatic

acid, or some other equally biting
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liquid, and wrote " A School of

Abuse," which, he said, " contained a

pleasant invective against players,

poets, jesters, and such like caterpil-

lars of a commonwealth." He may
have deemed it pleasant, but the

actors must have regarded it as only

less disagreeable than the author's

plays. His censure was as severe and.

as personal as that of the latest rever-

end assailant of the stage, and his

style as flippant and as full of sacred

allusions. From Gosson to Talmage
is a long way, but there is a strong

family likeness between their writings

on theatrical matters. Gosson's logic

mnst siirely have been the model on

which Talmage formed his. Domitian
favoured plays, he said, and was justly

punished when a player disturbed his

domestic felicity ; Caligula allowed

players and dancers more familiarity

than he permitted to Senators, and
the fitting catastrophe was his murder
when returning from a play ; when
Britons lived on acorns and waterthey

were giants and heroes, but since they

had taken to plays they had degener-

ated into a puny people, incapable of

patriotic and warlike deeds. But
Gosson did not confine himself to ab-

struse disquisitions on the demoraliz-

ing effects of the di'ama. He described

the audiences, and gave such detailed

descriptions of the failings and vices

of the actors and their associates as

only could have been written by one

who loved the subject. His pictures

of the manners of the time are invalu-

able. " In our Assemblies at plays

in London," says this worthy moralist,

with a descriptive faculty that the

modern newspaper reporter may envy,
" you shall see such heaving and
shouting, such pitching and shoulder-

ing to sit by women, such care for

their garments that they be not trod-

den on, such eyes to their laps that

no chips light on them, such pillows

to their backs that they take no hurt,

such masking in their ears, I know
not what ; such giving them pippins

to pass the time ; such playing at

foot-saunt without cards ; such tick-

ing, such toying, such smiling, such
winking, and such manning them
home when the sports are ended, that

it is a right comedy to mark their

behaviour." It is to be feared that

the parson of St. Bodolph's watched
the women rather too much for one of

his profession.

Elizabeth smiled on the players,

and gave them just as much freedom

as they seemed disposed to make what
she considered a good use of. She
patronized them liberally, and kept a

jealous watch over their performances.

They increased so rapidly in number
under the sunshine of royal favour as to

become a nuisance, and it was enacted

that all players who presumed to give

performances without the license of

two Justices of the Peace at least

would be treated as rogues and vaga-

bonds. William Shakspere was eight

years old at the time. Four years

later the Earl of Leicester's theatrical

servants were authoi-ized, by royal

patent, to yjlay, " as well for the re-

creation of our loving subjects as for

our solace and pleasure, when we
shall think good to see them. " There

was one play produced by them,

something more than a score of years

later, that was not very solacing. It

was Shakspere's " Richard II." The
representation of the deposition and
murder of a king, applauded as it was
by the public, was not calculated

to enhance the serenity of a queen
who was so conscious as she of having

powerful enemies. Essex, Rut-

land and Southampton were con-

stant attendants at the play, and
Elizabeth listened not unlieedingly to

the whisper that they were promoting

it for the purpose of familiarizing the

people with a crime which they medi-

tated. The hold this fear took of her

is shown by her passionate exclama-

tion to Lam>)ard, Keeper of the Re-

cords, when he found her at the palace

in one of her unguarded moods, " I

am Richard 1 Know you not that I

"

And yet, characteristically enough, she
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did not proliibit tlie play, but j^ermit-

ted it to lain vmtil it grew stale. It

was revived for a iiight when, tlie re-

volutionaiy attempt was about to be

made. Essex and Ms followers

screwed their- coiirage up by watching

the performance, on the stage, of the

deed they were about to attempt in

real life, but they learned that it was
not so easy to depose a real queen as

a stage king. She evidently had not

learned the part they had wi-itten for

her, and gave no heed to the prompter.

The magistrates sternly opposed the

royal authority pennitting the acting

of plays in the city, and succeeded in

di'iving the players out. They estab-

lished themselves in Blackfriars, near

the city limits, and were safe from
legal interference so loug as they be-

haved themselves. But tliey set their

faces against authority in many ways :

—ridiculing the aldeiinen and justices

who had persecuted them, rehearsing

dui'ing the hours of worship, playing

on forbidden days, and introducing

prohibited religious and political sub-

jects. Punishments had only a tem-

porary restraiiiing effect, the players

seeming to have an iiTepressible de-

sire to come in conflict with the magis-

tracy. They prospered fairly, how-
ever, always having good friends at

court to lessen tines and shorten terms
of imprisonment, and theatres multi-

plied. Shakspere wrote his immor-
tal dramas, aided in theii" production,

and retired to dignified leisure in the

country. The acquisition of some
degree of wealth by the proprietors,

and the consequent prosperity of all

connected with the stage, had an ex-

cellent restraining effect, and offences

grew much less common.
The plague was veiy severe on the

profession in James I. "s reign, not by
canying off the players, but by lead-

ing to the prohibition of performances.

When the plague raged badl^- plays
!

were not peimitted at all, and it was
not until the deaths from it were re-

duced to thii-ly a week in London
that the thef.ti-es were al]o\\ ed to re-

oi>en. When the deaths fell to six a
week the players were allowed to come
to court. The fear of spreading the

deadly disease by the gathering of au-

diences, and not faith in the pulpit

declaration that the players were re-

sponsible for the calamity, led to the

pi-ohibition of theati-icals while it

i-aged.

But the theatre was not left long

undisturbed after the plagTie had
abated The stiniggle between King
and Parliament came, and the playeis

were involved in the common doom.
The Parliament, to use a modern par-

liamentary phrase, sat upon them, in-

forming them in a solemn enactment
that " they were no better than hea-

thens ; that they were intolerable to

Chi'istians ; that they were incorri-

gible and vicious offenders, who would
now be compelled by whip, and stocks,

and gyves, and pi-ison fare, to obey
ordinances which they had hitherto

treated with contempt." Their great

author had scoffed at princes' favours,

but they would have exchanged the

rule of the Parliament of that day for

the despotism of the most arbitraiy

and fickle prince in Europe. They
stmsrsfled a^rainst the decree, and were
vigorously hounded down by officers

of the law and mercilessly punished.

They gave up the unecjual contest

after a brief trial of strength, and
most of them took militaiy ser\'ice,

partly to escape starvation and partly

to get revenge en the parliamentarian!-.

But the cause they espoused was al-

ready hopele£s,and they crossed swords

vainly with Cromwell's Ironsides.

The struggle ended. King Charles was
headless, and the theatres remained

closed. The jjlayers were in a sorry

plight. They had lost, what Shylcck

protested so strongly against part-

ing with, the means by which they

lived. The musicians became itiner-

ant street and tavern fiddlers ; the

su] es became paupers; the playwrights

took to the production of penny pam-
phlets, and the actors resorted to many
shifts to keep up a threadbare respect-
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ability and a partially filled stomach.

Soms of them started mixed enter-

tainments which would now come
under the head of variety business,

and, by carefully banishing the word
play, escaped being pounced uponby the
authorities, but when a company came
together quietly and reopened the

Cockpit their performance was broken

in upon by a body of Puritan troops,

and they were captured and marched
off to prison in their stage costumes.

Several noblemen near London fre-

quently opened then- houses to the

actors, and a messenger went around
and individually notified the chosen

audience and players when and where
the performance would be given.

Lady Holland, whom the Cromwellian

headsman had made a widow, was
one of the most hospitable in this re-

spect, apparently taking much satis-

faction in promoting the amusements
which the executioners of her husband
so strongly condemned. Collections

were made for the players at the close,

and the money divided according to

their professional standing. Theatri-

cals in those days must have borne
the same relation to the drama in this

as a drinking-den under the ban of

the Dunkin Act does to the licensed

bar-room of a first-class hotel. Prince

Oliver, as Macaulay delights in calling

him, could not tolerate Shakspei-e

from the lips of an actor, but hired

professional buSbons and laughed at

their rude practical jokes.

All the players who lived through
this period of dramatic starvation i-e-

joiced when the Protector, who had
done everything for them inconsistent

with that title, yielded up the ghost,

and when Monk arrived with his army
they hastened to him for licenses to

re-open the theatres, and once more
the drama entered on a legitimate

career in England. Thomas Better-

ton, a youth who had studied for the
stage during the Puritan reign, and
drank, deeply of its traditions from
the old actors, went at a bound to the
top of the pi-ofession, and became the

central figure of the resurrecteddrama.
His genius filled the treasury, and the

destitute ohl actors basked in the gol-

den sunshine which his pi-esence called

forth. His reign lasted fifty-one years,

during which time he created one hun-
dred and thirty characters. A writer

says of him that " he was as mirthful

in Falstaff as he was majestic in Alex-
ander ; and the craft of his Ulysses,

the grace and passion of his Hamlet,
the terrible force of his Othello, were
not more remarkable than the low
comedy of his Old Bachelor, the airi-

ness of his Woodville, or the cowardly
bluster of his Thersites." The stage

rose with more glory than it had when
it fell. Betterton was not only a great

actor, but an honourable gentleman,

an honest man, and gave dignity tc

the profession of player. The poor old

fellows with whom applaiiding audi-

ences and good dinners were mere
traditions, gathered around him and
shared in the prosperity which he
created. It was gloriovis summer after

their long winter of discontent. The
people patronized the theatre more
freely on account of its having been so

long closed to them. There was a

reaction against straight-laced living,

and the actors reaped the advantage
of it. He was the pride of the play-

going populace for half a century.

Charles IL, James IL, Queen Mary
and Queen Anne sent him admiring

messages, and King William's Dutch
pride was softened so much that he

summoned him to a private audience,

and, learning that the managers of

Drury Lane were threatening a reduc-

tion of salaries, gi-anted a license to
" Thomas Betterton, Gentleman," to

open a new theatre in Lincoln's-Inn

Fields. His wife was in every way
worthy of .his genius and goodness.

They met and loved on the $tage, where
she enacted the hapless Ophelia to

perfection, and lived ha})pily all their

lives. In an age when the court set

the example of unchastity, when kept

mistresses were granted patents of no-

bility and admitted to polite society,
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when actresses increased theii' profes-

sional and social popularity by going

off tlie stage for a time wdth some
dissolute nobleman, these two were
distinguished for the possession of all

the domestic virtues.

The charming and vu-tuous Miss
Saxmderson,Vhom Betterton married,

was one of the fii'st actresses on the

English stage, the female parts haTing

been played by men or boys before the

fall of Charles I. The supremely fem-

inine heroines of Shakspere were thus

presented on the stage in the time of

the gi-eat dramatist. It would appear

but natural, excusable cei-tainly, if fe-

male characters, created for men to

represent, were coarse, flippant, mas-

culine ; and the fact that they are so

delicate, so etherial, so aii-ily gi-acefrd,

so bewitchingly womanish in eveiy

motion and speech, although theii* ci-e-

ator could not have looked for-

ward to theu" impereonation by fem-

inine beauty and grace, is another proof

that the wonderful genius of Shak-

spere was not to be dwarfed by the

circumstances of his time. He created

according to the laws of natm-e, and
left his creations to find fitting inter-

preters. The merely clever man of

talent allows himself to be governed,

in his choice of subjects and theii- treat-

ment, by the tastes of the time,

careful not to risk lack of apprecia-

tion by rising too high above the popu-

lar level, while the man of genius,

possessed of the truth by patient seek-

ing or divine inspii-ation, gives it to

the world, confident of its acceptance,

or regardless of the adverse fate which
seems in store for his productions. It

mattered not to Shakspere that he
wi-ote only for the stage, only for the

playgoei"S of his time, and that his wo-

men were to be impersonated only by
men. He paid no heed to such dis-

couragements. His women were
thoi'oughly feminine. They were not

adapted to the capacities of the male
actors who were to interpret them to

the audiences. No feminine charac-

eristic that would seem out of

place in a male representative of the

part, no emotion that would be too

subtle for a man to express, was omit-

ted by the di-amatist. He listened

only to the voice of Natiu-e, and gave
expression to the trath as he foiuid it,

conscious of well-doing whether suc-

cess attended his efforts or not. He
should have seen his exquisitely deli-

cate female creations impersonated by
Miss Saundei'son and the many beauti-

ful women who have followed her in

the same line. It must have been
painful to him to see Ophelia, Miran-
da, Viola and Desdemona represented

without the feminine instinct which
only genius like his o^\ni endows a man
with.

It was a gi-eat advance for the stage,

considered as an exponent of art and
also as a popular entertainment, when
women were allowed before the foot-

lights, but it did not elevate it morally

or tend to lessen the antagonism be-

tween it and Puritanism. Miss Sairn-

derson appears to have been almost

the only woman on the stage in Char-

les II. 's time who was both beautiful

and vu-tuous. Mrs. Hughes, the

proudest and one of the most beauti-

ful of them all, surrendered to Prince

Rupert s wooing, and there was gi-eat

joy in the gay court of the King when
that martial philosopher fell into the

fashion of the time by setting up
housekeeping with a mistress from the

stage. She led the Prince into all

sorts of extravagances, and his jewels

had to be sold to pay his debts when
he died. So little disgrace was at-

tached at that time to unions unsanc-

tified by the Church or State that

their beautiful daughter, named Ru-
perta, made an aristocratic marriage,

and her descendants are among the

English aristocrac}". jNIrs. Knijtp, a

pretty, wayward, sweet-voiced little

woman, wlio played rakish fine ladies

and saucy waiting-women, was pes-

tered with a jealous and ill-tempered

husband. Old Pepys speaks very

affectionately of her in Ms diary, and

seems proud of the fact that his wife
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was jealous of the bewitching actress,

whom she called a wench, and to

whom he ajjplied the pet-name of

jade. He describes many a street

I'amble with her, and gives this pic-

ture of her home: "To Knipp's lodg-

ings, whom I find not ready to go
Jiome with me; and there staid read-

ing of Waller's verses, while she fin-

ished dressing, her husband being by.

Her lodging very mean, and the con-

dition she lives in
;
yet makes a good

show without doors, God bless us !

"

If she had not been married her beauty
and sprightliness might have gained

her a luxurious home like that enjoyed

by Mrs. Hughes. Anne and Rebecca
Marshall, the two beautiful women
whom Nell Gwyn, when she taunted
them with their slips from virtue,

called the "praying daughters of a

Presbyter," did more honourto their art

by their playing than to their clerical

father by their lives. Pe2:)ys, whose
eye for a pretty woman was as keen
as that of any other man, admired
these fair and frail sisters exceedingly.

He says of Rebecca that she was
" mighty fine, pretty and noble. " Mrs.
Boutel was prudent enough to take
care of her surplus receipts, and
amassed quite a fortune. She was
distinguished for fascinatingly inno-

cent looks and ways, and won hearts

by the score. Mistress Davenport
had the virtue or the wit to refuse the

energetic suit of dissolute Aubrey de
Vere, the twentieth and last scion of

his race who held the earldom of Ox-
ford, until he proposed marriage,

which she assented to. He had the

ceremony performed privately, by a
trumpeter who served under him in

the army, and kept the secret until

they quarrelled. Then she threatened
suicide, but thouglit better of it, and
the King, to whom she appealed for

redress, ordered the Earl to pay her
\n annuity of £300 per year, a re-

spectable income in those days. Pepys
"was very glad" to see "the old Rox-
alana in the chief box, in a velvet
gown, as the fashion is, and very

handsome." She was greatly disap-

pointed at missing the title of Coun-
tess, but a velvet gown and a seat in

the chief box were not so bad after all.

At least two of the actresses of this

period won what was, to them, tlie

distinction of Charles's roving fancy.

He took Mary Davies, who danced
and sang better than she played, off

the stage, and gave her an establish-

ment of her own, the only persons
who were scandalized by the proceed-

ing being his other mistresses and the
Queen. Her Majesty showed her
displeasure by leaving the room when
the new favourite appeared in a play at
Wliitehall. Lady Castlemaine called

Miss Davies " an impertinent slut,"

and Nell Gwyn invented a new prac-

tical joke for Charles's annoyance.
Tlieir daughter, Mary Tudor, be-

came Countess of Derwentwater, and
her son, the third Earl, lost his head
in the cause of his cousin, the first

Pretender. The other theatrical al-

liance of Charles was more lasting and
absorbing than this. The name of

the vivacious, witty, beautiful, and
good-humoured Nell Gwyn is known
wherever Charles II. has been heard
of. She began her theatrical career

as an orange girl, making the pit

wonder at her beauty and the auda-
city of her ready wit. Charles Hart,
the actor (a nephew of Shakspere's

sister), was captivated by her peerless

young beauty, taught her how to act,

and placed her on the stage. She
was not a success in serious parts, but
when she tookcomedy roles, "stamped
the smallest foot in England on the

boards," and laughed with her pecu-

liarly sympathetic laugh, she carried

court and town by storm, and became
the first favourite of the drama. Her
dancing on the stage, her repartees

behind the scenes, and the natural

feeling she threw into parts suited tc

her, kept her in the position which
she gained so quickly. When but

seventeen, and having been on the

stage two years, she left the boards to

live at Epsom with Lord Buckhurst
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afterwards Earl of Dorset, a wild

youth, but one of the finest gentlemen
of his time, an honour to the court

and a patron of letters. Nelly wear-

ied of housekeeping in a year, separa-

ted from Buckhurst, returned to the

:stage, and soon became a gi'eater at-

traction to the King than the reigning

favourite. She left the stage again,

after a brief and brilliant term, was
given a fine establishment, kept a

carriage, and was the envied of all the

female dramatic world of the day.

Charles's infatuation grew rather than

diminished, and her establishment

became more magnificent as his indul-

gence increased. Their first son was
born at her house in Lincoln's Inn
Fields, their second at a fine establish-

ment in Pall Mall, in the garden of

which Evelyn used to see her and the

King walking. The eldest boy was
made Earl of Burford and Duke of

St. Albans, becoming the founder of

a long line. Her expenses, for the

first four years of their union, were
.£60,000, and then she was granted

£6,000 a year from the excise taxes,

with £3,000 more for each son. She
appeai'ed at court and everywhere,

blazing in diamonds, had a magnificent

countiy hovise, and gambled like a

piincess. She was extravagant, gener-

ous by impulse, negligent in dress,

iiatural in manner, thoughtless as a

child, bright as the sunshine, and
fascinating always. The ])opulace did

not take so kindly to hei- as the aris-

tocracy, for while the latter visited

her and made much of hei', the com-
mon people frequently jeered at her
in public, without disturbing her
equanimity in the least. If she had
been of aristocratic origin there would
have been no hooting at her carriage

by the vulgar. Charles was fond of

her to the last, and with his dying
breath commended her to his brother's

care,— '' Don't let poor Nelly starve."

She died in her thirty-eighth year of

apoplexy, before the end of James's

short reign ; her debts were paid out

of the public purse by oi'dei' of the

king, and the great Archbishop
Tennison ^jreached her funei-al sermon.

The next most celebrated actress of

the seventeenth century was Elizabeth

Bariy, " the gxeat Mrs. Bairy," who
was born about the time of the Resto-

ration. Her father expended his foi-

tune in raising a regiment for the

King, and lost his life in the struggle.

The fatheiless girl, after studying for

some time for the stage, without
making much progress, attracted the

attention of the witty and wicked
young Earl of Rochester, who fell in

love with her after the fashion of the

day and took the dii-ection of her thea-

trical studies. He took infinite pains

with her education, superintending as

many as thirty rehearsals for the

pvu-pose of making her at home on
the boards. She impressed the town,

when she appeared on the stage at

fifteen, more by her beavity than

her playing, gained in favour gi-adu-

ally, and rose to be the acknowledged
queen of the stage when she created

the part of Monimia in Otway's
tragedy of "The Orphan." Colly

Cibber says of her : "In characters

of greatness she had a presence of

elevated dignity ; her mien and mo-
tion superb and gi-acefully majestic

;

her voice full, clear and strong, so

that no violence of })assion could be too

much for her ; and when distress

or tenderness possessed her, she sub-

sided into the most aflecting melody,

and softness. In scenes of anger,

defiance, or resentment, while she was
impetuous and terrible, she })oured

out the sentiment with an encbsint-

ing harmony." Aston says of her that
" her face evei- expressed the ])assions;

it somewhat preceded her action, as

her action did her words." Her
versatility and industry equalled that

of Betteiton, in playing with whom
her greatest triumphs were achieved.

Her Belvidera, Cassandi-a (in Dry-
den's " Cleomenes"), Isabella (in

Southerene's " The Fatal Marriage"),

Lady Bi'iite (in Vanln-ugh's " Pro-

voked Wife"), Zara (in Congreve's
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" Tlie Mourning lirkle"), Calista (iji

Rowe's " The Fair Penitent"),

and Clarissa (in "The Confede-

racy"), were triumphs that

followed fast on each other,

and she was soon rich as well as

famous. She could invest an a])})ai'-

ently commonplace phrase with a

meaning that touched the deepest

chords of the heart. Her utterance, in

"The Orphan," of the words, "Ah,
poor Castalia !" filled every eye with
tears ; and when, as Queen Elizabeth,

she asked, " What luean my grieving

subjects ?" her queenly grace and dig-

nity made the house ring with
ajiplause. Aston gives the highest

praise to her })ower of pleasing in

comedy, in which she was as unrivalled

as in tragedy. "80 entirely," he says,

" did she surrender herself to the in-

fluences of the characters she repre-

sented, that in stage dialogues she

often turned pale or flushed red, as

vaiying passions prompted. Mrs.

Betterton excelled her in Lady Mac-
Jjeth, and she excelled all in eveiy

other impoi-tant female character. Her
lovers were many, bixt none of them
could tempt her from the stage. She
ruined them during the leisure she

snatched from her ]jrofession. She
defied the coftee-house wits who made
e})igi"ams on her love aflfairs, laughed

at those who hinted at mercenaiy mo-
tives, and made no secret of the fact

that her two daughters had diflferent

fathers—SirGeorge Etherege and Loi'd

Rochester. She never lost the favour

of the public, was petted and patron-

ized by all the fine people of the day,

and spent the last three years of her

life, after her withdrawal from the

stage, in dignified retirement at Acton.

Dr. Doran says of her portrait: "They
who would see how Mrs. Barry looked

livmg, have only to consult Kneller's

grand picture, in which she is repre-

sented with her fine hair drawn back
from her forehead, the face full, fair,

and rippling -with intellect. The eyes

are inexpressibly beautiful. Of all

her living beauty, living frailty, and

living intelligence, there remains Ijut

this presentment."

There was something royal in tlie

manner in which the actresses of those

days violated the laws of chastity

without incuriing odium or ostracism.

The King could do no wrong, neither

could their royal highnesses of the

drama. Once crowned by the pit, and

no obscurity of origin or looseness of

conduct shut them out from polite

society. This is illustrated fully as

strong^ by the lives of latei- actresses.

Of those who gained i-eputation upon
the stage during Mrs. Bariy's reign

only Mrs. Bracegirdle appealed to care

for the reputation of chastity. But so

incomprehensible did this appear to

the wits of those times that they ridi-

culed her decoiaim as the afiectation of

an impossible virtue. As she would

hardly have been ashamed of yield-

ing to the solicitations of her noble

lovers, in the then state of public

opinion on the subject, it is fair to

accept the assurances of Cibber and
other admirers of hers that she

was chaste as Diana. Her singularity

in this respect did not prevent her

being extremely popular on the stage

and much sought after in private life.

She inspired a thousand hearts

—

j)layers, dramatic authors, lords and

gentlemen—with passionate love, and

ofifered them all friendship in return.

Congreve was one of the sighing host.

Other actresses grew rich by spoiling

their lovers, but she coldly refused

presents from hers. Walpole gives an

instance of the manner in which she

snubbed Lord Burlington, who had

long persecuted her with his ardent

attentions. He says :
" One day he

sent her a present of some fine old

china. She told the sei-vant he had

made a mistake ; that it was true the

letter was for her, but the china for

his lady, to whom he must cany it.

Lord ! the countess was so full of

gratitude when her husband came

home to dinner !
" But so little was

virtue like hers regai-ded in those days

that an attempt to abduct her was
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not looked ujion as any gi-eat crime.

Captam Hill was the hopeless lover

who proposed to get possession of the

beautiful brunette in this way, and so

noble did the proposition seem in the

eyes of the fashionaljle world that

Lord Mohun readily engaged to render

assistance. These worthies engaged a

carriage, hired six soldiers to assist

them, and attempted to carry the

actress ofi' from the house of a friend,

where she was spending the evening

with her mother and brother. But
the friend and brother kept the ras-

cals at bay with their good swoi'ds

until the screams of the women drew
a crowd, and the game was up. "Was

there any thought of having the gal-

lant captain and the noble lord ar-

rested 1 Nothing of the kind. They
were allowed to unite with Mrs.

Bracegirdle's friends in escorting her

home, and there seems to have been
no thought of punishing them for their

base attempt. The worthy pair re-

mained in the street, and when the

actor Mountfort, one of Mrs. Brace-

girdle's friends, came along and said

something not veiy flattering to Hill,

that energetic lover ran his sword
through the actor's body before he
could draw in defence. Hill fled and
Mohun surrendered himself, was tried

by his peers for murder, acquitted by
a majority verdict, and lived to kill

and be killed by the Duke of Hamil-
ton in Hyde Park.

Mrs. Bracegiixlle's star waned be-

fore the increasing brilliancy of Anne
Oldfield's, and she left the stage to her
younger lival. Anne Oldfield, like

Mrs. Barry, was the daughter of a

soldier, and was placed on the stage

by one who appreciated her talents as

well as her beauty. She went on the

stage at fifteen, and at twenty became
famous by the creation of Lady Betty
Modish in Gibber's " Careless Hus-
band. " Gibber, Ghetwood, Davies, and
other writers of the time, seem never
to tire of praising her eyes, her voice,

her elegance of manner, her figure, her

gracefulness, her intelligence, her hu-

mour and vivacity. She went to keep
house for Maynwaring, M'ithout leav-

ing the stage or troubling the clergy

to gi-ant the Ghurch's blessing, and
society took no notice of the ii'regu-

larity, but made her as welcome as

before to its polite cux-les. After his

death she listened favourably to

General Ghurchill's pro^josal to take

the head of his establishment, and
society smiled approval as before.

One day, when the actress was at

court, Queen Caroline said to her, " I

hear, Mrs. Oldfield, that you and the

general are married." " Madam," was
the smiling reply, " the general keeps

his own secrets. " So little was thought
of such a connection, then, between afa-

vourite actressand aman of quality ,that

the Queen could gossip with her about
it. " She was to be seen on the terrace at

Windsor," says one of her biographers,
" walking with the consorts of dukes,

and with countesses, and wives of

English barons, and the whole gay
gi-oup might be heard calling one
another by theii' Christian names."
When she died her remains lay in

state in the Jerusalem Chamber, an
honour never before accorded to any
one of her rank in life, the public

thronged to the solemn spectacle as

though royalty itself was awaiting the

last sad rites, and she was lamented
by friends in eveiy walk of life. Lord
Hervey and Lord Delaware wei'e

among the pall-bearers. Her two sons,

Maynwaring and Churchill, were pre-

sent, and it is a disputed point whe-
ther she had other children. The sons

inherited her wealth, most of wluch
she liad honestly earned by her pro-

fession, and became fine gentlemen.

The modern theati*e has to com-

plain only of the fickleness of the

public, but the fickleness of the court

was a much more frequent cause of

complaint in the seventeenth centuiy.

The playei'S were called the servants

of their majesties, and as servants

they were often used. There was nc

standard of propriety, decency or lega

lity, but the King's arbitrary will, and
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the players were imi)risoiied, forced

out of one company and into anotlier,

and the theatres closed, at his })leasure.

Lacy, famous for his FalstafF, and with-

out an equal as a comedian, s})iced one

of his pai-ts with too many sarcasms on

courtiers, and the King ordered him to

be locked up, and kept him imprisoned

several da^'s. Lacy quarrelled with the

Hon. Edwaid Howard, author of "The
Silent Woman,"' in which he was play-

ing when he offended the King, and
called him more fool than poet. How-
ard struck Lacy on the face with his

glove, and the actor smote the author

on the head with his cane. Howard
went to the King, and the theatre

was closed as a punishment for the

offence. Charles's wi-ath was not long-

lived, however, while his love of Lacy's

acting was strong, and the player

was soon restored to favour. This

is but one of many instances that

might be given of the capricious ty-

ranny of the court over the stage.

Many anecdotes of the actoi's of

those days have come, down to us in

the memoirs of those times. Mohun,
the rival of Betterton in versatility

and some other respects, had been an
officer in the army during the civil

war, and did not cease to be a gentle-

man when he went on the stage. Car-

dell Goodman, whose rascally conduct
gained him the name of " Scum," be-

gan his professional career with so

small a salaiy that he and a brother

actor shared the same bed, and had
but one shirt between them. Good-
man took to the road for relief from
his necessities, and soon found himself

in Newgate, with the catastrophe of

Tyburn in prospect for the fifth act

of his career. The King pardoned
him, and the popularity he had won
Vjy his escapade gained him so good a

professional salaiy that he could afford

a whole shirt with ruffles without re-

sorting to highway robbery. He be-

:;ame the favourite of the Duchess of

Cleveland, the discarded mistress of

Charles, who provided him with
horses, wardrobe, and all the ready

cash he needed. He was actually

proud of this infamous connection,

boasted of it, and lost none of his

standing in the pi-ofession. His cai-eer

of pleasure was cut short by his rest-

less rascality. He was annoyed by
two of the Duchess's children, and
employed an Italian mountebank to

poison them. The plot was discovered,

and "Scum" once more narrowly es-

caped the hangman. Joe Haines, a

favourite low comedian, was a great

practical joker, like some popular com-

edians of the present day, andgained as

much notoriety off the stage as on.

He engaged an unsuspecting clergy-

man as " Chai^lain to the Theatre

Royal," and sent him behind the

scenes to call the company to prayers.

After Sunderland's conversion to Ca-

tholicism, underthe proselytizing influ-

ence of James IL, Haines tried to

palm himself off on him as a convert,

saying the Virgin came to him in a

dream and cried: " Joe, arise !

"' Sun-

derland, too shrewd to be caught by
chaff, i-eplied that " she w^ould have

called him ' Joseph,' if only out of re-

spect for her husband." Another in-

cident of his life has been incorporated

in Inlays and appropriated by biogra-

phers of other scamps. When in the

hands of two bailiffs he saw the car-

riage of the Bishop of Ely approach-

ing. " Let me speak to him," said
.

Haines ;
" I'm sure he will satisfy

you." The carriage was stopped, and

the witty rogue put his head in and

informed the Bishop that " these two

Romanists were inclined to become

Protestants, but had some scruples of

conscience." " My friends," said the

devout Bishop to the bailiffs, " if you

will presently come to my house I will

satisfy you in this matter." So Haines

was set free, and the Bishop was so

much afraid of ridicule that he paid

the £20, when he came to an explan

ation with the officers in regard tc

theii' scruples of conscience, rather

than have the story get out, and

Haines and the bailiffs showed theii

gi-atitude by telling everybody.
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The (liaiy of the sharp-sighted Pepys
gives graphic glimpses of the audien-

ces of those days. The King and his

mistresses were almost constantly in

the boxes, the sight of them being
sufficient recompense to such as Pepys
for attending. He was not very well

pleased with his visit to the Red Bull,

an inferior theatre, 20th March, 1661,
where he first went "up to the tireing

room, where strange the confusion and
disorder there is among them in fitting

themselves, esjjecially here, where the

clothes are very poore, and the actors

but common fellows. At last into

the pitt, where I think there was
not above ten more than myself,

and not one hundred in the whole
house. And the play, which is called
' All's Lost but Lust,' poorly done

;

and with so much disoixlei", among
others, in the musique-room, the boy
that was to sing a song, not singing it

right, his master fell about his eares

and beat him so that it put the whole
house into an uprore." It is evident
fi'om this that straggling theatricals

in those days were much as they are
now. He was much better pleased,

a month later, at the Cockpit, when
he saw " The Hunioursome Lieuten-
ant " acted before the King. He says

:

' But my pleasure was great to see
the manner of it, and so many great
beauties, but, above all, Mrs. Palmer,
with whom the King do discover a
great deal of familiarity. " In August
of the same year he and his wife went
to see " The Jovial Crew," where "the
King, Duke and Duchess, and Madame
Palmer were, and," adds Pepys, "my
-ttdfe, to her great content, had a full

view of them all the while." Soon
afterward he and his wife were "seat-
ed close by the King, and Duke of

York, and Madame Palmer, which was
great content." Two days later he
was at the play again, when, he says,
" it was my fortune to sit by a most
pretty and most ingenious lady, which
pleased me much." The pleasures of

the play-house, to gentlemen of Mr.
Pepys' taste.s, were by no means con-

fined to the performance, for another
entry informs us that "all the plea-

sure of the play was, the King and
Lady Castlemaine were there ; and
pretty Avitty Nell Gwynn, at the

King's house, and the younger Mar-
shall sat next us, which pleased me
mightily." Here is a longer and more
interesting passage from the same,

dated 4th Feb., 1666-7: "Soon as

dined, my wife and 1 to the Duke's
play-house, and there saw ' Her-
aclius,' an excellent play, to my ex-

traordinary content, and the moi-e

from the house being very full, and
gi-eat company ; among others Mrs.
Stewart, veiy fine, with her locks done
uj) with pufFes, as my wife calls them

;

and several other gi-eat ladies had
their hair so, though I do not like it,

but my wife do mightily—but it is

only because she sees it is the fashion.

Here I saw my Lord Rochester and
his lady, Mrs. Mallet, who hath after

all this ado married him, and, as I

hear some say in the pitt, it is a great

act of charity, for he hath no estate.

But it was pleasant to see how every-

body rose up when my Lord John
Butler, the Duke of Ormond's son,

come into the pit towards the end of

the play, who was a servant to Mrs.

Mallet, and now smiled upon her and
she on him. I had sitting next to me
a woman, the likest my Lady Castle-

maine that ever I saw anybody like

another, but she is acquainl^ed with
every fine fellow, and called them by
their name, Jacke and Tom, and be-

fore the end of the play frisked to an-

other place."

It is pretty plain from this that

manners were i-ather free and easy,

and that the pit was a great place for

gossip. But here is another picture,

dated a few days later, fully as sug-

gestive :
" To the King's house to

' The Mayd's Tragedy,' but vexed all

the while with two talking ladies and
Su' Charles Sedley, yet pleased to hear

their discovu-se, he being a stranger.

And one of the ladies would, and
did sit with her mask on, all the play,
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and, being exceeding witty as ever I

heard woman, did talk most pleasantly

with him ; but was, I believe, a most
virtuous woman, and of quality. He
would fain know who slie was, but

she would not tell
;
yet did give him

many pleasant hints of her knowledge

of him, by that means setting his

brains at work to find out who she

was, and did give him leave to use all

means to find out who she was, but

pulling off" hermask. He was mighty
witty, and she also making sport with

him very inoflfensively, that a more
pleasant rencontre I never heax-d.

But by that means lost the pleasure

of the play wholly, to which now and
then Sir Charles Sedley's exceptions

against both words and jjronouncing

were very pi-etty.''

And here is an entiy that would
have increased Mrs. Pepys' jealousy

of the gay little actress who was so

great a favourite of her husband's :

" To the King's house, where I did

give 18d., and saw the last two acts

of ' The Goblins,' a play I could not

make anything of by these two acts,

l)ut here Knipp spied me out of the

tireing-room, and come to the pit-

door, and I out to her, and kissed her,

she only coming to see me, being in a

country-dress, she and others having,

it seems, had a country-dance in the

play, but she no other part ; so we
parted, and I into the pit again till it

was done. The house full, but I had
no mind to be seen."

The actresses of those days had very

little privacy in their professional

lives, all the secrets of their make-up
being exposed to the gallants whom it

was the custom of the time to admit to

the dressing-rooms. Pepys tells us,

in the following entry, of one of his

visits to these apartments : "To the

King's house : and then, going in, met
with Knipp, and she took us up into

the tireing-rooms : and to the

women's shift, whei'e Nell was dress-

ing herself, and was all unready, and
is very pretty, prettier than I thought.

And into the scene-room, and there sat

down, and she gave us fniit. And
here I read the questions to Knipp,.
while she answered me, through all her
part of Flora's Figarys, which was
acted to-day. But, Lord ! to see how
they were both painted would make a
man mad, and did make me loathe
them ; and what base company of men
comes among them, and how lewdly
they talk ! and how jioor the men are
in clothes, and yet what a show they
make on the stage by candle-light is

very observable. But to see how
Nell cursed, for having so few people
in the pit, was pretty."

When the actresses were ready for

the stage these favoured gallants,

among whom Pepys was on this occa-

sion, stood at the side scenes, lounged
into the pit and talked with the pretty

orange girls, listened when they were
pleased, and then back to the dress-

ing-rooms when the act was over, the
lady who attracted the greatest num-
ber of visitors havmg a feeling of

supei'iority over the others. Su- Hugh
Middleton very ungallantly made
harsh criticisms on the appearance of

the ladies, and Beck Marshall replied

so sharply that he brutally threat-

ened to kick her. She informed the
King, and the titled ruffian employed
a fellow to smear her face with tilth

as she was leaving the theatre. The
result was that a royal decree forbade
gentlemen to visit the dressing-rooms,

but as this prohibition was as unpopu-
lar with the actresses as with the
gallants themselves, it was soon dis-

regarded, and the easy-going Charles
paid no more attention to the matter.

With orange girls selling fruit and
indulging in badinage in the pit, wits

engaging in wordy wars with masked
ladies in the boxes, fops oscillating

between the dressing-rooms and the
pit, footmen fighting for places in the
galleiy, and quarrels arising at times
which had to be settled then and
there, the theatre must have been an
interesting place of resort in the

seventeenth century.
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A LAST XIGHT AT RIDEAU HALL, APRIL 5th, 1878.

BY MARTIX J. GRIFFIX.

\ \ 7"HEN pain ends, and the fevered bro'sr

V V With life's best blood again is flushed,

And friends again aloud may speak.

And footsteps are no longer hushed,

And through the open chamber door

Out and across the summer lawn,

We pass, a prisoner no more,

By nature's strong impulses dra^vTi

;

Even then, such strength in habit lies.

Some still regret may stir the heart

;

Eor, formed in suffering, tenderest ties

Must sever, and dear friends must part
;

'The gi'eat world draws the working hand
Again to toil and daily strife.

And all the trouble of the land

O'erwhelms the quiet thoughtful life

Which late we led, with book and })en

Rehearsing, in the ebb of pain.

The movements of the waves of men
That rise and fall and rise asrain.

IL

So often, that last night, my Lord,

Which we shall pass beneath yom' roof

—

That last fair scene, that last sweet word,

Wliich put our pulses to the proof,
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I could not join the rajjturous throng,

Whose hands, responsive to their hearts,

Gave tribute to the touching song,

And echo to the actors' parts.

For ' here,' I said, ' there comes an end
To these five years of pleasant play.

This night's the last that we shall spend,-

To-morrow dawns a dax'ker day.

'Ring down the curtain, silent all,

Clasp hands with half a sob at heart,

Fling o'er the scene its proper pall,

And silent, with bent head, depart

;

*We shall not witness in our time

Again such scenes of grace and joy,

Such blendings rare of prose and rhyme.
Such happiness without alloy.'

Ill

Sir, you will pass to your high place,

Among the peers of mother land,

And matched with loveliness and grace.

Beside the Throne of England stand.

And we shall sigh as spring by spring

Returns in vain, for nights like those

Fair nights we saw when you would bring

Foes who foi'got that they were foes.

At your desire ; and faces fair

As any the sun shines upon,

To form a social gathering rare,

—

But all that pleasure's past and gone.

Henceforth we hold your memory dear

As long ago in pleasant France
They worshipped him who was your peer,

Who cai-ried first his knightly lance,

47
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And saw old Barbazan die, and passed

To quiet scholar days, witli song.

Love, art and letters, and at last

Breathed ont a quiet soul though strong.

And later time still holds him dear

The good King Rene of Anjou,

And we will cherish till we die,

Like pleasant memories of you.

IV.

Yet not alone, for festive nights

And days of pageant and of pride,

And art that social life delights

Shall thy high name witli us abide
;

For you have showii the statesman's souL

And the strong ruler's guiding hand,

Wit to convince, will to control,

And wisdom governing this land
;

Have given us fame in every land.

And higher station in our o^ai

Great Empire, and thy name shall stand

Forever here, as grand in stone

Still stand the names of those who gave

Grandeur to Greece and power to Rome-
We need not seek one classic grave,

We find our hero here at home.

Thou shalt not cease thy high career

When down the broad St. LawTcnce stream

Thy great brave-breasted bark shall steer

And these five years become a di-eam

;

Thy fame shall grow, thy hand be set

To higher tasks, and thou shalt show

We keep the breed of nobles yet.

That won us empire long ago.
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THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

BY WALTER BESANT AND JAMES RICE.

A uthors of ' Rendij Money Mortihoy,' ' The Golden Butterfly,'' ' By Celin's Arhour,^ etc. , etc.

CHARACTERS INTRODUCED IN THE FIRST THIRTEEN CHARTERS
OF THE NOVEL.

SISTERS AND BROTHERS OF THELEMA.

MiR.\ND.\ D.VLMENY {Lady Ahhess)

.

—A beautiful and wealthy heiress, o^\iier of Dalmenj' HaU,
where she lives with her widowed mother. In love with Alan Dunlop. Has no hobbies.
Possesses a sympathetic charm of manner, which makes every one t;onfide in her.

Nelly Despard (Sister Rosalind).—Young and beautiful. In love with Tom Caledon, but
forbidden by strict maternal injunctions from giving him any encouragement.

Adela Fairfax {Sister Cecilia).—A Catholic. Plays beautifully on the piano and organ.
Sister Awdrey.—A genius. Has written a play, which has been rejected bj' all the managers

in London. Writes novels, and pays £.50 each, besides cost of printing, &c. , for the pri^vi-

lege of getting them jjublished. Edits one of the three Abbey papers.

Sister Romola.— Scientific. Has a laboratory, and makes " really dreadful stinks."

Sister Cordelia.—Yearns to see womanhood at work.
Sister Hero—A bright-faced girl, not a l)it fierce. A worshipper of " advanced " women.
Sister Silvia.—A Ritualist.

Sister Una.—Artistic.

Clairette Fanshawe {Sister Desdemona).—An elderly widow. In her young days a gi-eat

actress.

Alan Dunlop {Brother Hamlet).— Son of Lord Alwjme Fontaine. Owner, in right of his

dead mother, of Weyland Court, formerly Weyland Priory (The Abbey of Thelema), a
grand old pile. A youthful enthusiast, fresh from Lothian College, Oxford, with a mission
to refonn the world. An apostle of culture, and of " The G-reat Movement of the Nine-
teenth Centurj\"

Tom Caledon {Brother Lancelot).—In love with Nelly Despard. A member of the gi'eat

army of ineligibles, being " passing rich " on a pitiful £700 a-year.

Roger Exton {Brother Peregrine).—A wealthy merchant, recently returned from Assam,
where he has made a large fortune in tea or indigo. Although only a little over thirty,

his face is lined with multitudinous crowsfeet. Apparently a suitor (not yet declared) for

the hand of Nelly Despard. Has published a poem called " Lalnee and Ramsami, or
Love Among the Assamese."

Paul Rondelet {Brother Parolles).—Fellow of Lothian College, where he was a student with
Alan. An intellectual prig ; affects omniscience ; so highly cultured that he cannot pos-
sibly avoid pitying his fellow-creatures. Talks in languid, dilettante fashion of the
Renaissance, the Higher Culture, the Higher Art, &c.

Brother Chrichton.—Chose his own name, because he said he knew nothing, and could do
nothing.

Brother Benedick.—Edits one of the Abbey papers.

Brother Bayard.—Lectures on the Eastern Question.
Brothers Mercutio, Lesmahago, and Paris.

outsiders.

Lord Alwyne Fontaine.—Fourth son of the fourth Duke of Brecknock. Alan's father,

and a widower. Wealthy and epicurean, with a contented mind, a good heart, and an
excellent digestion. Cets as much enjoyment out of life as possible. Looks upon his

son's vagaries with a half-pitying, half-amused tolerance. Lives at chambers in London.
Stephen Bostock.—Bailiff of Alan's farm. Vulgar-minded and dishonest.
The Vicar of Weyland.—-Enjoys social gatherings— balls, dinners, theatres, concerts, &c.

Wrote a play when young, which ran twenty-five nights. Writes novels under an
assumed name.

Lucy Corrington.—Eldest of his three daughters. Pretty and good-natured.
Prudence Driver. Librarian in the village Free Library established by Alan.

4



50 THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS I-XIII.

Alan Dlnlop (foimeily Alan Fontaine), the hero of tlie novel, is the owner of Weyland
Park, in the midst of which Weyland Court rises in stately grandeur. Adjoining his estate

stands Dahneny Hall, the home of Miranda Dalmeny, an heiress, who, by her father's death,
became one of the richest ^irls in the county. With her lives her invalid mother. Alan and
Miranda (who is three years his junior) have known each other frum infancy, having, as children,

walked, ran, and rode together ; as boy and girl, played, ((uarrelled, made it up, and told each
other all their thoughts ; and, as yt)uth and maiden, grew up together, shared the same sym-
pathies, had the same vague yearnings for that glorious future which is the dream of generous
youth, and, like a new Paul and Virginia, rode about the country together, talking, thinking,

and dreaming poetry, sentiment, and enthusiasm. On the principle that il 1/ a toujovrs un
qui aime et nn qui est aime, Miranda loves >lan, a feeling of which he is unaware, and which
he does not return, at least consciously.

At the age of one or two and twenty, Alan leaves Oxford and I'etums to his country seat,

eager to start on his career as a regenerator of the world. After consulting with Miranda,
why, though sympathising with his aims, only half ajjproves of his projects and method, he
determines to begin with the labourers on hi.a own estates, to whom he delivers a course of

lectures in the village schoolroom. The labourers listen with the same stolid stare or closed

eyes with which they receive the Vicar's sermons, and the result is absolute failure. Alan,
convinced in this unpleasant way that a three years' residence at Oxford is not quite enough
by itself to teach him the great art of managing and leading men, determines to take a trip

round the world, and see men and things for himself. After travelling through Canada, the
United States, Japan, China, India, Egypt, Palestine, Asia Minor, and Russia, he returns
home, and immediately sets to work on his mis.sion of reform. Partly with a view to get at

the real feelings and ideas of his peasantry, and partly in order to set a practical example of

industry, sobriety, and culture, he determines to live as they live,— to hire himself out under
his own bailiff as a commr)n labourer on his own estate ; to work as his labourers work, and to

dress, feed, and lodge as they do. He takes (me of the humblest cottages in the village, puts
on a smock frock, and engages himself as a labourer at eighteen shillings a week, on which
sum he makes up his mind to live —eschewing tobacco and beer as luxuries. One day in the
week, however (Sunday), he devotes, dressed as a gentleman, to discussing his plans with
Miranda. He rai.ses the wages of his labourers, and shares with them the profits of the farm,
on co-operative principles, after deducting expenses and interest on capital. He establishes a
weekly Village Parliament, to discuss the affairs of the farm and the village ; opens a Co-opera-
tive Stoi-e and a Good Liquor Bar; biiilds a Bath- House and Public Laundry; and establishes
a Free Library and Reading-Room. He also entertains projects for a series oi weekly lectures
on scientific subject.-*, a night-school, a driU-shed^ a picture and art gallery, village festivals

and dances, a monthly ball, a small theatre to be open for a month in the year, a band of

village musicians and a madrigal club, and expeditions or excursions to distant places.

Shortly after the commencement of this experiment, a discussion is had between Alan,
Miranda, and Clairette Fanshawe, as to how to utilize Wejland Court, now that Alan no
longer lives there, and Miranda starts the idea of founding a society where ladies and gentle-

men can live together without any aims, either religious, jiolitical, or social,-- a band of men
and women who would simply lead the pleasantest life attainable, and never forget that they
are gentlemen and gentlewomen. L^pon this hint, and adopting the idea from Rabelais,
Weyland Court is converted into The Abbey of Thelema, Alan insisting, as a condition of
his consent, that Miranda .shall be Lady Abbess. Accordingly, Weyland Court becomes an
abode of pleasure—a sort of Castle of Indolence -inhabited by ten brothers and ten sisters of
the Order of Thelema. Each brother and sister has two rooms, also one for his or her servant,
making sixty rooms in all, besides plenty others to spare for guests. '1 here is a grand dining-
hall, also used as a ball-room, a beautiful drawing-room, and several breakfast and morning
rooms ; and there is stabling for fifty horses, and a kitchen fit for a City Cijmpany. Each
pair of novices (male and female), on election, undergo a grand ceremony of initiation, upon
which each sub.scribes to the three foliowing, vows :— First, to make no vow against the
honourable and desirable condition of wedlock, not to defame the s\\ eet name of love, and
never to pledge oneself to live alone ; second, to take joyfully whatever wealth the Heavens
may send ; and third, to be bound by no conventional rules, to live as one pleases, and to do
atid say whatever honour and gentlehood permit. Tlie motto of the Order, adopted from the
great master, Fran^'ois Rabelais, himself, is "' fay ce que vouldras,'"—do as thou wilt. An
idea of the mode of life in this Abbey of Pleasure may be gathered from the following list of
"Engagements for Tuesday, July 10th, 1877" :

—

11.00 A.M.—Bmther Bayard will deliver a Lecture in the Hall on the Eastern Question.
12.30 P.M. — Organ Recital by Sister Cecilia.

2.;-!0 P.M.—Polo in the Park, if the Brothers like to play.
5.00 P.M.—The Abbess will receive in the Carden.
6.00 P.M.—Carriages will be ready for those who want to drive.

7.30 P.M. -Dinner. Choral night (that is, the band will play and chorister boys will
sing during the feast).

!J..30 P.M.- Performance of an entirely new and original comedietta, in two acts, in the
Theatre of the Abbej'. Stage Manager, Sister Desdemona.
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The members of the Order are free to attend these engagements or not as they please. There
are also three weekly pai)ers published in the Abbey—the The/ona Gazette ancl two others
all edited by brothers or sisters.

There is a secondary plot arising out of the mutual love of Tom Caledon and Nelly Des-
pard. The young girl'g mother is a widow, not over wealthy, ambitious, and an.xious that her
lovely daughter shall make a grand match. She has accordingly forbidden Tom to think of
anything serious, and enjoined her daughter to favour the addresses of his rival, Roger Exton,
an East India merchant, retired and wealthy.

One aim of the authors of this singular novel appears to be, to deal indirectly with the
great problem of Rich and Poor, Capital and Labour, Producers and Consumers, Workin"
Bees and Drones, by bringing into shai-p contrast the life of the labourer on the one hand,
whose lot is toil from year's end to year's end ; and, on the other, the life of " society,'" whose
only aim is "to enjoy." Whether the sequel of the story will indicate any solution to this
painful problem, remains to be seen. So far, after a year or two's trial, Alan's experiment
has resulted only in dismal failure. His labourers resent his coming to work among them as
an intrusion ; they will not attend his Weekly Parliament, nor patronise his Co-operative
Store, Good-Liquor Bar, or Library. xVs regards them, and their lack of sympathy with his pro-
jects, Alan's ever-recuiTing complaint is, " I cannot enter into their minds ;" and his want of
success is gradually producing its natural effects—despondency and despair. Winter passes
away, and spring ; and summer finds him still plodding away among the furrows all day, and
working for the rustics all the evening. But he grows worn and downcast, finding no fruit of
all his toil.

Chapter XIV.

" With eveninar came the banquet and the wine
;

The conversazione ; the duet,
Attuned bv voices more or less divine."

^T^HE dinner-hour was half-past

J- seven, a time fixed by Desde-

mona, as Arbiter Epularum. She said

she did not want to turn night into

day, and liked to have an evening.

Dinner was served in the great hall,

which made a noble refectory. Not
only Desdemona, but one or two of the

brothers exercised steady surveillance

over the menu, of which the great

featurewas that it presented every day
a dinner which was not only excellent,

but also composed of few courses.

"There are," said Desdemona, "only
two or three countries which have any
distinctive dinners. But by judicious

selections oi plats we may dine after

the fashion of any country we please."

So that sometimes they dined a la

Francaise, and sometimes ti VEspag-
aole, when they had OUa Podrida ; or

a I'Arabe, when there was always a
pilaw, or a I'Inde, when there were
half-a-dozen different kinds of curry,

fi'om prawn curry, which is the king,

prince, and even the emperor of all

curries, down to curried vegetables

;

or a rAllemamle, when they had tilings

of veal with prunes ; or a I'A ng/aise,

when, in addition to other good things,

there was always a sirloin of beef ; or
a la Russe, ov k V Ttalienne. As there
is no cookery in America, it was im-
possible, save by the aid of canvas-
backs, to dine h VAmericaine. Asei-vant
stood behind eveiy other guest, and
instead of the wine being brought
round, every man named what he
would take. The table was lit by wax
candles only, which shed their soft light

upon the flowers and silver. And all

round the table stretched the great hall

itself, the setting sun still lighting up
the glories of the windows, and wrap-
ping in a new splendour the painted
glass, the black beams of the roof, and
the silken banners of the fraternity.

When the sun was set and the day
ended, the hall was very dark and
black save for the table itself, the
lights upon the sideboards, and, on
choral nights, the lights for the musi-
cians and the choir.

Nelly sat between Tom and Brother
Peregrine, who occupied his place by
right of his age in the Order, which
was that of the youngest. She thought
she had never before assisted at a

banquet so delightful and so splendid.

Opposite to her was Miranda, at whose
right was Alan Dunlop, fresh from the
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fields, looking gi-ave and even melan-

clioly. Next to him, Desdemona, clad

in a robe of heavy satin, looking ani-

mated and happy. There was music

too, to make the feast more luxurious.

The boys who sang the hymn at the

Reception were there, in a sort of stage

costume, and the band which played at

yesterday's ball, which was, indeed, a

company brought down from London
expressly for the Abbey. They played

soft music, old-fashioned minuets and

gavottes, music selected by Cecilia,

which was not intended to fire the

blood, nor lead the thoughts into me-

lancholy channels, nor constrain the

talkers to give their undivided atten-

tion to it ; music of a certain gravity,

as becomes dinner music, which should

inspire thought, recall memories, but

not be sacL And from time to time the

boys threw up their fresh young voices

into the air in some tuneful old part-

song, which fell upon the ears of the

guests, bringing a sense of coolness as

from the spray of a fountaiii on a sum-

mer noon. Dining was no longer tlie

satisfaction of an appetite; it became
the practice of one of the fine arts.

And the claret was of the softest, the

hock of the most sediictive, the cham-

pagne of the briglitest.

For dress, the men wore a black

velvet costume, designed by Desde-

mona herself, though I think Mr.

Planche would have recognised it. The
sombre black was relieved by the collar

of the Order, and the crimson rope

which girded every waist. It was a

dress which sat well upon men who
were young and tall. The brothers

were all young and mostly tall. As
for the sisters, they wore what they

pleased, and they naturally chose to

wear what suited them best. But all

had the collar, the hood, and giixlle of

the Order. SisterDesdemona surround-

ed her portly person ^vith a magnifi

cent robe of satin, in which she migh *

have played a stage queen. Miranda
had some gauzy and beautiful dress

of a soft gi^ey, and Nelly wore white.

"It is like a dream, Tom," said the

latter. " It is so splendid as to seem
almost wicked. Do you think it is

really a dream ? Shall I wake up and
find myself in Chester Square again,

with mamma exhorting on the smful-

ness of dancing three times with a

detrimental?"

"Especially if his name is TomCale-
don," said that brother.

They gave one toast every evening,

which Alan, or Brother Hamlet, as

the Public Orator gave, without speech

or ceremony.

"The Master."

Then all rose, and murmured as tliey

drank

—

" Fay ce que vouldras."

The theatre had been built in the

last century by a former Dunlop,

OMTier of Weyland Court, after his own
designs. The stage was small, but large

enough for all ordinary purposes, and
especially adapted for drawing-room

comedy. The auditorium was semi-

circular, the seats being ai-ranged so

that every row was a foot-and-a-half

above the one below it, like a Roman
theatre. It is an admirable method for

sight and hearing, but has the disadvan-

tage of narrowing the number of the

audience. The lower seats consisted of

easy-chairs, in crimson velvet ; the

upper ones, which were given to the

servants, who could bring as many of

their own friends as they pleased, were
padded benches, with ai-ms and l)ack.

The house held about a hundred and
eighty or two hundred, and on even-

ings of performance was genei'ally

quite full. It was lit by oil lamps and
wax candles only, so that the pieces

were necessarily of the simpler kind,

and no eflfects of light could ever l)e at-

tempted. Desdemona, by right of her

previous profession, was naturally the

stage manager. It was she who con-

ducted the rehearsals, drilled the actors

separately and together, suggested the

bye-play, and sometimes, if a part

suited her, went on the stage herself.

The piece played to-night was a little

drawing-room comedy, taken, of course,

from the French : time, and therefore
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dress, the last century ; dialogues

sjjarkling with cleverness, and that

kind of ei)igram which only the French
dramatists seem able to produce; which

has a point, but yet does not stab
;

which disarms an enemy, \mt does

not fell him to the ground ; which

turns the laugh against him, but does

not insidt him—in fact, dialogues of

the days when men respected each

other on account of the appeals to

duels.

It was a very little after-dinner

piece and took less than an hour in all,

so that one rose from the amusements
refreshed and not fatigued, as one

generally is by a long evening at the

theatre.

Then they all went back to the draw-

ing-room. It was an old-fashioned room

,

ver\- long, narrow, and low, running
along a whole side of the quadrangu-

lar court ; its windows opened out

upon lawnis ; it was dimly lighted by
only a few lamps and candles, and these

were shaded so that the rooms would
have been almost dark save for the

brightly-lit conservatory at one end.

The evening was all too short. One
or two of the sisters sang and played

;

there was talking and, so far as Nelly's

practised eye could discern, there was
more than one flirtation—at least there

was the usual symptoms.
Peregrine sat by her and began to

talk, but his idle words jai-red on the

girl's ears, and seemed out of tune with

the beauty of the day and the place.

She escaped, and took refuge in the

conservatory, where Tom Caledon was
sitting with Miranda, Desdemona, and
Alan Dunlop. 8he noticed then how
heavy and careworn the young Squire,

who was also a farm labourer, was
looking.

" You like the Al)bey, Nell dear 1

asked ]\Iiranda.

Nelly sank upon a cushion at the

feet of the Abbess, and took her hand.
" It is too wonderful and delicious,"

she said ; "I feel as if I were in a
dream. Miranda, if mamma knew the

glorious time I am having here, and

—and "—here she glanced at Tom

—

" and everything, I should be recalled

like an ambassador."
" It is a great relief to me," said

Alan, "coming over here after a I'ough

day and finding myself among you all.

My house was never put to so good a

purpose Vjefore."

" How does your j)ublic kitchen get

on, Alan 1 " asked Miranda.
" Nothing gets on well," he replied

gloomily. " We started very well.

We had five and forty women cooking

their dinners at the same time. We
gave them the materials for the first

day, you know—chops and steaks.

Next day, when no materials were
given, nobody came ; and nobody has

been since, except my own woman."
Miranda sighed.

" Why do you persist in going into

the troublesome village, Alan?" Desde-

mona murmured from her chair, which
was close to some heavily -scented

flower, the property of which was to

soothe the soul with a sense of luxury

and content and to make it irritable

at the thought of struggle, discomfort,

or unrest. Else Desdemona was gener-

ally the most compassionate and sym-

pathetic of creatures. To be sure she

never could quite sympathise with

Alan's schemes, and she lost her pa-

tience when she drove out and, as some-

times happened, met him in a smock-

frock driving a cart in the lanes.

" Why do you go into the troublesome

village at all, Alan'?" she asked in such

a voice as they acquire who linger too

long in lands where it is always after-

noon. " Come up and always stay here

with us, in the Abbey of Thelema.

Here you shall be wrapped in silk,

and lulled to sleep by soft music : or

you shall take your part, acting in the

delightfiil comedies we are always de-

vising. We ^vill make much of you
Alan"

But he shook his head.

Then that elderly lady, intoxicated

with the perfume, went on murmuring
softly :

" I take my part in the play and
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make my points, and it is so like the

stage that I look round for applause.

Children, I will not be called Desde-

mona any more. I am in a gloiified

Bohemia—not the place where poets

stance and artists borrow half-crowns,

and both make love to milliners—but

in Shakes^jeares Bohemia, where Mi-

randa is " Queen." and I am one of

the Ladies-in-Waiting, and this is a

Palace in the Citv of Prague."'

Chapter XV.

" It was a lover and a lass,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino."

"T THOUGHT, Tom, we were to

-J- be Lancelot and Rosalind in

the Abbey 1 " said Nelly.

They were in the park, sitting under

the shade of a mighty chestnut. Out-

side, the stillness of a hot summer
noon. For once, Tom had the girl all

to himself, without the lean and crows'-

footed young Nal:)ol), who persistently

intruded himself iipon his proposed

duets with her. Quite alone, she was
very pretty that morning, he thought

;

prettier, even, than on the evening

when, with bright eyes and flushed

cheeks, she danced the minuet with

him in the robes of a sister.

Perhaps a corresponding vein of

thoughtwasrunning through hermind,

too. Girls do not, I believe, fall in

love with men for their beauty, and
certainly no one ever called Tom Cale-

don an Adonis. Adonis is generally

pictured as slender, delicate, effemin-

ate. Tom was 1 )road-shouldered, sti'ong

of limb and sturdy. There was no-

thing effeminate about his short curly

hair, his ruddy cheek, his swinging

stride. " Tom," Nell might have said

to herself, " is the best of all the men
I know, and the most considerate for

me. He is not so clever as Mr. Ron-
delet : he isn't so full of projects as

Mr. Dunlop : he is not so distin-

guished as Brother Bavard, V.C. ; but

he is the best of all the l)rotliers, and

I wish—I wish "

I do not know what she might have

wished, because Tom began answering

her questions very slowly.

" When we are together, Nell, which
is not often, on account of that con-

founded fellow who haunts you like a

shadow, we may forget the monastic

names.

"

"It is not my fault, Tom, that we
are not oftener together. I can't tell

people to go away and leave you and
me alone, can I ?

"

'• But you needn't encourage peo-

ple," he grumbled.
" I had a letter from mamma yes-

terday," Nelly went on. " She has

heard, she says, ' that a Mr. Roger
Exton, who has made a large fortune

in Assam, is at Weyland Court '—she

won't give in to calling it the Abbey
—and she hints that, so long as I

behave properly to Mr. Exton, she

will let me go on staying here."

Tom growled.
" So you see, Tom, if you want to

see anything of me, you had better

make up your mind to tolerate Mr.
Exton."

" Hang Mr. Exton !

"

" I am sure I should not care if you
did. But don't be cross, Tom. Re-
member you are in the Abbey of Good
Temper. Besides, it is not like what
you used to be in the good old days.

We will be a good deal together if we
can. Perhaps," she sighed, " we shall

never get the chance again."
" Do you like it, Nelly," Tom asked,

" being—a good deal together, I

mean?" His face was not so ft-ank

and open as his companion's.

It was a year and a day since he
had put a question, similar in import,

but })erhaps of more special meaning,

to the same young lady. It "was on
Ryde Pier, and in the evening, what
time the summer watei-s of the fair

Solent stietched l>road and smooth on

either hand, and the lights of the sliips

at Spithead, the yachts in the road-

stead, and of Southsea five miles away,
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inadp loiiji lines across tlie ocean lake,

Avliile the summer air was soft and
warm : while the lazy water of the

Mowing tide la])ped at the supports of

the pier and gurgled among the planks

below : while, as they two leaned

side l)v side, looking out l)eyond the

pier, and picturing endless happiness,

the steps of those who came and went
upon the pier dro}jped unheeded on

their ears, and the music of the band
was only the setting of the love-song

in their hearts.

A year and a day. Did she, he

asked, in faltering tones, did she like

him well enough to be always with

him 1 No matter what answer, she

gave. It was what he hoped, and it

tilled his heart with joy unspeakable,

so that the rest of that evening was
spent within the gates of Paratlise.

Well, it is a very pleasant place to

visit even for a single night, and the

memory of it lingers, and is a happi-

ness to dwell upon. But, unfortu-

nately, these visits never last long, and
in Tom's case, he was promptly ex-

pelled by a person who, somehow, had
the guardianship of his Paradise. The
angel with the flaming sword in this

instance took the form of the young
lady's mamma. She was a per.son of

commanding presence, great jiower

of speech, trained by long battle

with her late lamented warrior-

spouse to use winged words like

sharp arrows, and, being herself

poor and of good family, tilled with
ambitious hopes for her daughter, so

lovely and so sweet. Thei-efore, when
Tom confessed that his income was
under seven hundred a year, and that

he had no prospects to speak of or

pro.spects of the vaguest and most un-
reliable character, Mrs. Despard al-

lowed wrath to get the better of i)olite-

ness, and let Tom have it. He must
never, under any cii-cumstances, speak
of such a thing again. She was sur-

prised, she was more than surprised,

she . was deeply hurt, at what she
could call nothing but a breach of

confidence. She had trusted him with

her daughter, feeling .sure that she
was safe with one who had known her
from infancy. With his means, his

very, very humble means, the matter
was ridiculous and not to be thought
of for a moment. Did he know the
expenses of house-keeping ? Did he
know the cost of bringing up a family 1

Had he thought that her daughter, her
Eleanor, was to become a common
household drudge 1—And, finally, she
must wish Mr. Caledon good morning
for ever. Henceforward, they were to

meet as strangers.

So Tom found himself outside the
door. It was a facer. And there was
no hel}) for it. The energetic widow
followed up her onslaught by a letter,

in which she said that .she should feel

more at her ease in Ryde, if Tom was
out of it ; and that, if he did not see

his way to changing his quarters, she
should be oljliged to sacrifice the rooms
which she had taken for two months
at eight guineas a week.

So poor Tom had to go, packed up
his portmanteau, and went mooning
about by himself on the Continent.

He did not enjoy himself much till he
came to the Engadine, which was full

of Rugby and Marlborough masters,

so that the contemplation of their great

superiority, and the listening to their

artless prattle, soothed his soul and
made him think of ]Mr. Rondelet, the
man in whom Alan Dunlop believed.

A year and a day : and here he was
again at the Pearly Gates, and no in-

furiated mamma as yet in sight.

" Do you like it, being a good deal

together? " he asked, ungi-ammatically.
" Yes," she replied, frankly and with-

out the least hesitation. " Haven't I

told you so, over and over again ? Men
will never believe what one says. Does
it please you. Tom, to hear me say it

again I I do like it then ; I like it

very much ; I like it too much for my
peace of mind, Tom. Will that do 1

"

" Oh, Nelly I
" cried the enraptured

lover.

" I like being with you better than
with anybody else, man, woman, or
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child, in the whole world. I am sure

it ought to be so. You have known me
so long that you are a kind of brother

by this lime."
" Brother ! oh !

" Tom groaned.
" Which reminds me "—her man-

ner changed suddenly. While she con-

fessed her " ' liking ' for Tom's so-

ciety, her face was glowing, and her

eyes were soft and teai-ful. She was
verynear having a weak moment, only

that stupid Tom was afraid, and let

the opportunity for a bit of real love-

making go by. "Which reminds me,"

she said, suddenly putting on a care-

lessandeven a flippant air, " that there

are certain things which cannot be

talked about."
" Why not. Nelly ?

"

'
' Becausethey are impossible things

;

yes, Tom
;
quite—quite. Isn't there

a rule that the brothers are not to say

foolish things to the sisters ?
"

" No rule of the kind, at all," he

said. " In fact I was never in a coun-

try-house where so many foolish things

are said. To be sure the place is full

of charming girls."

" And of course you find it easy to

say foolish things to all of them," she

said with the least little delicate shade

of real jealousy.

" Don't Nelly
;

you know well

enough." Tom was again vmgram-

matical, but perfectly intelligible.

" This is a world, Tom, as mamma
says, in which common sense is wanted.

You have only got seven hundred a

year. I have got—nothing. Can we
—could we—does anybody live on

seven hundred a year ]
"

" I believe Dunlop is living on

eighteen shillings a week," Tom re-

plied. " But we could, Nelly. I have

calculated it all out on paper, and we
really could. And you should have a

horse to ride as well."

" And a season in town ; and a run

down to Brighton ; and perhaps six

weeks on the Continent ; and you to

have your club and hunter—oh ! and

my dress, because mamma has always

said that she should not consider it

her duty to help me after I was mar-
ried. Tom, can we do all this on
seven hundred a year ? Ask your heart,

as they say on the stage.
''

Tom was silent for a few moments.
'

' Biit we need not want all this,

Nell. We could live somehow where
things are cheap—beef at twopence,

and potatoes free—youknow ; and we
would be "—here he looked queer

—

" we would be economical, Nell."

She burst out into a merry laugh.
" You are a ridiculous Vjoy, Tom.

How could we be economical 1 Isn't

the life we lead the only life we can

lead with any pleasure 1, And are you
not a most extravagant man ? How
much do you owe '?

"

" One can't be veiy extravagant on
seven hundred a year," said Tom with
a sigh. " And to think that you of

all girls are ready to throw yourself

away for money—oh, Nell !

"

" Tom, I've heard that kind of thing

said in novels and in plays, over and
over again, but you know in real life

it is silly. Lord Methusalem man-ies

little artless Lily, and then the satirists

talk about it as if it were so awful for

Lily. Why, Tom, she isn't ai-tless at

all ; she likes it. She knows perfectly

well what she is doing. Am I artless,

do you think ]

"

" You look artless, Nelly."
" You know very well, then, that

my looks are a snare. I never had any
secrets from you, Tom, had 1 1 Who
knows better than you that I must
marry, if I marry at all, a rich man

;

and the richer the better 1 I suppose

that men are not necessarily brutes

and bears becausethey are rich. Why,
there is Alan Dunlop ; he is rich and
not a brute ; and half-a-dozen of the

brothei-s ; and lots of them I know. I

really do not see why a rich man should

not be as pleasant as a poor one, though

he never is in the novels. My husband
must be rich, and I only hope Avith all

my heart that he will be pleasant."
'

' But it's such a mercenary—I mean
—you know what I mean."

" I know, Tom," said Nell. " If we
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coukl do just whatever we liked, thei'e

is nothing I should like l)etter than to

say ' yes ' to you—;just as I did in the

dear old pier
;
yo\i know that, Tom,

don't you?—and go straight away to

churcli, you and I together. Oh ! how
happy I should feel while the clergy-

man tied the knot ! And what a rage

mamma would be in ! But that is all

nonsense. We are born in a rank of

life, as the Catechism says, and have

to be contented therewith. That is, I

suppose, we must acce})t our fate and
make the best of it. And my fate is

-—not Tom Caledon—poor old Tom !

biit somebody or other—Lord Methu-
salem perhaps. And don't think I

shall be miserable and die of a broken
heart ! I shall do nothing of the kind.

I shall make a fair bargain. I shall

marry a man who will give me a good

income, a position, kindness, and

—

and—perhaps—what yoii make such a

fuss about, Tom "—here she turned

red and hesitated, picking at a flower—" what they call—Love. And I

shall give him all I have got to give

—all any woman can give—myself."

She sto})ped for a moment, and seemed
as if she was trying to collect her

thoughts. " And it will be a bargain

all to my advantage."
" What, Nell 1 A man gets yoii,

and you think it is a bargain to your
advantage ?"

" Ah ! Tom, you think that girls

are artless,, you see. That is the mis-

take that men make. My dear Tom,
we are miracles of common sense and
prudence."

Tom pulled the most dismal face in

the world.
" Don't, Tom. " Nelly laughed and

then sighed. " Don't. It's hard

enough as it is, not being able to—to

have one's own way. You might at

least help me."
" I will, Nell. I declare I will. I

promise you that I will not ask im-

possible things—as you call them.

But you must give me something for

my promise. You must walk with me,
dance Avith me, and ride with me."

" I will do all that," said Nelly.
" But Tom, you must not be angry if

I—flirt with anybody I like among
the Brothers of the Order."

" I suppose," said Tom ruefully,

" that I have no right to say a word,

whatever you do. And there are

plenty of men here for you to fliit

with ; and I suppose I shan't have

a chance of edging in a word at

all."

" Certainly not, if it is a disagree-

able word," she said.

Tom got up.

" There must be something wrong
in the management of the world," he

said, " when two people like you and
me, who are made for each other, can't

be married for want of a few miser-

able dollars. Why, Nell, can you con-

ceive anything jollier than for you and

me to be always together, to do what
we like, go where we like, and live as

we please 1 Do you think you would

get tired of me 1 To be sure I am not

clever."

She shook her head ; something like

a tear came in her eye, and she did

not look up.

" I should never get tired of you,

Tom. It is the men who get tired of

their wives, not the women of their

husbands.

"

" I wonder, now," said Tom, whether

I couldn't go in for something and

make money. There was Maclntyre of

ours, I remember. He went into the

Advertising Agency business, and told

somebody, who told me, that he was

making a thousand a year over it.

And there was another man who went

intowine on Commission. Andanother
who took to writing. And Tom Bel-

lows went into manure."
" And I hope he stuck there," said

Nelly. " Oh ! Tom, to think that you

will evermakeanything. You? There's

another point of resemblance between

us, Tom, that we are both born to

spend, not to save. It is a much hap-

pier condition of life. And now let

us go home for luncheon. Is not that

Peregrine comina; to meet us T
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" I tlioiight lie couldn't let us alone
very long," growled Tom.

Chapter XYI.

" So many hours must I tend my flock,
So many hours must ] take my rest,

So many hours must I contemplate.
So many hours must I spurt myself."

AFTER nearly a year of continual

effort in the village, it was al-

most time that some results should be
arrived at. And yet the young Re-
former'scountenance gi-ewdarker everv
day as he looked about for what should
have been the fair and smiling har-

vest of his toil, and found only the
same old weeds. Every one of his

projected reforms had been by this

time fairly commenced. The Parlia-

ment—the plan of which he had hoped
to widen, so as to make it embrace the
broad interests of the whole village

instead of the comparatively narrow
business of a single farm—was a House
of empty benches. On the suppres-

sion of the gratuitous supi)er the rus-

tics ceased to take any further inter-

est in the proceedings. A show of a

weekly conference was held, it is true,

but it was like the Roman Senate
under the Empii-e, having no power,
and being the mere shadow of a name.
It consisted, indeed, entirely of a duet
between Alan Dunlop, himself, and
his bailiff. Perhaps, now and then,

the two young men of reliijious prin-

ciple who had charge of the Co-oi)era-

tive sho]) and the Good Liquor Bar,

put in a silent apjjearance. Occasion-
ally, as has already been stated, the
meetings were attended by the satur-

nine schoolmaster. He .showed little

enthusiasm for a movement which
brought no good to himself. The cob-

bler of anti-religious sympathies ab-

stained after his first visit. If you
could not discuss Atheism, what was
the good of Parliament ? He con-

sidere<l all this talk of farm work
sheer waste of time, which might much

better be devoted to the de.struction of
Christianity, monarchy, and the aris-

tocracy—to parcelling out the land
and introducing communism. One
night the young man they called Wil-
liam came and proposed, with greater
liberty of expression than might have
been expected of him, a vote for the
increase of wages and the decrease of
hours, which he supported on the plea
that it would afford the labourers time
to attend the night-school and the
reading-room. But Mr. Bostock made
short work of him, so that he came no
more. vStill the Parliament was kept
up, and Prudence Driver entered the
minutes regularly, acting as Clerk of
the House. Also. Alan always intro-

duced his new ideas first to the House,
and then circulated them in the form
of tracts.

In the course of the year quite an
extensive literature of tracts grew up
in the village, all wi-itten entirely by
the 8quire, and most generously given
away for the exclusive \ise of the peo-

ple. Among them were

—

The Tract on the Co-operation of
Employer and Labourer, with a Ten-
tative Conjecture on the share which
the latter ought to have in the Profits.

This was the treatise presented to the

first sitting of the Pai-lianient, but as

it was iinfortvmately mistaken for

paper provided as pipe-lights, it lie-

came immediately out of print. I

believe a copy is now as rare as an
Editio Princeps of Garyantxia.

The Tract on Total Abstinence,

whicli followed, proiluced the results

which such tracts always do. The
women got hold of it and qiioted fig-

ures. Then came domestic disagree-

ments, and the men, to escape nagging,

went to the Spotted Lion, where they

agreed on the merits of the Tract, and
wondered why no one followed the

Squire's example. But the weekly
chalks did not grow less.

The Tract on the Good Liquoi'

League obtained an accidental impor-

tance, from the fact that the landlord

of tlie Spotted Lion thought it was
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meant as an attack upon liimself, par-

ticularly when the wi-iter spoke un-

kindly of treacle, salt, and siigai- as

additions to beer which ought not to

be made. Other-svise, this Tract would
certainly have fallen Hat.

In the same way the Trad on Co-

operation in the Village shoj) met with

no readers except the one village

shopkeeper. She, like the landlord of

the Spotted Lion, resented its appear-

ance as aimed directly at herself and
her own interests. But hei- weekly

lists of tick did not diminish.

The Trad on Cleavliness in the

Home was kindly and even cheerfully

received by the men. Tliey snorted,

chuckled, and gi'inned, wondering
what the women would say to it.

Their wives, however, thought the

Squire had best keep to subjects more
proper to man-folk, and spoke disre-

spectfully about meddlers, even throw-

ing out hints on the subject of dish-

clouts.

The Tract on Art in Common Life

was, as Alan felt himself, a little

above their heads. The beaiitiful

language regarding Common Things,

the Blade of Grass, the Tuft of Moss,

the common wild tlowers, and the

singing of the lark in the sky, fell un-

responsive on their heart.s.

The Tract which recommended, daily

hathinxf was received with an apathe-

tic silence which left no room for

doubt as to the opinion of the vil-

lage.

The Tract ahout Free Libraries and
a Public Heading-room was considered

to concern other people. Probably it

had been printed and given out at

their doors by mistake. The villagers,

anxious not to think their Squiie a

madman, charitably put this down as

the postman's eiroi'.

The Tract on Amusements excited

sui'prise rather than curiosity. They
were to dance every week—dancing
was an Art sti-ange and forgotten.

They were to have a theatre—they
had never seen a theatre—and a circus,

and a band of music, and to go out all

together for holidays. Like the l<oys-

and girls, which was degi'ading.

The Tract on the idodel Cottage,

showing how the gai'den and the pig-

sty paid the rent and provided the

SuiTtlay dinner of beef and cabbage,

with the pudding under th£ gi'avy,

excited aspirations which were as

fleeting as vague, and were speedily

drowned in beer. It may be confes-

sed that not one single cottage gi-asped

the idea that roast beef and Yorksliire

pudding were attainable objects.

The great difficulty was, that no-

body wanted to read—nol)ody wanted
to change—nobody wanted to improve.

The duty of discontent had not been
taught these simple rustics. It was
sad for Alan to hear in the e\-ening

those voices of the real village Parlia-

ment raised in clamorous cheerfulness

in their tap-room which were silent at

his own Assemblies ; it was sad to

feel that his tracts fell unheeded on
dull and contented ears ; it was sad to

meet the Yicar and acknowledge tliat,

so far, he had done no better from his

cottage than his i-everence fix»m his

pul])it : or the Vicar's daughters, who
respected him mightily and were un-

feignedly sorry to learn how things-

did not advance a bit, and how the

only purchasers at the Co-operative

shop were themselves and Miss Dal-

meny. Perhaps the failure of his

shop and his bar was the saddest thing

about the whole experiment, because,

in establishing them he had, as he

told Miranda, appealed to the very

lowest principle, that of self-interest.

Could people be so stu})id as not to lie

alive to their own intei-ests '? Both
the excellent young Christians who
resided togethei" and administered shop

and bar stood, all day long, at the re-

ceipt of custom with Ijrightly varnished

beer-handles and polished counters,

but had no custom. And yet the tea

was good and the sugar good ; and the

beer was the bright and sparkling fluid

from Burton, not the sugaiy mess of

the Spotted Lion.

For this stiffnecked generation took
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kindly to nothing except what was
actually given to them. As long as

soap was distril>uted the mothers came
to the Public Laundry. When they

had to bring their own soap, they

preferred the seclusion of liome. The
men, for their part, gave a ready pa-

ti'onage to the Bar so long as the tap

ran free, which was for the first week.

During that blissful period eveiy man
was allowed a pint in the evening.

By this it was intended to cultivate

the village palate into a tasie for real

beer. The pint despatched, it was
mournful to see them slouch across

the road and enter their accustomed
tap-room.

It was almost as painful to visit the

Libraiy where Prudence Driver sat

' every evening alone. Now and then,

perhaps, the schoolmaster might look

in to borrow a book and exchange
gloomy remarks with her. Then he
would go out, and the door would
bang behind him, and the gii'l would
sit liy herself wondering ichij people

preferred to be ignoi-ant, and endea-

vouring to master the principles by
which her Prophet was guided. Once
the shoemaker, already referred to,

came with a list of books beginnincf

with Toland and Yolney, and ending
with Kenan. As none of these works
were in the Library, he explained to

Prudence that she was an accomplice

in the great conspiracy, of which every
king, priest, and holder of propei-ty

was a member, for keeping the jjeople

in ignorance. It is impossible, how-
ever, to satisfy everybody, and when
the Primitive Methodist minister of

the circuit visited the Libraiy and
found the works of certain modern
philoso{ihers ui)on the shelves, he
asked the Librarian whether she rea-

lized the possession of a soul, and
whether she knew of the punishment
allotted to those who wilfully dissemi-

nate eiTor. So that it seemed as if

nobody was pleased. But the girl

had her consolations. Sometimes Mr.
Dunlop himself would sit in the read-

ing-room ail the evening, and now and

then he talked with her over his plans.

Sometimes Miss Miranda would call

at the Libraiy in the afternoon. And
sometimes the young ladies from the

Vicarage would come in and run
round the shelves like butterflies,

brightening up the place. Otherwise
Prudence Driver's life was a dull one.

The Public Lamulry and Bath-

kottses were as deserted as the Li-

brary.

After the work of nearly a whole
year, was there nothing ?

Yes; one thing there was. When
the Squire, at vast expense, hired a

whole circus company and had per-

formances open to all the people—

•

just as if they had been so many an-

cient Romans—for nothing, they ap-

preciated the act at its highest pos-

sible value. Never was any performer

more popular than the clown. And
yet, in spite of the temporary popu-
larity which accrued to him by reason

of the circus, Alan did not feel alto-

gether as if the success of this experi-

ment was a thing, to the student of

the Higher Culture, altogether to be

admired. It was much as if a great

tragedian were to step suddenly, and
by no conscious will of his o%\ti, into

the position of a popular Tom Fool.

Keenly conscious of this, Alan next

got a company of comedians. They
were going about the country playing

a piece which had been popular in

London. It was not a gi-eat piece,

not a play of that lofty ideal which
Alan would have preferred to set be-

fore his people, but it was something

better than the clown's 'performance.

On the first night the villagers came
in a body. They expected another

clown. What they saw was a set of

men and women in ordinary costume,

carrs'ing on and talking just like so

many ladies and gentlemen. That
was not acting at all. No real inte-

rest in it ; no red-hot poker ; no tum-

bling down and dislocating limbs ; no
spectacle of discomfiture and suffering

such as calls forth at once the mirth

of the rustic mind. The next night
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nobody came ))iit a few children.

Clearly, the dramatic instinct was as

yet but feeble,

About this time Alan had a great

consultation. It was in Desdemona's
" cell,"—a luxurious apartment at the

Abbey—on Hunday afternoon. Those

who were present at the Conference

were Desdemona herself, Miranda,
Tom Caledon—who was rather short

of temper in consequence of discover-

ing that Nelly had gone for a walk
with Mr. Roger Exton—Mr. Eonde-
let, and Alan himself.

The Abbey was very quiet that

afternoon ; the drowsy intluence of

the midsummer day lay upon all,

and made them talk languidly and
dreamily.

" After a year of work," said Alan,
lying back in his chair and speaking

to the ceiling, " there is nothing." He
raised himself and addressed Miranda.

" I told you, Miranda, at the very

outset, that Habit was the great

enemy. I begin almost to believe

that nothing can be done against that

deadly enemy."
Then Mr. Rondelet, standing by

the open window, toyed delicately

with his eye-glass which he half raised

twice, and as often dropped. I really

believe that he could see as well with-

oiit it. Then he stroked his smooth
cheek and smiled languidly.

" You have proclaimed," he said .

there was always a little diffi-

culty about Mr. Rondelet's r's, which
had a tendency—a tendency only, not

a brutal determination—to run them-
selves into iv'& Mankind are divided

in opinion as to whether this is affec-

tation or a congenital infirmity .

" You have proclaimed," he said, " the

responsibilities of wealth. You have
set an example which may be followed
and must be quoted."

" It will be quoted," said Tom Cal-

edon, who was sitting by Desdemona.
" It will be quoted most certainly, but
as for being followed "

" I have made an experiment," said

Alan, " in what I believe to be the

right method. But the success has
not been, I confess, altogethei- what
I could desire. It seems almost
impossilde to enter into their

minds."
" Perhaps," murmured Desdemona

gently—" Perhaps, Alan, they haven't
any."

" And perhaps," said Mr. Rondelet,
" thei-e is still something to be said in

favour of the old method of imposing
obedience and laying down rules. Our
ancestors assumed to possess what ive

certainly do possess—the Higher In-

telligence.
"

" Tliat is driving, not leading," said

Alan. " My principle is the Exam-
ple. It was an old Oxford pi-inciple,

Rondelet.

"

Miranda obser^^ed with a sigh, that

she had hoped to see some develop-

ment in the direction of Art.

It was an unfortunate remark, )je-

cause the failure of the Picture Gal-

lery was the most conspicuous of all

Alan's late defeats. No one, after

the first day, cared to go into the Pic-

ture Gallery at all.

"I hoped," said Alan, "that we
should made the gallery into a sort of

silent and continuous educator. That
series of i)ictures showing the deve-

lopment of manhood from the flint-

weaponed savage to—to " here he
looked at the Fellow of Lothian Col-

lege—" to the highest i^roduct of mod-
ern civilisation, I thought would be-

come at once a stimulus to the discon-

tent I want to engender."
" Even the contemplation of the

—

the Highest Modern Product failed to

interest them 1
" asked Mr. Rondelet,

with a show of carelessness, as if he

did not know that in the neglect of

the Highest Modem Product he had
himself been neglected.

" Yes ; they took no interest in the

progi-ess of civilisation. Then I had
a series to illustrate the History of

England. But they cared nothing

about the History of England."
" There were the dances," said Mir-

anda, joining in the chorus of lament-



€2 THE MONKS OF THELEMA,

ation. "Oh, I did hope that something

woukl come of the dances ! A weekly

dance, with an inexpensive supper—

a

real dance—of quadrilles and waltzes

for the people. It seemed so deliglit-

ful. And to think that we should

break down from such a trifling cause

as boots."

" Did they," asked Desdemona, lan-

guidly, " did they try to waltz in the

boots of their working-hours?"

"Well," said Miranda, "the fact is

we forgot that detail. On the first

night Tom was good enough to give us

his assistance. But there was only

one girl, Alicia Bostock, who could be

made to go round at all, and she being

the daughter of the bailiff, is, I sup-

pose, a little above the rest. Dancing

is extinct among the English peasan-

try. It is a lost art."

" Begin again next winter," said

Desdemona. " Provide plenty of thin

shoes, and I will go down and teach

them how to dance."
" You must give them a supper, too,"

Miranda said, " otherwise they will

certainly not come. They are like

little children,who must be approached

by the temptation of something to

eat."

"The night-school has to be shut now,

Miranda," continued Alan, gloomily.
'• We have been going on for some
time with a single pupil, Prudence
Driver's brother. I have reason to

believe that she bribed him into at-

tendance, and that, as she is at the end

of her resources, he refuses to attend

any longer."
" Then," said Tom, " as you have

gone quite through the whole of your
projects, and they are all dead failures,

I suppose you are ready to come back

to civilisation again.
'

"And own to failure?" Alan replied.

" Not yet. The last word has not been

spoken."

Tlien Mr. Eondelet, leaning against

the open window-frame and letting his

white fingers roam daintily about his

smooth cheek, spoke low and in a

certain measured accent, as if the

warmth and sunshine of the afternoon

had entered into his soul :

" You have shown the way, Dunlop.

Yovi have taken the place which an
Oxford man of our school was bound
to take. You have illustrated what
s/tould be and what will be, perhaps,

in the fulness of days. You have also

shown how immeasurably in advance
of the age is that school to which you
belong. The common herd now know
what it is—the Higher Life. You
have done, we think,"—he spoke as if

he was in himself the Common Room
of Lothian—" enough for honour. In
the centuries to come the tale will not

\)e allowed to drop and be forgotten.

It will grow and spread from this little

centre of Weyland village till it be-

comes a great mythus. In the course

of the generations, antiquaries will be

tiying to trace back your legend to

the far more remote birth of the Siui-

God Fable, and the allegories of Vishnu,

Moses, Tammuz, and Apollo. It will

be demonstrated that Alan Dunlop's

history, as preserved in a fragmentary

condition, was an allegory, constructed

slowly, and bit by bit, of the progi'ess

of the year. You will be relegated to

the prsehistoric period. Treatises will

be written to show that your cultus

existed before Homer, and is referred

to in the Iliad ; that it was a branch

of the great Aryan family of tradition,

in spite of the inevitable German
scholar who will try to make you out

Semitic. And with all the talk no
one will be able quite clearly to separ-

ate you from Hercules, Samson, or

Apollo. You are doomed to become
prsehistoric. Round your name will

gather proverbs, sayings, legends, and
miracles. You will be accepted, and

even worshipped, as the Founder of a

new religion ; men will dispute first on

the genuineness of the miracles, then

on the authenticity of the records

;

and lastly, on the broad fact whether

you ever really existed or not. In

fact, I see veiy well, and clearly pro-

phecy, that everybody in the future will

have to become Dunlopians or anti-
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Duulopians, and a Hi<rh Place for

vour Worship will he set up in the

Village of VVeyland. So far, at least,

von have succeeded.'

Desdemona clapped her hands, and
even Miranda, who was not always

pleased with Mr. Rondelet's remarks,

laughed. Alan alone did not seem to

ap]ireciate the fulness of the glory

prophecied.
" Another thing you have done,"

said Tom, the practical, " is that, with

your extra three shillings a week for

your farm-labourers and your free

feeds, the whole village has grown fat.

I met two men yesterday, once thin,

who positively waddle. They now bear

before them, like an alderman "

"And yo\ir festivals, Alan,"' asked

Miranda. " Did the last go off

Weill"

Alan hesitated for a moment.
" So far as the children w^ere con-

cerned," he said, " we got on very well.

The Vicar was there, with the girls,

and we amused them. The women
were less easy to please, and I am sorry

to sa\- that, owing to some confusion

about the orders for beer, the men all

got drunk. We left them behind,

lying on the roadside in different

stages of intoxication."
" It will be reported," said Mr.

Rondelet, "in the mi/tJms, that the

young god was such that those men
who gazed upon his face fell to the

earth instantly, as if they were drunken
with new wine : but that the women
followed him singing hymns."

" We went to Weyland Priory,"

said Alan, unheeding. " I lectured in

the ruins, but who knows with what
result ?

"

There was silence for a space. And
then Mr. Ptondelet left the open win-
dow and sought a chair which stood

in the midst of the group, just as if

it had been left there for the Master.

And laying his chin upon his left

hand, in such wise that the fore-finger

and the second finger were parted and
lay on either side of his mouth, and
sitting so that the elbow of the left

arm rested on tlie chair, he spoke
slowly :

" I have lirought myself to think,

notwithstanding all the talk we had
in Oxford, when we were younger men,
Dunlop, that the gi'eat men—the

giants—of the Renaissance were ri<jht

in leaving the common herd to their

own devices. They lived like gods,

apart, and enjoyed by themselves the

true pleasures of the Higher Culture."

This Fellow of Lothian could never
utter a dozen sentences without lug-

ging in the "Higher Culture."
" Had they gone Ijelow, had they

tried to improve, to change the vulgar

crowd, they would have lost the cx-eam

and glorv" of life. In these days there

is again a small school of Humanists
—chiefly or wholly sprung from Ox-
ford—of whom the world knows little.

Therefore we live by ourselves. Shall

we not, then, live for ourselves 1 Per-

haps fate—the gods—chance—may
throw in the way of one or two "

—

he looked, perhaps accidentally, at

Miranda—" a companion, a woman,
whose social and aesthetic taste may
V)e our ovra, and whose lines of Cul-

ture may be the same. What more
delightful life may be imagined than

an atmosphere of art among a little

circle, from which all ignoble people

will be excluded, all contact with the

uncultivated hedged out ? This Abbey
of Thelema partially, but only par-

tially "—here he looked at Tom Cale-

don, as if that young man marred with

his broad shoiilders and stalwart figure

the delicate effeminacies of his ideal

—

" only partially, I say, realises my
ideal. So hedged in, our lives would
become first a mysteiy and then an
example to the admii-ing world ; and
in this way Culture would be helped

by emulation. This, however, Dun-
lop, is a different method from yours.

What do you think, Miss Dalmeny ?"

" Your method seems to me the

highest form of selfishness," she re-

plied.

" But to return to your j^roject,

Alan," said Desdemona. " Are you
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quite sure tliat you began in the right

way 1

"

'"'

I still think so," he said. " The

fault is with me, not with my
method."

" Everybody who has a method

thinks that," said Tom Caledon. " I

like having none, and using the world

as I find it.

"

" The clown of to-day," said Des-

demona, " is the clown of yester-

day and of to-morrow. But if you

really hope to make any change you

must begin with the children. And
for that purpose you want a woman's

help. You must have a wife, Alan."

He gazed intently upon his adviser

for a few moments, and was silent.

And presently they began to talk

about other things, and the church
bells rang out pleasantly beyond the

park, making the soft air of the sum-
mer day melodious. And the three

men all fell to thinking about the

same subject, each from a different

point of view. For Tom was in love,

and wanted to carry that sentiment

to a legitimate conclusion by marriage;

and Alan was in earnest, and thought

to complete his experiment by mar-
riage, and Mr. Rondelet was in debt,

and wanted to clear off his liabilities

and make himself free from similar

annoyances for the future by mar-

riage.

( To he continued.

)

SONNET.

BY H. L. SPENCER.

TN years agone did glint about her hair

-*- The sunshine sweet, and in her tender eye

The violet blossomed ; Does it blossom there,

And with her cheek do envious roses vie 1

I do not know ! 'Twas once a thought of mine

That when she spoke the bii-ds did gailier sing-

That when she smiled the sun did brighter smile

—

That when she laughed all seasons were like spring.

Ah me ! To me no season e'er can bring

The purple glories of the days of old

—

The birds that sang as they no more can sing^

The morning's crimson, or the evening's gold !

The ear is deaf except to discord sore,

And beauty charms the eye no moi'e, no more !
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THE BAR OF ONTARIO EIGHTY YEARS AGO.

BY D. B. READ, Q.C.

EIGHTY years is not a long period

in the histoiy of a nation, but

when, as in the case of Ontario, that

period comprises the whole or nearly

the whole of the legal history of a

Province, the period has more signifi-

cance. Tlie infancy of a nation is of

interest to everj- citizen; the infancy

of law ought to possess an interest

with the whole co'mmunity, but is of

especial interest to those engaged in

legal pursuits.

The student of law does not care so

much to examine into the origin of the

law, as to travel on in beaten paths,

the paths that lead to emolument or

future fame in his calling.

It is well, however, that he should

be reminded of the early years of the

profession on which he has entered
;

and it is with that view that I have

ventured to write a short essay on the

subject of " The Bar of Ontario Eighty

Years Ago."

The Bar of Ontario is, in some
respects the offspring of the Bar of

Quebec, as it existed prior to the divi-

sion of the old Province of Quebec into

the two separate Provinces of Lower
Canada and Upper Canada, which took

place in 1791, the 31st year of the

Reign of His Majesty King George

the 3rd.

In the year 178-5, the 25th year of

the reign of King George the 3rd,

there was enacted in the Province of

Quebec an Ordinance entitled " An
Ordinance concerning Advocates, At-

tomies. Solicitors and Notaries, and
for the more easy collection of His
Majesty's Revenue." This Ordinance
enacted that " No person shall be com-
" missioned, appointed or permitted to

5

" practise as Barrister, Advocate, Solici-

" tor or Proctor, unless articled for five

" years to some Advocate or Attorney,
" duly admitted and practising in the
" Province, or some other part of His
" Majesty's Dominion, unless such per-
" son shall have been already called to
" the Bar or entitled so to be, and in
" practice as an Advocate or Attorney
" in some Court of Civil Jurisdiction
" -wdthin some part of His Majesty's
" Dominion."
The Ordinance further provided

" That no person should be commis-
" sioned unless examined by some one of

" the first or most able Barristers in the
" presence of the Chief Justice or two
" Justices ofthe Court ofCommon Pleas
" and found of fit capacity."

It was under this Ordinance that

causes were advocated in the old Pro-

vince of Quebec, comprising the Pro-

vince of Upper and Lower Canada.

In 1791, 31st year of the Reign of

King George the 3rd, the Imperial

Parliament passed a law giving to each

of the Provinces a Legislative Council

and Assembly, and the Upper Canada
Parliament, at its first Session in the

following year, 1792, passed an Act
enacting " That thereafter in all mat-

ters of controversy relative to Pro-

perty and Civil Rights, resort should

be had to the Laws of England as the

rule for the decisions of the same."

Up to the passing of this Act the

laws which had been in force in regard

to Property and Civil Rights were the

laws of Canada, the French law.

It was soon found, after the passing

of this enactment, that it was neces-

sary to haveAdvocates in the Province

of Upper Canada, skilled in the Eng-
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lish law, and to that end the Legis-

lature on the 9th July, 179-i, 34th

year of His Majesty's Reign, passed

an Act entitled ''An Act to Authorize

the Governor or Lieutenant-Governor

to License Practitioners in the Law,"
by which it was enacted that the Or-

dinance of Quebec to which I have
previously referred should be ^sus-

pended, and "That it should be lawful
" for the Governor, Lieutenant-Gover-
" nor, or a person administering the
" Government of this Province, by Li-

" cense under his hand and seal, such
" and so many of His Majesty's liege

" subjects, not exceeding sixteen in

" number, as he shall deem from their

" probity, education and condition in
" life best qualified to act as Advocates
" and Attornies in the conduct of all

" legal proceedings in this Province."

The 4th Section of the Act provided
" That nothing therein contained
" should prevent any person duly quali-

" fied according to the provisions of the
" said Act or Ordinance (Ordmance of
" Quebec) contained from being admit-
" ted to the exercise of the practice of
" the Lawconformably to the said Act. "

;

In 1803, several gentlemen availed "j

themseh-es of the Act 34 Geo. 3rd.,
!

cap. 4, referred to. In the Journals
|

of the Law Societv there is this entn"

:

"6th April, 1803.'

" The following gentlemen, William
Dickson, D'Ai-cy Boulton, Jno. Powell,

William Elliott, William Warren
Baldwin were admitted to the Bar by
License of Lieutenant-Governor Peter

Hunter, made in pursuance of an Act
of the Pi'ovince entitled ' An Act to

authorize the Governor, Lieutenant-

Governor, or other person administer-

ing the Government of this Proraice,

to License Practitioners in the Law.
The License is set forth in extenso

in the record, and states that the gen-

tlemen had been examined by Henry
Allcock, Esquire, Chief Justice, and
found fit."

Wliy these gentlemen availed them-

selves of this Act instead of passing

the Law Society does not appear. Six

years before their admission, on the

17th July, 1797, a meeting of Barris-

ters took place at Newark, now Niag-
ara, forthe formation of a Law Society.

The following is an extract from the
books of the Law Societv in Osgoode
Hall.

" Newark, July 17, 1797.

" In obedience to the direction of

an Act passed this session in the

Parliament of the said Province, the
following gentlemen assembled at

Wilson's Hotel, at eleven o'clock in the

forenoon of the above day :

JoHX White, A. G,
Peter DeGray, S. G.,

Angus Macdonxell,
James Clark,
Christopher Robinson,
Allen McLean,
William D. Powell,
Alexander Stewart,
Nicholas Hagerman,
B. C. Beardsley."

The subject of the meeting being

taken into consideration, it was moved
by the Attorney-General, that the

Act of Parliament of the Province be
read, and it was read accordingly by
Mr. Beardsley, the jimioi".

The subject of the meeting referred

to was the carrying out of the Act
read by Mr. Beai'dsley, 37 Geo. 3rd,

cap. 13, passed 9th July, 1797,

entitled " An Act for the better
" regulating the jiractice of the law,
" by which the persons theretofore
" admitted to practise in the law, and
" practising at the Bar of any of Her
" Majesty's Courts in the Province
" were authorized to form themselves
" into a Society to be called the Law
" Society of Upper Canada, as well for
" the purpose of establishing of order
" amongst themselves as for the pur-
" pose of securing to the Province
" and the profession a learned and
"honourable body to assist their fel-

" low subjects as occasion may require,
" and to suppoi't and maintain the
" constitution of the said Province."

These records from the books of the
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Law Society, and the Acts of Parlia-

ment mentioned, are valuable to be

referred to as showing

1st. That after the division of the

Province of Quebec into the two
Provinces of Upper and Lower Canada
the Legislature of Upper Canada very

soon saw the necessity of retaining

and giving effect to the Ordinance of

Quebec relative to Attoiiiies and
Advocates, thus at once giving license

to trained practitioners iii the law, not

only those who had been called in the

Province of Quebec, but, as the Ordin-

ance expressed it, " those who had
" been called to the Bar or entitled so

"to be and in practice as an Advocate
" or Attorney in some Court of Civil

" Jurisdiction within some part of

•"Her Majesty's Dominions."

2nd. That the further necessity

existed of having called to the Bar
gentlemen licensed by the Lieutenant-

Governor of L^pper Canada after ex-

amination as to fitness by the Chief

Justice of the Province as one skilled

in English law.'

3rd. To crown all the formation of

a Society " for the purpose of secur-

" ing to the Province and the profes-

" sion a learned and honourable body
" to assist their fellow-subjects as oc-

" casion might require, and to sup-
" port and maintain the constitution of
•' the said Province."

The young law students of this day

hardly realize the fact that eleven

years had not jjassed after the Treaty

of Peace was signed declaring the

Independence of the United States,

before the Legislature of the Province

of Upper Canada had set to work by
legislation in the dii-ection of provid-

ing that gentlemen of education and
probity should be those privileged to

conduct legal proceedings for their

fellow subjects in the Province. There
were no Inns of Court in 1797, yet,

nevertheless, the gentlemen of that day
had not forgotten the origin of some,

at least, of the Inns of Court ; for

they met in Wilson's Tavern or Inn
at Newark, to transact their business.

Cunningham, in his " Inns of

Court," published in 1780, thus whites

of settled places for students of the

law, called Inns of Court and Chan-
cery. He writes :

" So that soon

afterwards " (i. e. after Edward 1 st had
appointed John de Metingham Chief

Justice of the Common Pleas, and
that the otherjudges should provide in

every court attorneys and la^^yers to

do service in the court,") "though we
have no memorandum of the du*ect

time, or absolute certainty of the

places, we may safely conclude that

they settled in certain hostels or inns,

which were henceforth called Inns

I

of Court, because the students in

j

them did there not only study the

laws, but such other exercises as

I

might make them the more service-

i

able to the King's Court, as Sir

John Fortescue in the 49th chapter

of his book de laudibus legiim Anglice

observeth when he saith, that the

students in the University of the Laws
(iov so he calleth the houses of Court

and Chancery) did not only study the

laios, to serve the Courts of Justice

and proft their country, but did further

learn to dance, to sing, to play on, in-

struments on the ferial days and to

study divinity on the festival, using

such exercises as they did who were

brought up in the King's Court."

Whether or not the lawyers who
met in Wilson's Tavern, at Newark,
on July 17th, 1797, to discuss mat-

ters appertaining to their profession,

did dance, or sing, or study divinity,

there is no record. But if they did

they were not ^dthout precedent, one

of the dearest things to a lawyer's ex-

istence.

The names of those who attended

the meeting of ^the 17th July, 1797,

as well as those who were called to

the Bar by the license of the Lieut.

-

Governor in 1803, after due examina-

tion as to fitness by the Chief Jus-

tice, are familiar to all those acquaint-

ed with our Canadian legal history.

There are men now living who knew
the majority of them, and many know
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the high position those descended from
them have won both on the Bench
and at the Bar of Canada.

Much more could be written on this

subject that wovild be interesting, not

only to the stiident of the laws but to

every citizen of our country. I have
only opened the door that others may
follow. Though not grey with age,

there is some antiquity connected with

Canadian law and Canadian lawyers

that deserves place in the memory of

all. Osgoode Hall stands as a monu-
ment, commemorative of the early

founders of our Canadian law. The
portraits of many Chief Justices

adorn the walls. Alas ! that she has
not preserved the likeness of William
Osgoode, Chief Justice in 1792, from
whom her name was taken, and who
was and is an honoured name in the
judicial history of oiir land.

BUTLER'S "HUDIBEAS.'*

BY L. C. ALLISON, ALB.

IN obtaining Dr. Zachary Grey for

an editor, Butler has been hardly

less fortunate than was Rabelais in his

English translator. Sir Thomas Urqu-
hart. Never, unless it be in that sole

happy instance, has there been an edi-

tor more thoroughly and exactly in

sympathy andharmony with hisauthor,

or who has taken more delight in echo-

ing his sentiments and expatiating

\upon them with illustration and com-
ment. His edition is, and always will

be, the edition of Hudibras. Though
the worthy Doctor has been dead and
buried for more than a hundred years,

and we have never seen his portrait,

we can still conjure i;p before our
mind's eye, a pei'fect ideal image of

him as he must have existed in the

flesh. A stout, jolly, rubicund, fuzz-

wigged, shovel-hatted, clerical digni-

tary, an ardent Anglican ecclesiologist,

a thorough Church and State man,
and in every point most orthodox and

" The Chandos Clashes."

* Hudibras—B} Pauiuel Butler, Esq.—With Notes
and a Preface, by Zachary Grey, L.L.D. Lond.ii:
F. Warne & Co. New York ; Scribner, Welford & C«.

loyal from his wig to his shoe-buckle

—such seems the very man by nature^

instinct, and education, prepared to

be the applauder, expositor and illus-

trator of the great C'hui'ch and State

poet. Such a man in short as we can
conceive of, only by supposing him the
growth of a good old-fashioned divi-

nity education in a good old English

University at the commencement of

last century, transplanted to, and raised

in, a snug country living, and finally

matured in the close of some old cath-

edral town. If this eidaloK be the re-

sult of error, we only hope that no
unkind antiquarian will ever break in

upon our ignorance to correct it ; at

present we can fancy the commenta-
tor only such as we have described

liim.

His notes and illustrations amount
in fine print to more than twice the
bulk of his author's text. They are

most curious and valuable, and con-

tain many racy reminiscences of a
most interesting period of English his-

tory, which is by no means too well

illuminated, by the few of its authors
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whose works have reached us in an

available form. These illustrations

liave been disinterred for us by the

Doctor, from, heaven knows what out-

of-the-way sources, from old dusty

manuscripts in college libraries, from

the records of country parishes, from all

sorts of quaint old books, broadsheets

and pamphlets, famous in their day of

from one to two hundred years ago,

yet long since (but for the Doctor's

pious care which has saved these relics

hj pinning them on at the tail of his

immortal text) vanished in total and
hopeless oblivion. The Doctor's faith

in his authorities is simple and child-

like—marvellous and boundless. In
the way of reference, nothing comes
amiss to him, so that abuse or ridicule

of the detested Roundhead party comes
withal, and when the wisdom, learn-

ing, honour, courage, or other amiable

qualities of their loyal adversaries are

to be commended and commemorated,
the case is the same. Amongst all

the thousand-and-one contemporary
sources of authority mentioned in

these laborious notes, scarcely any are

known by name in our own day, even
to scholars, excepting a few such as

Heath, Heylin, Echard and Clement
Walker, who have been preserved for

a short time from total oblivion, chiefly

as we presume, by their extraordinary

powers of lying and the extra and
singiilar incredibility of the wonders
which they relate. For the characters

of the leading independent ministers.

Dr. Grey gravely cites Walker's His-

tory of Independenci/, for the biography
of Oliver Cromwell, his most trusted

guide is Heath, and for the proceed-

ings of the sequestrators a id commit-
tee-men he follows Cleveland and
L'Estrange, which is much the same
sort of thing as if a wTiter in A.D.
2000, were to describe Pope Pio Nono
and the late Emperor of the French
from the publications of Mazzini, give

a sketch of the internal condition of

England in 18.50, from the Decadence
of Ledru-Rollin, and draw the char-

acters of George III. and Mr. Pitt,

from materials furnished by the late

Peter Pindar. But all this only i-en-

ders the Notes more racy and piquant
to the reader. The very violence of

the partisanship which they display,

prevents their doing any harm in our
day as false history, while, as an ex-

hibition of the lengths, to which party-

spirit and an honest hearty hatred,

can carry even a reverend author of

the mature age of fifty-seven, who is

writingabout occurrences acentury old

in his own time, they are an exquisite

literary treat and curiosity. But it is

not in matters political alone, that the

Doctor's credulity surpasses. In tales

of witches, ghosts, spells, charms, ap-

paritions, sympathetic powders, and
in monstrous fictions by the privileged

class of travellers, his collection is un-

rivalled, and his faith apparently im-

plicit. We cannot recall an instance

of a single one of these tales in which
the most exorbitant draft upon the

hearer's credulity does not seem to V)e

punctually honoured at sight by the

Doctor. Whether he is giving us a
circumstantial record of an undisputed
historical fact, such as the Self-Deny-

ing Ordinance, or the Westminster
Assembly, or some breath-catching

fiction by a traveller, compared with

whom Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was
a Humboldt for truth and knowledge,

or some brutal falsehood by Heath*
or Heylin, his manner is ever the

same. He makes a calm, matter-of-

fact statement of the circumstance, as

of a thing quite satisfactory to his own
mind, and requiring no comment con-

firmation or explanation to be addres-

sed by him to anybody else. At the

first glance, the reflection which these

Notes excite, is that they furnish a

most instructive commentary upon
more things than the text of Hwlibras.

What must have been the status of

University education, and the general

diffusion of knowledge in England, a

* An infamous author, to whose authority nobody
but Dr. Grey has ever had the courajfe to appeal.

The general character of his work is best expressed
by the adjective " carrion " with which Mr, Carlyle

has not unjustly branded it.
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hundred and thirty 3'ears ago, when a

clergyman nearly sixty years old,

holdiiig the highest degi'ee that his

University can bestow-—a man as one

might think in every way qualified to

represent the dignity of his profession

and the general learning of the coun-

tiy, could have attempted to illustrate

history for his readers by such refer-

ences as these ? A reader whose tastes

and sympathies were strongly repub-

lican, might for a moment feel in-

clined to addi-ess him from his own
text :

—

* * * " Nothing but the abuse
of Human Leaminfr you produce.
Learning, that cobweb of the brain
Profane, erroneous, and vain

—

A trade of knowledge as replete
As others are, with fraud and cheat.
An art to incumber gifts and wit.

And render both for nothing fit.

Makes light,* unactive, dull, and troubled
As littie David in Saul's doublet

—

A cheat that scholars put upon
other men's reason and their own,
A sort of error to ensconce
Absurdity and ignorance
That renders all the avenues
To Truth, impervious and abstruse.
By making plain things, in debate
By art, perplexed and intricate.

For nothing goes for sense or light'
That will not with old rules jump right,

As if rules were not in the schools
Derived from Truth, but Truth from Rules.
This Pagan, Heathenish invention
Is good for nothing but contention."

But upon thinking a little, a different

-saew suggested itself—that the Doc-
tor is more probably " not essentially

in madness, but mad in craft," and
that the precise extent of his credulity,

like that of Hamlet's lunacy, miist al-

ways remain undetermined and unde-
terminable by the reader. "We incline

to believe that Dr. Grey was far from
being the learned simpleton that he has
represented himself, and that he has
deliberately sacrificed some part of his

reputation for sagacity with his read-

ers, to the desire of making converts,

were it only among the more careless

and ignorant of them, to the truth of

his political opinions and the righte-

ousness of the royal cause. If this

be the case, it only shows how weak
upon an appeal to posterity that cause

* Wisdom.
* Wisdom.

must appear, for which so much hearty

good will, joined to so much multi-

farious learning and diligence can say

so little.

Setting aside Dr. Grey's partisan-

ship, which is of that kind, of which
a reader soon ceases to take much
notice, his notes are most amusing
and entertaining reading. One can-

not open the book anywhere without
lighting upon some piece of infor-

mation, which, if not valuable, is

at least curious to know, and which
he does not remember having met
wdth anywhere else. Takmg a ran-

dom dip,* we find an account of Eoger
Bacon, and another of Dr. John Dee,

the seer, containing particulars enough
to delight an antiquai-y. A second

opening,! gives us a satire upon the

new justices of the peace under Crom-
well, and another upon the curious and
subtle debates of the Assembly of Di-

vines and the ignorance of Biblical

geography and antiquities displayed

amongst them. The opposite page sup-

plies a bitter and characteristic attack

by Clement! Walker upon the commit-
tee-men, one of them " lately made of

a basket-hilted yeoman, with a short-

handed clerk tacked to the rear of him
to carry the knapsack of his under-

standing." A third § gives us some
curious extracts fi'om the old statutes

relating to matrimony, which are very

properly left in their original Latin,

for the benefit of the learned only. A
note upon St. George,

|i
the patron

Sauit of England, ends by telling us

how " Mr. Jacob Bobart, Botany Pro-

fessor, at Oxford," did, about the year

1700, out of a dead rat ingeniously

distorted and dried, manufacture what
the learned men of time immediately

pronounced to be a genuine dragon,
" and one of them sent an accurate

description of it to Dr. Magliabecchi,

librarian to the Grand Duke of Tus-

* p. 177.

+ p. 78.

{ A gentleman whose baptismal name was not
happilv chosen.

§ P.224.

II
P. (Si.
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cany." The final event of this curi-

osity was to be " looked upon as a

niaster})iece of art, and as such de-

])0sited either in the Museum or the

Anatomy Schools. " Has any modern
Oxonian seen or heard anything of

this famous rat ? And so might we
go on dipping into these Notes all day,

and in no instance fail to find some
direct or indirect memorial of the

quaint old times both of the commen-
tator and his author. They appear

to us fully to deserve the commenda-
tion which Lord Macaulay has be-

stowed iipon the works of Horace
Walpole. . . "A profusion of

varieties of trifling intrinsic value, but

so quaint in fashion, or connected with

such remarkable names and events,

that they may well detain our atten-

tion for a moment. A moment is

enough ; some new unique ... is

forthcoming in an instant

It is not in their beauty, it is not in

their utility that their attraction lies.

Dr. Grey is constantly showing us

things, not of very great value indeed,

but things which we are pleased to

see, and which we can see nowhere
else.

"

The epitaph upon Butler's monii-

ment calls him "the first and last of

poets in his way," and equal praise

may justly be claimed for Dr. Grey as

a commentator.

Not in all points however. He does

not put forward much pretension to

delicacy of taste or acuteness of criti-

cism in a literary point of view. When
he has Homer, Virgil, or Shakspere
to quote from, he has not much chance
to make a poor selection, but of the

extracts which he gives us from con-

temporary poetry we can only say

that we hope that they are not fair

samples of the general tastes and
abilities of their authors. A collec-

tion of " Loyal Songs, 1731 " which
is frequently referred to, and appears
to have been a great favourite with
the Doctor, seems, even allowing for

the times and the heat of party feel-

ing, to be a perfect museum of scur-

rility and vulgarity, and as destitute

of poetical as of all other merit. Old-

ham's satires, both in prose and verse,

deserve the same character, and no
better. Some afi^airs which the Doc-
tor quotes to us as the unpublished

productions of Butler himself, must
surely have been imposed upon him.

To us they seem to lack everything

that Butler's verse should have, except

his peculiar metre, which is about

as poor a character as could be pos-

sessed by an imitation of Mi'. Carlyle

recalling only his peculiar literary

style, or one of Burns reproducing

nothing of that poet but his Scotch

dialect. One curious instance, and so

far as we know a solitary one, in which
Butler has copied and extended the

thought of a famous jDoet who pre-

ceded him, and has in his turn been

closely copied by another famous poet

who followed him, should have had a

note upon it from any critic of ordi-

nary observation. Chaucer says, in

The Frankleine's Tale

:

" Love will not be confined by Maisterie.

When Maisterie comes, the Lord of Love
anon

Flutters his wings, and forthwith he is

gone."'

Butler makes the widow say, in her

serio-comic argument against matri-

mony :

" Love, that's too generous to abide
To be against its nature tied.

For, where 'tis of itself inclined,

It breaks loose when it is confined.

And, like the soul its harborer,

Debarred the freedom of the air.

Disdains against its will to stay,

But struggles out and flies away."

And every one quotes, or has heard

quoted, the celebrated couplet from

Pope's Epistle of Eloisa to Ahelard :

" Love, free as air, at sight of human ties

Spreads hi« light wings, and in a moment
flies."

Pope, in a note, acknowledges some
obligation to Chaucer, but says not

a word of the more elaborate expres-

sion which we are satisfied that he

took directlv from Uiulibras. Chaucer



72 BUTLER'S " HUDIBBAS."

says nothing about " free as air," and
Dr. Grey in this matter apparently

knows nothing of either Chaucer or

Pope, though the Epistle was pub-

lished in 1717—twenty-seven years

before the annotations upon Hudibras.

Nor does he think the passage worthy
of a note at all, but passes on in his

usual quiet manner to quote his fa-

vourite subtleties from Dean Swift,

Lipsius, Juvenal, and the " Salisbury

Missal of 1554." But we are linger-

ing too long over the worthy Doctor
and his Notes, however great the

temptation, and we must reserve some
space for a few brief words about
Butler himself.

It has often appeared to us a mat-
ter for legitimate surprise that such

an author as Butler should not be

much more generally read than he is.

For, when we consider the attractive

quaintness of his rhyme, the com-
bined lightness and vigour of his fancy,

and the exquisite brilliancy of his wit,

we must place him in the very front

rank of English poetical satii-ists, if

not at the head of them all. In the

important points of originality in style

and manner, we think his claim of

supremacy unquestionable. If it be

true that " brevity is the soul of wit,"

he must stand -equally high, for no
other author has ever managed to pack
up somuch concentrated wit and fancy

in so short a poem, composed, to speak

generally, of such short lines, and sen-

tences. There is about all his utter-

ances a curtness, a brevity, and a direct-
ness which goes straight to the point.

Arrogant folly in high places, and
ignorant impudence playing solemn
masquerades in the garb of wisdom,
are, to be sure, no novelties in any
stage of the world's history, and earlier

as well as later writers than Butler

have often made them the objects of

cutting satire. But no other author,

either before or after him, has ever

displayed so much of that power so

invahiable to the caricaturist, of seiz-

ing at a single masterly grasp upon
the most salient and vulnerable fea-

tures of his subject and combining
them within the compass of a few brief

lines, into such a striking and mirth-

inspiring portrait. His studies, while

they excite our laughter and some-
times stir the depths of our disgust,

produce so much the effect of real or

possible human nature that we can
hardly, without reflection, see that

they ai-e actually but caricatures. They
remind us of nothing so much as of

some of those inimitable sketches by
Leech, in which five orsix small touches

of the pencil not only pi'esent to us a

complete face or figure, but impart to

the whole of that face and that figure,

a most lively and characteristic ex-

pression. Unlike many other satirists,

Butler deals in no roundaljout insinu-

ations, or artfully refined allusions, he
never winds about his subject or con-

fuses us with a series of views of it in

several different oblique lights. He
never attempts to heighten his effects

by carefully toning and shading his

colours, or repeating the minuter
strokes of his brush. He selects in an
instant, his standpoint—always an ad-

mirable one foi' his purpose, and from

that point at once dashes off a sketch

so lively and forcible that the reader

never dreams for a moment of the pos-

sible existence of any other and truer

point of view. Solid and well-fitted

in every part must be the enemy's

armour that does not somewhere or

other present a fatal crevice to such a

strong-handed and quick-eyed partisan,

and tough must be the vitality which

can survive many wounds from such

keen and powerfully driven shafts. It

is little to be wondered at that the

Church and Court for whom he did so

much, and from whom he received so

little, should have rejoiced in the idea

that he had given Puritanism its death

blow, and enthusiastically welcomed
the work, though they neglected and
starved the man.

One of the most remarkable of But-

ler's superficial peculiarities is the

short, broken and "jiggy" rhythm of

his versification, a fashion which admi-
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rably suits the curt and sententious

manner in which he delivers his

thought. So well does his style of

expression harmonize with his manner
of thinking that each seems a necessary

concomitant to the other. This cha-

racteristic metre is so well known that

many readers who never opened his

book can recognise a quotation from

Butler when they hear it, as one might

single out a stranger in the distance

by the fantastic cut of his clothes.

Some have even gone so far as to con-

sider this metre as a thing of beauty

in itself, and an assistance to the poet

in the expression of his ideas. In But-

ler's case for the reasons just stated,

there may be some truth in this view,

but assuredly it was not found so by
his numerous imitators ill his own
time, now all dead and forgotten, nor
will it be so found by writers in gene-

ral. In litei'ary as well as in physical

feats, those which seem to the specta-

tors to be performed with the greatest

ease, are not always found to be the

easiest to imitate. It requires masterly

ability to play splendid and spirited

tunes upon a homely instrument, and
when such a thing has been done we
are too apt to overlook the skill of the

performer in fixing our attention upon
the novelty and rudeness of the ma-
chine which he uses, and associating

some peculiar inscrutable virtue with

it. Many admirers of Burns appear to

have fallen under a delusion of a simi-

lar kind. Of all the wonderful cii-cum-

stances in the career of that extraor-

dinary genius, not the least remarkable
is that he should have made himself a

world-wide renown through the me-
dium of the Lowland Scotch dialect,

a patois which like even* other may
have its beauties for a native ear,

but in which it has always seemed to

us a piece of the most bare-faced affec-

tation for a foreigner to pretend to find

anything attractive. Not so much
from any natural proclivities of his

own, as from the inexorable hardness
of the social conditions under which
his life was passed. Burns had also

acquired some objectionable peculia-

rities in his ways of un-iting and think-

ing, a tendency to coarseness and
vulgarity, and a want if not of actual

reverence, at least of regard for the

conventional decencies of expression

in matters of moral and religious

observance. Perhaps his chief reason

for attacking these forms was theii-

being held in high favour by the world

which had used him so ill, but what-

ever their cause, the expressions re-

main and must always be regi-etted as

unnecessary and accidental blemishes.

Many of his admirers on the contrary

regard them as virtues and worthy of

imitation—the latter unfortunately an
easy task to very ordinaiy powers.

These things are to genius what heavy

weights are to a fine racer, he may
run. well under them and even brilli-

antly, and that he does so, makes his

performance all the more marvellous

and splendid. Yet in witnessing it we
cannot withhold a regi-etful wish that

we could see the tine powers exbibited

vnthout the drawbacks. Almost every

gi-eat genius has had about him some
peculiarities of fashion, which seem to

a careless observer to be his most cha-

racteristic featui-es, merely because

they lie mostly upon the surface and
are the most easily copied. To an or-

dinary apprehension these things do

not appear as what they really are

—

the mere occasional fashions and eccen-

tricities of genius. They seem to be

the thing itself, the charm or incan-

tation in which lies the whole secret of

the performance, and which now that

it has been found ovit any person of

ordinary ability and industry may
repeat to as good advantage as the

original discoverer. To people in

search of short cuts to fame, the old

suit of clothes, ragged enough in many
cases, and thought ungraceful and un-

becoming during the wearer's lifetime,

seems a veiy mantle of Elijah. Weari-

somely has the world been as it still

continues to be, pestered by such peo-

ple with imitations of Burns in which

the coarsest and commonest vulgarity,
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and the di-eariest of platitudes and
trivialities are thought to be rejuve-

nated and rendered attractive by being

clothed in the horrid " harsh grum-

bling grunting guttural," which as the

writers fail to see, represented, not the

wings which raised the poet aloft, but

the weight which he had to drag with

him and sustain during his flight.

In a similar manner, during the

time when his works were at the

height of their popularity, many Eng-
lish satirists tried in vain to conjure

with the old clothes of Butler. Several

specimens of their performances are

given in the foot-notes of this work,

a few good, some indifterent,but mostly

very poor. Their authors had plenty

of zeal for the cause, but almost no
other point in common with their

original. His wit, his invention, and
his fancy could not be imitated so

easdy as his gi'otesque versification, to

copy which was within the power of any
one possessing ability enough to im-

provise a nursery rhyme. Even Prior,

by far the ablest of the imitators, soon

discovered this, and abandoned the

attempt. The truth is, that if Butler's

short and broken metre had not har-

monized so rarely with the curt and
sketchy style of his word-painting, it

would have been too hea\y a burden
for even his genius to carry. For his

work is not a vulgar burlesque, with
which every kind of mountebank-tum-
bling and trickery would be in har-

mony. It is a deep and masterly

satire upon sectarianism, social foibles,

and human nature in general, not

wholly addressed to our sense of the

ludicrous, but pointed throughout with
reason and argument—that is reason

from one single and limited point of

view, and argument of that kind*
which looks unanswerable until it is

tested by discussion. To write pathos

and sentiment, political argument, or

even plain narration of any ordinary

dignity, in the broken and hopping
metres of nursery rhyme, has always

* To wit, special pleading.

seemed to us one of the most startling

feats of literary legerdemain that can

beattempted by genius. Awell known,
and as far as our knowledge goes, al-

most a solitary instance of what great

talents can do in this direction, is

Hood's " Bridge of Sighs" a poem
which will be for ever memorable, not

only for its exquisite and tenderpathos,

but as one of the most singular of

literary curiosities, considered merely

with reference to the contrast between
its style and its subject. Of pathos

and all the higher kinds of sentiment,

Butler is well-nigh destitute ; and the

fervour of his political hatred appears

to blunt in him even the ordinaiy

sensibilities of human feeling, as ap-

pears in his jociilar references to the

mutilated' ears of the pilloried Puri-

tans, and to the brutal treatment of

the remains of Cromwell and Blake at

the Restoration. But in argument
and description he makes his slipshod

verse as effective and telling as the

most polished of styles, and in some
places he even makes it serve as a

medium for conveyingthe tiiiestbeauty

of thought and expression. The moon
is a topic hackneyed enough among
poets of the sentimental and romantic

order ; but Butler, who has very little

in common with such, and one of whose
leading characteristics is a hearty con-

tempt for all metaphysical considera-

tions, can treat her thus upon occasion

:

" The sun gfrew low and left the skies,

Pulled down (some write) by ladies' eyes.

The Moiin pulled off her veil of light

That hides her face by day from sight.

Mysterimis veil, of brightness made,
At once her lustre and her shade,
And in the lanthorn of the night,
With shining horns hving out her light

;

For darkness is the proper sphere
Where all false glories used to appear.
The twinkling stars began to muster,
And glitter with their borrowed lustre

;

With sleep the weary world relieved

By counterfeiting death revived," etc.

The only other allusion which he

makes to the moon has always appeared

to us veiy beautiful :

—

" The Queen of Night, whose large command
Pailesall the sea and half the land.

And over moist and crazy brains
In high spring-tides at midnight reigns."
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A bright full moon, in a placid

midnight sky, a dead calm, or at most
a very light breeze, and the full ocean

lapping upon the very to])S of the

wharves and edges of the seaside paths

in little silvery ripples, are influences

that might excite into activity fancies

more sleepy and l)rains less ii-ritable

than those of lunatics.

It is not to be wondered at that an
author who can convey sentiments

such as these in the metre of Hudihras,

should find no difliculty in making
that verse a medium for almost any-

thing in the way of graphic description

or closely reasoned argument. The
lines in which Butler describes the

character of the Presbyterian Puritan
are well known, but will always bear

quotation :

" For his religion, it was fit

To match his learning and his wit ;

'Twas Presbyterian true blue,
For he was of that stubborn crew
Of errant saints, whom all men grant
To be the true Church militant.
Such as do build their faith upon
The holj' text of pike and gun,
Decide all controversies by
Infallible artillery

;

And prove their doctrine orthodox
By apostolic blows and knocks.*
Call fire, svord, and desolation,
A godly, thorough reformation.
Which always must be carried on
And still be doing, never done ;

As if religion were intended
For nothing else but to be mended.
A sect whuse chief devotion lies

In odd, perverse antipathies
;

In falling out with that or this.
And finding something still amiss ;

More peevish, cross, and splenetic
Than dog distract or monkey sick ;

That with more care keep holiday
The wrong than others the right way

;

Compound for sins they are inclined to
By damnin,^ those thej' have no mind to ;

Still so perverse and opposite
As if they worshipped God for spite

;

The self-same thing they will abhor
One way, and long the other for ;

Free will they one way disavow.
Another, nothing else allow ;

All piety consists therein
In them, in other men all sin.

Rather than fail they will defy
That which they love most tenderly.
Fall out with mince-pies, and discharge
Their best and dearest friend, plum-porridge," etc.

Here are embodied in a few forcible

touches, all the most prominently dis-

agi-eeable features of the extreme sec-

tary of the day—his sour stupidity,
his arrogant mental self-sufficiency, his

" Not " Knox," as some modem wags might suggest.

love of unprofitable and instating met-
aphysical argument, his ultra-Judai-

cal intolerance, his love of tormenting
his neighboui-s, and the morbid oppo-
sition of all his notions of true relicfion

to every sort of innocent bodily plea-

sure and recreation. Such points of

character could not fail to appear most
odious to a man of Butler's tempera-
ment, which was that of an easy-going

materialist—a man who loved to have
his jest and his laugh at eveiything
and eveiybody, to take the world as

easily as he could find it, and make
the best of everything in it. If any
importunate counsellor should wish to

woriy him with uncomfortable sug-

gestions abQut the deep importance of

truth and justice in the abstract, and
the necessity for adopting them as far

as possible for practical guides in mat-
ters not only of religion, but of politics

and social economy, his readiest an-

swer would be, " Let me alone of your
guidance." To him, the new scheme
of manners and morals appeared to be
in no respect more sound than the old

;

while it was confessedly much less

easy and pleasant to follow. He saw
that these outward ensigns which to

him were in substance the very thing

called Puritanism itself, could be easily

assumed and outdone at a moment's
notice by the very worst of mankind,
-—nay, as the Puritan party grew in

power, this was done eveiy day befoi'e

his o^YW eyes. He could not see the

earnestness, the truth, the self-denial,

the high integrity, and the sound
Christian principle which lay behind
these outward shows and at their foun-

dation. He had no eye for the folly

and wickedness in high places, the deep
corruptions in society, and the frantic

misgovernment in Church and State

which had called them forth, and made
them the badges and party-ensigns of

nine-tenths of all the earnestness,

worth, and strength of the nation. In
his view, they were simply hateful

means, followed to a mean end, the

elevation of an insignificant and repul-

sive sect to power, at the price of the
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destruction of all the ancient and hon-
ourable customs and institutions of the
nation.

Butler's chief defect was a want of

earnestness, or rather of the power
and habit of looking back to the causes
and first piinciples of things. He was
eminently a Conservative. If he found
a custom or an institution of old stand-
ing, and such as it had been transmit-

ted unaltered, or even somewhat im-

proved, from the times of his ancestors,

if the nation had upon the whole,

progressed and prospered under it, if

his own tastes and inclinations (for the

foundations of his })olitical opinions

seem to have lain no deeper than
these), were in harmony -with it, he
never thought it a point worth inquiry

how far such institution or custom
might have its foundation laid on
truth, justice, or the "eternal fitness of

things ; " or how far amendment might
be indispensably called for if whatever
of good or Ijeautiful there was about
the usage was to be saved from sharing

the inevitable fate of what was ugly

and odious. Enough for him that the

thing was there, that it had come legiti-

mately into its pla^e, and that attempts

to disturb it would probablybe followed

by an immense amount of heart-burn-

ings, of dissensions, and of public as

well as private mischief. It was, ac-

cording to him, the duty of every

rightly-thinking citizen to stand by
such an institution to the uttermost

extremity, and to look upon all those

who would try to alter it, as wickedly

disturbing the public peace for the ad-

vancement of their own selfish inter-

ests. Choosing his party from the

motives, he brought to its aid such a

power of wit and fancy, and such a

fertility of abuse and sarcasm as we
can find exceeded by no writer of any
period. From its first appearance his

work was hailed by the then domi-

nant Royalist party as the best and
most successful vindication of their

cause. A distinction which in our
opinion, still belongs to it. We say

nothing here of Clarendon's History

of the Rebellion, a work which, how-

ever clever in its reasoning and able

in its composition, is beyond the reach

of most readers, and can generally bj

called available or attractive only to

scholars. A weak cause such as the

Royalism of Clarendon is now pretty

generally confessed to have b^en, is

always better served by wit and ban-

ter than by more ponderous composi-

tions against which the heavy artilleiy

of controversy can always be brought

to bear by any one who chooses to be

at the trouble of doing so. Moreover,

while Clarendon writes only for the

studious and learned few, Butler

writes for everybody, and appeals to

the general faculties which are pos-

sessed by all mankind, the learned as

well as the vulgar. No highly culti-

vated intellect nor extensive acquisi-

tions of learning are needed in the

reader to enable him to enjoy the

burlesque encounters of Hudibras and

Ralpho with the common sense of the

country, or their delightfidly absurd

and ludicrous polemical controversies

with each other. The author does

not draw outlines for his reader's ima-

gination to fill up or detain him with

long disquisitions however learned and

acute about persons and proceedings,

which have by age lost to most people

all their minuter features of interest.

By the force of his genius he creates

a mountebank figure, by his matchless

powers of wit and ridicule he clothes

it with every personal quality that can

render its possessor hateful and con-

temptible. And this deformed like-

ness, of which every one who can read

or understand at all, can appreciate

the effect, he holds up to the inspec-

tion of a laughter-smitten world, as a

true and faithful likeness of the typi-

cal Puritan leader. Such representa-

tions have with the majority of man-

kind, a power of immediate iidluence,

which fifty elaborate compositions,

such as Clarendon's could not exert in

a hundred years. No one now quotes

Clarendon, but Hudibras short as it

is, has contributed more familiar
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phrases to our everyday English

speech than any other book, except

Shakspere's works or the Bible. The
story of the neglect and ingratitude

with which Charles II. and his Court

treated Butler is well known. Butler

appears never to have followed any
regular trade or profession by which
he might have gained an independent

liveliliood, and the only posts which
we find any record of his having filled,

are those successively of tutor and se-

cretaiy in two or three private fami-

lies. Of his few patron.s, the only

one who appears to have afforded him
anything beyond a mere maintenance
in return for such labours, was the

witty and gallant Lord Dorset, who
introduced him at Court, and other-

wise did what he could for him,

which after all it appears was not

much. Charles is said to have
taken great delight in the poet's

work, carried it about with

him and often quoted from it, a story

which appears probable enough, for

there seem to have been many points

in common between Butler and his

royal mastei'. Among these we may
reckon a talent for railleiy and satire,

a taste for polite conversation and for

brilliant retorts and jests, and a fond-

ness for taking ingenious and fanciful

rather than sensible or jn'ofound views

of things and matters in general,

combined with an aversion from or

at least a carelessness for the less

showy and more practical duties of

life and society. Butler had many of

the qualifications that usually keep

men poor. His dependence upon
literary patronage, his shifting and
migratory employments, and the care-

less habits of life which he possessed

in common with the majority of his

party and of the society which he fre-

quented, were all unfavourable to the

prospect of much pecuniary accumu-
lation. He must at most times have
felt the pressure of poverty severely.

Charles is said to have once presented

him with three hundred pounds from
which, however, he derived no fuither

advantage than the honourable pay-
ment of certain pre-existing debts
which absorbed the gi-atuity to the
last shilling. Other substantial aid
from the Court, he received none. In
the preface of this edition, are some
lines said to be his, but which we can
by no means confidently accept as
such without some better endorse-
ment than appears to be procura})le.

Or likening them to coin rather than
to paper negotiabilities we may say
that they ring upon the counter with
a very cracked "and uncertain sound,
to the effect that

This prince* wliose ready wit and parts
Conquered both men's and women's hearts

Could not follow any of the ordinary-

pursuits of his life (into which we are
.sure that our readers will excuse our
following him with the poet) without
having Hudibras "within consulting

reach.

But this gfood king it seems was told
By some, that were with him too bold.
If e'er you hope to gain your ends,
Caress your foes and trust your friends.

Such were the doctrines that were taught
Till this unthinking king was brought
To Itave his friends to starve and die,

A poor reward for loyalty !

These lines are probably a posthum-
ous tribute from some literary ad-

mirer. But whether Butler ever con-

descended or not, to importune the

Court for that recognition which his

ser^'ices not less to their own cause

than to the literature of his native

countrj" had so well deserved, it can-

not be questioned that they took no
further notice of him, and that he died

miserably poor. Wycherley, the dra-

matist, attempted to make interest for

him with the Duke of Buckingham
(Di-yden's "Zimi-i",) and an appoint-

ment was made, but the Duke upon
some passing impulse, ran off" from it

and thereby missed the opportunity of

putting at least one good action upon
record to offset the rest of his useless

and worthless life. In 1680, Butler

breathed his last and was buried as

his biographer tellsus with affectionate

• Charles II.
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and affecting minuteness :
" At tlie

charge of his friend, Mr. Longueville,

of the Temple, in the yard belonging

to the church of St. Paul, Covent Gar-

den, at the west end of the said yard,

on the north side, under the wall of

the said church, and under that wall

which parts the yard from the com-

mon highway." (This reads like being

"squeezed into a corner" indeed). For

forty years he lay covered by these

two walls and no stone recorded his

memory, till in 1721, " John Barber,

citizen and alderman of London

"

handed his own name down to pos-

terity along with that of the poet, by
erecting a monument to the latter in

Westminster Abbey, which asserts in

the Latinity fashionable at the time,

Butler's claim to the title of—The first

and last of poets in his way—and the

pious care of the friend who has raised

it, "lest he who when alive was desti-

tute of almost all things should likewise

want a monument when dead." It

afterwai'ds gave rise to the celebrated

epigram by Samviel Wesley, of which

all our readers have probably heard

:

When Butler, needy wretch, was yet alive.

No generous jiatron would a dinner give ;

See him when starved to death and turned to dust,

Presented with a monumental bust—
The poet's fate is here an emblem shown,
He asked for bread and he received—a stone.

HON. MR. MILLS' LAND BILL FOR THE NORTH-WEST TERRI-

TORIES.

BY GEOBGE S. HOLMESTED.

IN some former numbers of the Can-
adian Monthly* attention was

dii'ected to an improved system of land

transfer, which was inaugurated some
years ago in South Australia, and sub-

sequently adopted with great success

in all the Australian Colonies; and

the advantages likely to accrue from

the introduction of that system into

Canada—and, more particularly, Onta-

rio—were pointed out. The merits of

the Australian system, it would seem,

have approved themselves to the Min-
ister of the Interior, and, at the recent

Session of the Dominion Parliament,

he brought in a Bill providing for the

introduction of that system into the

North-West Territories.

Of the superiority of the Australian

system, over that which at present

exists in Ontario, there can scarcely be

two opinions, and it is hardly possible

to deny that a system which enables a

» Vol. IX., p. 322 ; Vol. XT., p. :6.

man to say "here is a single document,

which evidences my title to my land,

compare it with the public register and,

if it agi-ees, you are perfectly safe in

dealing with me," bears no comparison

with that other, by which you are

driven to make inquiry into all the

various transactions, by which the land

has been transmitted from hand to

hand, until it became vested in the

person who claims to be the present

owner,—transactions perhaps extend-

ing over a long period of years, and the

evidence of which is often difficult to

procure, and, even when procurable,

very difficult to weigh ; and yet the

authenticity and legal validity of all

which transactionsmustbe ascertained,

at the peril of incurring the possible

loss of the estate. On the one hand

you have a system which gives a legal

sanction to each transaction as it takes

place; on the other, you have one which

leaves every transaction connected

with the land open to litigation and
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digpute, until a Statute of Limitations

shall Lave barred the right to litigate

—

a right which may even now in Onta-

rio, under some circumstances, be kept

alive for fifty or sixty years, or even

longer.

The only plausible objection that

can be alleged against the Australian

system is, that when applied to titles

of any degree of complexity, the first

step necessarily involves a certain

amount of expense, because the title

must be submitted to a judicial exa-

mination before it can be registered
;

btlt the inci eased security of title and
facility for dealing with the property,

M^hich the registration would secure

to the owner, would, in most cases,

be more than an equivalent for the

preliminary expense.

The objection of expense, however,

loses all its force when it is sought to

apply the Australian system to a

country where, as in the North-West,
the great bulk of the land is yet vested

in the Crown, and the Minister of the

Interior is acting wisely, in thus early

endeavouring to give to those terri-

tories a land system adapted to the

necessities of the people, and at the

same time free from those artificial

technicalities, which are such fatal de-

fects in the English law of real pro-

perty.

It would, of course, be out of place

here to enter into any very minute
review, of the measure which Mr.
Mills recently sul)mitted to Parlia-

ment, extending as it does, over forty-

nine pages and comprising one
hundred and eighty-two sections—at

the same time a general glance at

some of its provisions will doubtless

prove interesting. Having to deal

with a country where, as we have said,

the land is still principally vested in

the Crown, Mr. Mills has seen his way
to dispense with any provision for the

investigation of titles prior to regis-

tration—the number of grants already

made, being, it is to be presumed, too

trifling to need any special legislation.

The officials, by whom it is proposed

to administer the Act, are to be called

Registrars of Titles, and ai-e to be ap-

pointed for certain districts, to be set

off from time to time as occasion may
I'equire. It does not a])pear that it is

intended to appoint any chief function-

aiy to whom all the various district

registrars shall be sul^jrdinated ; whe-
ther this plan which forms a leading

feature in most of the Australian Acts
is departed from on principle, or mereh'
on the ground of economy, the writer

does not pretend to determine. It

appears to be worth consideration,

whether it would not be better to se-

cure that uniformity of action, and that

thoroughness of woi'k which the exis-

tence of a controlling centi'al author-

ity would be likely to ensure, even
though it should occasion some addi-

tional expense, rather than leave each

district registrar to get along as best

he can by his own lights, and accord-

ing to his ow^n individual views of his

duty.

It appears to the writer that to

some such central authority might be
safely committed the determination of

the various questions which must ne-

cessax'ily arise in administering the

Act, and which could in time be more
readily and satisfactorily adju.sted by
such an officer, who would be constant-

ly accessible, than by reference to the

law Covii'ts ; saving, however, a right

of appeal to the Courts when the

parties desired it.

The long distances and difficulties

which in a newly-settled land prevent

the ready communication of the inhab-

itants with one another are, however,

arguments, it must be confessed, in

favour of decentralization ; Ijut how
far they are entitled to prevail, only a

practical acquaintance with the coun-

try can enable one to say.

Mr. Mills has to some extent ac-

cepted the principle that the succession

to lands and goods should be the same.

It is a matter of regret, however, that

he has not seen fit to adopt that prin-

ciple without reservation. His not

having done so in some measure ap-
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pears to mar the symmetry of Lis

proposed legislation. By the 36th sec-

tion he has provided that grants from
the Crown shall be in fee simple ; but

by section 63 he provides that the

lands of a person dying intestate, ex-

cept lands held in trust (an exception

which appears to the writer a mistake),

shall vest in the administrator "in like

manner as chattels real. " This appears

likely to lead to a confusion of ideas,

and needlessly so. If lands are to be

gi'anted in " fee simple," it is the in-

herent quality of such lands—unless a

new definition is to be given to that

term,—that they should vest in the

heirs of the ownier on his dying intest-

ate. Mr. Mills appears to wish to

bring a sort of hylirid estate into exist-

ence, which, while called "afee simple,"

is not to go to the heir.s, but to the

personal representative. Is there any
necessity to use the terminolog}' of the

feudal system? Why not treat the

mattei- from the standpoint of common
sense, and give to the word " owner-

ship " a legal signification which shall

denote the largest estate a subject can

hold in land; and to theword "owner,"

the signification of a person entitled to

such an estate 1

It has been said that Mr. Mills has

only to some extent accepted the prin-

ciple that the succession to lands and
goods should be the same. He has

not accepted it in its fulness, in that

he proposes that after payment of

debts the residue of the land is to be

transferred by the administrators to

the persons entitled as heirs of the de-

ceased proprietor, instead of his next

of kin. He, moreover, proposes that,

in the case of the owner dying testate,

the land is to vest, not in the execu-

tor, but in the devisee.

Mr. Mills appears to have adopted

the idea of a Bill which has been many
times before the English House of

Commons, and which, in like manner,
proposed to limit the right of the per-

sonal representative to those lands,

only, as to which there is an intestacy.

Fortunately, Mr. Mills can find nearer

home, in the Island of Newfoundland,
an example of the more extended ap-

plication of the principle, which, hav-

ing been tested for over forty years,

is at all events deserving of his thought-

ful consideration. In that Island, in

1834, the succession to goods and lands

in all cases was assimilated, and as the

wi-iter, through the kindness of a
friend, has been enabled to procure
from the leai-ned Chief Justice of New-
foundland, a brief statement as to the
state of the laM" there, both before and
since the assimilation of succession

took place, and his opinion of its opeA,-

tion, he cannot help thinking that its

publication may be of interest, and
that no apology is needed for intro-

ducing it here—merely premising that

the statement was prepared in answer
to a series of questions fi'amed with
the view of drawing forth, as far as pos-

sible, such information on the subject

as appeared likely to be of practical

use in considering the applicability of

the principle to the Province of On-
tario, and the probable objections that

might be suggested against it.

The following is the statement of

the learned Chief Justice above refer-

red to :

—

" Prioi" to the passing of the ' Real

Chattels Act' in 1834 {Con. Stat.

Xeu-foundland, c. 3-5), the law of New-
foundland regarding real property was
in a very indefinite and unsettled

state.

" The law of England was regarded

as wholly unsuitable to a country,

where for a long period under the op-

eration of the Imperial Fishery Acts,

the first occupant in the spring was
entitled to hold for the season that

part of the shore (the only part of the

soil considered of value), of which he
could take possession ; where, until a

comparatively recent period. Crown
grants of land other than mere licen-

ses of occupation would not be made,
and where for several years after the

commencement of the present centmy
no one could build, or even substan-

tially repair, a pennanent dwelling
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without the express permission of the

Ciovernor.

"Accordingly, Chief Justice Reev'es,

in 1 792, held that land and j)lantations

in Newfoundland were nothing more

than chattel interests, and should, in

cases of intestacy, be distributed as

such (Archibald's Digest, 125), and in

1818 the same point was ruled by C.

J. Forbes (see Williams vs. IVilliams,

Select Cases in the Supreme Court of

Newfoundland, 120).
'• The late learned and talented Regis-

trar of our Supreme Court, E. M,
Archibald, observes in his Digest, p.

126, that he never knew or heard of a

claim for dower in the Island, and that,

though the Statute of Frauds had
been held to be in force, a Mall of lands

had not been regarded as invalid for

the want of three witnesses.
'

' On the other hand, later Chief

Justices, (Boulton and Bourne), seem
to have been of opinion, that the laws

of England in relation to lands, were
in force in Newfoundland prior to the

Real Chattels Act, and of this opinion

have been, I think, the majority of the

profession, at least of late yeai's, and
even C. J. Forbes held the Statutes of

Limitation to be a bar both to the

Crown's and a subject's claim to land.

(6'. C. 144, 195,203.)
' To remedy this state of confusion

and imcertainty the Local Legislature,

immediately after the grant of repre-

sentative institutions in Newfound-
land in 1832, passed " the Real
Chattels Act," at fii-st with a proviso

restraining executors and administra-

tors from disposing of land for a long-

er term than one year Mdthout the

consent of the Supreme Court, but
afterwai'ds (this clause being disap-

j)roved of as inconsistent with the

principle of the Bill, by the Colonial

Office,) in its present shape.*

*The Act as it appears in the Con. Statutes of
Newfoundland is as follows

;

" 1 . All lands, tenements and other hereditaments
in Newfoundland and its dependencies which,by the
Common Law, are regarded as real estate, shall in
all Courts of Justice in this Island he held to be
chattels real, and shall go to the executor or ad-

" The Act was quite in accordance
with public opinion and feeling on this

subject, and there is no doubt it was
a wise and salutary measure, particular-

ly suitable to a young country, in

which the complex laws springing

from the feudal system, would seem to

be entirely out of place.

"By one sti'oke it sweptaway primo-

geniture, entails, curtesy, dower and
numerous other incidents of land in

England ; reduced to the condition of

a literary ciuiosity, a large body of •

real property law, and by the substi-

tution of a single and simple tenure

for the comple:!^ titles by which land is

held in the Mother Countiy, it lessened

litigation, and rendered simple and
easy the proof of titles, and the con-

struction of deeds and wills.

" The transfer of land inter vivos is

effected by any MTiting sufficient

under the Statute of Frauds, accom-
panied by registi^ation, as against subr

sequent purchasers and incumbrancers.
Its devolution at death is regulated,

in cases of intestacy by the Statute of

Distributions, and where there is a

will, by the provisions of our Local

Wills Act, which are the same for a

devise of land as for a bequest of

money.
"The Statute of Uses has of course

now no application here, but tiiists of

land are created, moulded and dealt

with as trusts of terms are in England.
" A husband can dispose absolutely,

during coverture, of lands of his wife

not settled to her separate use. Where
there is no such disposition or settle-

ment they remain to the siu'vivor.

"No pubKc inconvenience, so far as

I am aware or have heard, has attended

the abolition of the English law of

ministrator of any person or persons dyinir, seized
or possessed thereof, as other personal estate now
passes to the personal representatives, au}' law,
usagre or custom to the contrary notwithstandinar.

" 2. All rights or claims which have heretofore ac-

crued in respect to any lands or tenements in New-
foimdland and which ha\e not already been adjudi-
cated upon, shall be determined according to the
provisions of the foregoing section ; but nothing
herehi contained shall extend to any right, title, or
claim to any lands, tenements or hereditaments
derived by descent, and reduced into possession
before the 12th day of June, A.D. 1834."
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inheritance. The proviso in the Act
savmg rights reduced into possession,

of the effect of which I have found in

former years a few mstances, but the

operation of which has now substan-

tially ceased from the lapse of time,

efFectually guarded against this evil.

"Apprehensions were at tu-st enter-

tained lest the unlimited power over

lands, given by the Act to personal

representatives, should be attended by
mischievous consequences ; but experi-

ence has shown these fears tohavebeen

gi-oundless, the security given by ad-

ministrators, and the ready interven-

tion of Coiirts of Justice having been

found to be sufficient protection, for

creditors, legatees, and next of kin.

" The administrator and executor

deal with land as with a chattel, the

latter where the claims of creditors

do not intervene, ha^ing, of course,

regard to the dispositions of his testa-

tor, and litigation has, I think, dimin-

ished rather than increased by reason

of their being clothed with this power.
" I am not aware of any inconveni-

ence having been felt by the abolition

in effect of the Statute of Uses. The
abolition of the power of creating en-

tails, has been productive of good

rather than evil, as apart fi-om other

important considerations, it defeats the

desii'e to exercise a lengthened posthu-

mous influence over the disposition of

theii- property to which many testators

are so prone.

"The principle of the Act is, I think,

perfectly understood by the pubUc, and
is regarded with general satisfaction,

as answering the demands of justice,

by placing all the children in cases of

intestacy upon the same footing, and
as facilitating the recoveiy of debts.

"In fine after an intimate and practi-

cal acquaintance with the operation of

this Act for forty years, I can heartily

recommend it as a marked reform in

the law of landed property.

"In Canada circumstancesmay exist

of which I am ignorant which may
render its introduction there imprac-

ticable or inexpedient, but of New-

foundland, it is not too much to say,

that I knoAv of no Act of the Legisla-

ture which has been more extensively

useful.

"My bi'other Judge, Haywood, con-

curs in these observations, which you
can use in any wav vou please.

" (Signed)' H. W. Hoyles.
"St. John's, April 23rd, 1878."

No words the A^iiter can use, can
add anything to the force of the testi-

mony, thus so ably and lucidly given

by the learned Chief Justice, as to the

practical benefits resulting from the

principle of succession embodied in the

Newfoundland Act.

To some people the wTiter may pos-

sibly have seemed to be somewhat
revolutionary in his ideas upon the

subject of the refoi'm of our real pro-

perty law; but it is to be noted that, in

no material respect, has he suggested

any changes save such as have been
already actually tried elsewhere, and
found by practical experience, to be
a marked improvement on our present

system.

The rights of ^vives and husbands
in each other's lands seem of late years

to have taxed all the ingenuity of our

Canadian legislators, and ]\Ii". Mills

is no exception ; he proposes, rightly

enough, to abolish dower, and in lieu

thereof he would provide that " when
a husband dies, irJieilier testate or in-

testate as to any land of which he is /

then owTier in fee simple, leaving a
widow sun'iving him, one-third of

such lands shall descend to her in fee

simple,"' pro%-ided her right is not bar-

red as provided by the Act. And by
the 70th section it would appear that

he intends to exonerate the widow's
share from liability for the delfts of

her deceased husband.

The waiter has ah-eady in a fonner
ai-ticle («) stated the injustice he con-

ceives to exist in placing the -n-idow's

claim for dower pai'amount to the

claims of creditors ; those objections

apply with the same force to Mr.

(a) Canadian Mosthlt, Vol. xii. p. 47S,.
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Mills' proposition. It is ditficiilt to

see on what principle of natural jus-

tice or equity such a proposal is based.

The only ground which suggests itself

to the writer is this, that it may be

said that at a time when the head of

the family is taken away, if the law

allowed the whole of his property to

be taken in satisfaction of his debts,

the widow and children might be left

destitute and become, perhaps, a

charge upon the public ; so, in oi-der

to prevent such a contingency, the

creditors who have been foolish enough

to tiiist the deceased debtor, must
forego their just claims upon one-third

of his lands, which third they could

have made available in his lifetime

—

in orderto provide means for the main-

tenance of the widow of the debtor.

But if this is a just principle, why not

extend it to personal property as well,

and why not give the children of the

debtor also, a provision at the ex})ense

of the creditor % It is even doulitful

on the Bill, as brought in, whether

the widow would not be able to defeat

the rights of mortgagees who had ex-

press charges upon the land. As to

that there ought surely to be no

doubt or question, and the claim of

the wife should, at all events, be lim-

ited to one-thirtl of the land after pay-

ment of all charges actually existing

upon it at the time of her husband's

decease.

Although the Bill provides that the

widow's share in her deceased hus-

band's land shall be free from the

claims of creditors, the right of the

husband in his deceased wife's lands

would appear to be made subject

thereto, but on what principle this

difference is made is not very plain.

It appears to the writer that the Bill

under consideration would be sensibly

shortened, and materially simplified

by the introduction of the provision of

the Newfoundland Act. Sections 51,

52, 53, 54, 63, 64, 69, 70, 113, 114,

and 115 might then be dispensed

with.

In addition to the objections already

stated to the way Mr. Mills proposes

to deal with the question of the share

of the real estate to be allotted to the

widow, or widower, of a deceased own-

ei-, there is the further objection, that it

would seem that he intends that their

respectiA^e interests, shall vest without

the intervention of the personal re-

presentative, and this objection applies

equally to lands devised, and lands

held in trust.

With regard to trust estates, it would

appear that they are not to pass to the

})ersonal representative, in any case,

so that where there is a sole trustee it

would seem that the trust estate wovild

pass under the 38 Vic, c. 49 (D), to

the heirs at law of the trustee, as de-

fined by that Act, and thus it might

happen that on the death of the trustee

the trust estate would liecome vested

in half a dozen or more infant chil-

dren, than which nothing could well

be more inconvenient. Surely there

can be no doubt that it would be

far better that a tiiist estate should

pass to the personal representative,

who is almost always a person sui

juris, and capable of representing the

trust estate, than that it should go to

infants, involving as it does a law-suit

to get the estate out of them again.

By permitting land devised, to vest

at once in the devisee, without coming

through the personal i-epresentative,

how is the devisee to satisfy any one

dealing with him, that his devisor's

debts have been paid"? Undei'the New-
foundland Act it would seem that the

executor must assent to the deA'ise in

the same way that he does to a bequest

of personalty before the title of the

devisee is confirmed, and this seems to

be the correct principle and at once

obviates all enquiry as to whether or

not the land devised, is subject to debts.

The transmission of property by
death, under such a system, ceases to

create any difficulty in the title. On
the death of the owner, the whole of

his property, real and personal, vests

in the same person ; a person em-

powered by law to administer it—-such
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of it as is necessary to apply iii pay-

ment of debts is so applied, and what
remains is distributed by proper trans-

fer from the personal representative

among the devisees or legatees in the

case of their being a disposition by
will, and in the case of intestacy,

among the next of kin according to

the Statute of Distribution.

The more the subject is considered,

the more plainly ap2)arent must it be,

that this latter system is in accord-

ance with common sense and best calcu-

lated to secure both simplicity of title,

and at the same time the proper ap-

plication of the estates of deceased

debtors.

Mr. Mills, in addition to providing

for the registration of titles and the

succession to real estate, has also in-

troduced into his Bill some useful pro-

Adsions, facilitating the realization of

mortgage debts, also for the ejectment

of persons wrongfully holding posses-

sion of lands, and for enabling tenants

in common and others to obtain par-

tition. If the personal representative

were empowered to deal with the real

estate as fully as he is in Newfoiind-

land, he would then have power to

make partition, and that would in a

great many cases, be found a simpler

and much more eflective way of secur-

ing the division of pi-operty amongst
several persons claiming as next of

kin of a deceased person, than that

pi-ovided by the Act, besides being

much less expensive.

Mr. ISIills' Land BiU has failed to

become law duxing the recent session,

but it is to be hoped that it will not

be lost sight of in the future, and al-

though in its present shape it may
not he all that could be wished, nor

as beneficial as the writer ventiu-es to

thmk it might be made—at the same
time it is so manifestly a step in the

right direction that the future inhabi-

tants of the Korth-West will, even if

the actual legislation should go no
further than at present proposed, have
just reasoii to thank the learned gentle-

man foi' his laljours in their behalf.

SONNET.

A QUIET valley by green hills surrounded

—

Our friends, the brooks with willows overhung
;

By these gi'een hills and the blue sky was bounded
Our little world, when you and I were young.

What tales were told us and what songs were sung.

What dreams we dreamed, and what wild hopes we nurst

;

On the far slopes to sight what castles sprung,

Ajid through the clouds what glorious visions burst

!

—As time rolled on our world grew wider,

I railed at fortune then—but can I chide her 1

For you, oh friend, no doubt 'twere better so,

For what have I met since, but pain and son*ow,

Grief for the past, and doubt about the morrow !

H. L. Spencer.
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YACKERBENDERKELLIE.

A NIGHT IX THE JUNGLE OP CENTRAL INDIA.

BY ALFRED HARVEY.

At an accidental meeting of a number of military men in the " far west," the follow-
ing among other stories, was related by a gentleman who vouched for the 'truth of the
facts.

^1 ^HE end of the year 1862, found
-•» me a " galloper," otherwise, an
aid-de-camp to General M——, com-
manding at Mhow, Indore, Central

India.

The wet monsoon had set in, and
that dreary condition of deluge existed

everywhere to such a degi-ee, that

every man stuck to his bungalow as a

snail does to its shell. The cattle-tracks,

whicli, by courtesy, are called native

roads, wei'e mere bogs in which any liv-

ing thing heaviei' afoot than a snipe,

stood the best chance in the world of

suffocation, and even the government
highway was so barely passable, that

all travel over it save that which was
absolutely necessary, had long since

ceased. It was at this period that I

was ordered with a batch of dispatches

to Sir H M , British resident

at Mai'ajah, Holkao, some 15 or 20
miles from Mhow.

I started, after the sweeping denun-

ciation of the service, appropriate to

the occasion, at as rapid a gait as my
staunch little Arab mare would carry

me. My constant companion, a mag-
nificent man-hunting blood-hound,

which had come into my possession at

an assault on the slave pens at the

Granite Needle, on the West Coast of

Africa, some years previously, trotted

by my side, shai'ing with me the bene-

fit of the shower of mud which my
horse dashed up at every swashing step.

My temper was not improved by
the wild wind which sw^ept my cloak

aside, allowins; the rain to soak thro'

the stout uniform which I wore, and
I felt rather savage, as I thought of
the snug warm room and the well-sup-

plied table the other fellows were
nursing at the moment. I could al-

most snifi' the fragrance of the brandy
pawnee, and the pungent odour of the
cigars, and as the darkness gathered
closer and the bank of dense black
clouds worked higher and liigher in

the sullen sky, I urged my mare to

constantly increasing speed, cursing
my luck as we went.

What with bad temper and thought-
lessness combined, I puslied the poor
beast too hard, and between the hea\y
road and the speed at which we had
been going, I felt her pace break and
her flanks throb between my knees.

It was now quite dark as fai- as any
remnant of the day was concerned,

and I pulled her up a trifle, keeping on
at a smart canter, guided by the light-

ning in whose vivid and almost continu-

ous light, I could see the streaming-

road stretching away liefore me like a
river. Occasionally I called to the

dog, for in the solitary night the deep
bark with which he always answered
me was more than good company.

" Cheer up, old girl," I said, pat-

ting the mare's wet neck, as the fami-

liar white ten mile post flitted by us

like a storm troubled ghost, " a short

hour more and our night's work is

over." She whinnied a reply and the

instant after stumVjled, going down
upon her knees, and shooting me, un-

prepai'ed as I was for such a movement,
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straiglit over her ears. I dived deep

into the mire, which fortunately, how-
ever, j^added the road sufficiently to

save my bones. Brushing the mud
from my eyes as quickly as jiossible

and scraping the thick coating of it

from my bleeding face, I hastened to

examine my fallen horse. I found
that she had swerved a little from the

beaten track, and set her off foreleg in

an ant hill, badly l)reaking the leg

above the joint. There was nothing
for me to do but put an end to her
misery with a pistol ball, which I has-

tened to do immediately. Pitching
my saddle into the liushes by the road-

side, I set out to tramp the remaining
ten miles, to the Residency.

" Horse dead, uniform in rags, face

looking as if I had been kissing a red
hot gridiron, a pretty figure I cut for

a Residency bungalow,'" I soliloquized,

as I floundered through the deep
mire. •' D the service, being cash-

iered is a joke to this." To add to

my misery the lightning ceased with a
suddenness, which ever}' student of

East Indian storms will have noticed,

leaving me in utter darkness.

What was to be done, it was quite
as imjjossible for me to spend the night
on the road, as it was to advance or
retreat through the cimmerian gloom
without a guide.

As a last resort, although with faint

hope of a response, I emptied two
chambers of my i-evolver in the air.

The wind swooped down upon me
from the right of the road bringing, as
I fancied, mingled with the sound of
rushing rain and rustling foliage, the
sound of a faint " hallo." I fired again.

This time the sound was unmistak-
able. Faint, not so much from dis-

tance as from the nameless noise of the
wind and rain, but clear and silveiy,

almost like the call of a woman. . At
the same time a light twinkled through
the bushes which fringed the road,
and iilunging towards it, I found my-
self in a narrow ])ath, down which!
pushed, shouting with all my might.
Suddenly the brush ended, and I stood

looking over a Ijlank black void, in

which no distinction between earth

and sky could he traced, at the light

which had attracted my attention. It

was not a bright light, Vjvit rather a
singular, unearthly glow, full of strange

gleanls of fantastic colour, like the glow-
ing gases over a retort of melting brass.

A formless mass of fire, a lambent
flame quivering with some approach to

life, swaying and })ulsing into misty
figures, shapeless, yet suggestive of

form, the whole body of light confined

within a square black space, as if a
rainbow had been cut in the chaos of

gloom.

Urgent as my need of shelter was,

there was something so extraordinary^

in this strange beacon, set like a gigan-

tic fen-fire—a coloured Jack O'Lantern
in the A'elvety blackness of the night,

that I hesitated, and half turned back
before it. Then ashamed of my weak-
ness, I emptied the last chamber of

my revolver, and listened.

The hallo came again. Clear, me-
lodious, yet, like all else about the spot,

unearthly, a part and parcel, in its

weird sweetness, of tlie ghostly beauty
of the pulsive light. It was undoubt-
edly the voice of a woman.
"Thank God it is a voice," I said,

as the muffled echoes of my answering
cry died away into the storm. " Now
for a shelter at all events."

With the light for a guide, I made a

few steps forward, heaixl a fierce

growl behind me, and felt myself seized

by the leg with such violence, that the

teeth of the animal which had fasten-

ed on me, penetrated my stout riding

boot. At the same instant, a tre-

mendous crash of thundercame, quickly
followed by a flash of lightning, so

vivid, that I could distinguish every

sharp feature in the fronds of a row
of palms, which crested the summit of

a distant hill. For a moment all the

heavens glowed like a sheet of white

hot steel.

In that glow I saw at my very feet,

so close, that the convulsive move-

ment which I made in my horror sent
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a stone plunging with a responsive

echo into a black chasm, a rift in the

level plateau, on which I could dis-

tinguish the splintered columns and
mutilated idols, of what had once

been a native temple, now a mass of

ruins amid long grass and thick, rank
weeds.

The light by which I saw this,

perished as suddenly as it had been

born. Xot daring to move, I waited,

quivering in every nerve, for another

flash, when I felt the massive head
of my dog, rubbing against my cold

hands. It was the sagacity of the

faithful animal, which saved me on
the brink of that terrible death.

I grasped the dog's head firmly ; in

the unutterable horror which froze me
to the very marrow, I would have
welcomed a cobra to my breast, for

the sake of the life which animated it.

My light had disappeared with the

lightning, all sound had died away
with the thunder, even the wind held

its breath and the rain fell silently

with a hot heavy touch like the falling

of drops of blood. The gloom was
suffocating in its intensity. In the

ebony-like darkness my optic neiwes

became as the conductors of an elec-

tric battery, and sparks of pale fire

danced before me, every one of which,

was in its mii^utest detail, a pigmy
reproduction of the flaming spirit form,

from which the ^"oice had issued. An-
other minute and I would have gone
raving mad.

It was another flash of lightning

saved me. Less vivid and prolonged

than the last it still endured suflicient-

ly long to enable me to note that the

chasm ended a short distance to my
right, and that a broad Itut neglected

path, led from it up a low hillock, to a

European bungalow, with its com-
pound rank with untrimmed vegeta-

tion. Scarcely knowing what I did, I

bounded forward, beat the gate down
i

from its rotting post, tore through the
|

trailing shrubbery, and threw myself '

panting and exhausted, upon the !

broad veranda, ckitching the grass I

that grew in tufts in the interstices of

the sagging plants, and feeling the

rain beat in on me in fierce gusts, as

I would have felt the faint light

breeze from my punkalo, on a June
afternoon.

My weakness was, I fancy, now of

brief duration. I say I fancy, for I

might as well remark here that from
the moment I first saw the light, I

lost all count of time. I am not a

coward, physically or morally, and
once in contact with the evidence of

human existence, all my fright rapid-

ly passed away, my muscles relieved

of the tension of terror, relaxed, my
nerves found relief in rest, and I

began to reason with myself, in no
little disgust, at what I now consi-

dered an absurd and disgraceful weak-
ness, from a fever-tempered blood and
a brain excited by unusual events and
stUTOundings, into that condition of

excessive irritation, in which a mole-

hill of fact becomes a mountain of

fancy, and one sees phantoms in the

sunlight and hears voices where no
voices are.

" What an idiot I am," I thought,

as I scrambled to my feet, and worked
my stifi" joints into pliability again

by a few rapid turns up and down the

long veranda. " One might fancy I was
suffering from a delirium. I see lights,

hear voices, and get frightened as

easily as a woman. The chances are

that the place is deserted, it certainly

looks like it. But, at all events, I'll

get in-doors for the night.

"

Advancing to the central door of the

bungalow, I applied my foot vigorously

to the mouldy, ant-eaten wood, and,

with little difliculty, forced an en-

trance into the interior. The place, to

all appearance, had for its sole occu-

pants rats, mice, roaches, kc, tire,

and with the faint light from a lucifer

I could see them scudding away in all

directions. Hastily collecting some
wood, I soon, by the light of roaring

fire, was able to view the quarters to

which chance or fate had consigned
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I found mj-self hi a large and lofty

room, which had evidently been von-
\

used for some length of time, but had
at some period been occupied by per-

sons of taste and refinement. On the

plastered walls were the remains of

what had once been silken hangings,

but which were now reduced to shreds

and tatters by the combined attacks of

ants and other creeping things, while,

scattered about the room in dire con-

fusion, were pictures, bric-a-brac, and
other chaste ornaments not often seen

in an up-countiy bungalow.

What can this mean 1 I muttered,

a bungalow so near- the highway,

deserted, as from all ajjpearances it

has been for years, is strange, to say

the least of it. I will see if there be

anything in the other rooms which

may help to solve the mystery, and,

converting the leg of a table into a

torch, with my dog by my side, I ex-

plored, one by one, the rooms of the

deserted domicile, but without success

;

I retui-ned to the apartment I had
first entered as ignorant as when I left

it. Above, in the ceiling of the room
in which I had installed myself, was, ap-

parently, the abode of snakes, rats and
other noxious creatures. A strange

iiimbling sound was heard, as the

rats scampered about with loud, pat-

tering feet. The combined effect of

noise within and storm withovit was
annoying in the extreme, Vjut at last

nature came to my assistance, and my
tired eyes were closed in sleep. How
long I slept I know not, but I was
awakened by my dog, who lay crouch-

ing by my side, his whole body shaking

as if in an ague fit.

The storm had ceased, and the yel-

low moonlight was streaming through

the open door, making ever}- object

appear as clear as if seen by the light

of day ; bidding my dog lie quiet,

I tvirned over, intending to resume

my disturbed slumbers. As I turned,

my eyes met those of a woman, who
was standing by the open doorway.

She was tall and magnificently form-

ed, and dressed in a small close upper

garment, partially open at the front,

tightly fitted over the shoulders and
ending above the waist, of a bright

gold colour and sparkling with gems
—showing minutely her form.

The face and features were of great

beauty, but in her black velvety eyes

there was a fierce vindictive look,

curiously mingled with one of agony

and terror, a look such as a face wears

when struggling between two passions

of hate and fear.

Her lijjs moved as if she was speak-

ing rapidly, but no sound reached my
ears.

I attempted to speak, but my par-

ched tongue refused its office ; a cold

moisturegathered in thick heavy drops

upon my brow. My whole body
trembled with the intensity of my
emotion. A terror took possession of

my senses, such as I had never before

experienced, even when facing the

Russian guns, or in a hand to hand
encounter against heavy odds.

There was something horribly weii'd

and unnatural about this strange wo-

man, and I was paralyzed with horror

at seeing her lips move so ra[>idly

without producing any sound.

She moved a step nearer, and I saw

a hideous triangular gash extending

from the ear to the shoulder, upon
which the blood was clotted in a thick

black crust, the wound almost sever-

ing the head from the body.

She now retreated towards the door,

where she paused a moment and beck-

oned me to follow her.

How I gained my legs I know not,

but with magnetic influence her eyes,

drew me as a magnet does a needle.

As I advanced within a few paces.

I noticed that a strong, and sickly

corpse-like odour, emanated from the

being, who with imperious hand beck-

I

oned me out into the moonlight. She

moved backwards with a sort of glid-

ing motion, with her great black eyes

steadily fixed upon mine. The many
noises incident to a tropical night,

sounded around me as I followed close

upon her track. Great bats and owls.
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flapped past, almost brushing mewitli

their slimy wings, the night hawk
uttered its dismal note, and was
answered back from the jungle by the

laughing cries of the restless jackal
;

my dog too, eveiy now and then,

howled mournfully.

This ghoul, or spirit from another

land, I know not what to call her, led

me on unresistingly till she i-eached

the brink of a dark murky chasm,

when she paused and stretched out

her hand toward me. For half a se-

cond her eyes left mine and in that

brief space of time I recognized my
peril. I hastily threw myself face

downwards and gi-asped the rugged

edge of the precipice. With a low

wailing cry of disappointment, the

woman launched herself into the

abyss, and vanished from my sight.

It was some time l)efore my nerves

recovered the shock they had received,

and I was able to drag my weary limbs

away from this fell spot.

Dawn was just breaking as I reached

the part of the highway, from which I

had turned the previous night, and I

had not got far on my way to the Re-
sidency, ere I wasovertaken by a party

of brother oflicers, who had set off in

search of me. My dead horse had
been found on the road, by some na-

tive water-carriers the previous night,

and they had reported the fact at

headquarters.

For weeks 1 was so utterly unstrung
and unnerved by what I had gone
thro' on that awful night, and by fear

of ridicule, that I was unable to enter

into any explicit detail of the aflair.

At last, however, I could bear it no
longer, and so took General M
into my confidence and related to him
everything that had occurred, even at

the risk of being laughed at.

" Very strange," muttered the Gen-
eral, as I finished my narrati^-e, "that

bungalow used to be occupied by a

man, when I came to the station seven

yeai'S ago, of whom no one knew any-

thing except that he had with him as

pretty a native woman as I ever saw
—they suddenly disappeared, how-
ever, the man leaving instructions

that the place was to be left undis-

turbed until his return. I will send

up a party to look about the place to-

mon*ow.

"

The following day some coolies

were sent up to search the bungalow
and ravine. They found at the bottom

of the chasm the body of a woman,
the flesh being shrivelled and dried up
like that of a mummy.
Some years afterwards it came to

my knowledge that a man, who was
about being executed for a barbarous

murder committed in Bombay, con-

fessed before execution, that years be-

fore in a frenzy of jealousy, he had
slain, his native mistress in that lonely

bungalow, and had afterwards thrown
the body into the ravine.

The natives, ever since the finding

of the body, have called the spot

Yackerbenderkellie — the vengeance
seeker.
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OUR FOREST TREES.

BY MRS. TRAILL.

IiS" tlie brief outline which I propose

to give of the native forest trees

of Canada, the pine seems naturally

to claim preeminence, both on account

of its noble growth and its great value

as a source of wealth to the Province,

whether we regard it in a commercial

})oint of view or as a means for afford-

ing employment to a large portion of

the industrial classes, especially the

habitans of Lower Canada. It would
require the knowledge of a practical

merchant to enumerate the value of

our pine forests when summed up in

all its de^iartments. Some idea may
be formed of the importance of this

branch of ti-ade by even a casual

glance at the vast piles of })ine boards

and timbers, laths and shingles that are

ready at every port along the St. Law-
rence and the great lakes, to freight the

vessels that are waiting to l)ear off the

ever accumulating mass to the des-

tined markets—east and west, to Eng-
land or the United States, to distant

islands and foreign lands, our noble

trees, in the form of lumber, find their

way. It would be a curious history

could we follow one of our grand old

forest pines from its first development
in the backwoods—a tiny slender

thing, of a few thready-spiney leaves

—to its towering height and pillar-

like gi-andeur, lifting its dark plumy
head above its compeers, diinking in

the light and rains of heaven, to the

time when it measures its giant length

upon the ground, brought low by the

axe of the sturdy chopper. It would
be vain to follow out the destiny even

of one such mighty pine, or to weave
.a romantic .history of its voyagings.

its wanderings, and its uses. So, leav
ing the imaginary, we will take up
again the sober thread of our sub-

ject.

Extensive as is the reign of the pine
tribe in this country of woods and
forests, forming a large proportion of

the native trees, it has probably at

some more distant period occupied a
still further range than it now does.

In the hardwood lands—where the

largest pine trees are now found grow-
ing, singly or in isolated groups, from
three or four to perhaps a small group
—the resinous substance commonly
known as fat jmie is found in larger

quantities and in finer quality than
that on the })ine ridges where the trees

are more abundant. This fat pine is

the residue of concentrated resinous

knots, and roots, where the mighty
trunks of which they formed a part

have long since crumbled into dust,

where oaks, and beech, and maples,

in every stage of growth, from the

hoaiy tree in extreme old age to the

tiny seedling, occupy the soil where
once those giant pines grew and flour-

ished. The decay of the pine is a slow

process—more than a century, per-

haps two or three, must have passed

over before one of the massive trunks

to which those knots and roots belong-

ed would have become so completely

decomposed as to leave no trace behind

excepting these almost imperishable

portions. Some of the pieces of fat

pine ai'e so saturated with the oils

and resinovis secretions as to assume

somewhat the colour and fragrance of

fat amber, an article that is often

found in small nodules and water-
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washed fragments on the beaches on the '

eastern sliores -of England.

The forced marches of civili;;ation

have wi-ought such wondrous and
rapid elianges in what used to be the

backwoods of Canada forty years ago,

that now it seems almost a thing of

the past to write about or to speak

of such matters. The A\Titer recalls

to mind the old time when in early '\

spring the waters of the still lake,

with its dark pine-clad shores used to

be enlivened with the canoes and
skiffs of the fishei', stealing out from
the little bays and coves, with the red

glare of the fat-pine all ablaze, casting

its stream of light upon the dark sur-

face of the waters, from the open-

gi-ated iron basket or jack, as it was
called, laised at one end of the little

vessel on a tall pole. In those days
the lakes and inland waters swarmed
with fish, which formed one of the

resources for the table of the back-

woods settler. But now, the sawmills

and saw-logs, the pine-bark and the

saw-dust have driven away the tish

by rendering the waters unhealthy
and ])oisonous, and the game laws
have told haid upon the poor Indian
also. The little fishing skiff, the

lighted jack and the fish-spear, like

the natives, are passing away.

The pine-knots still however have
their u.ses in lighting up the caboose

fires on the lumber rafts, and, may be,

in the far backwoods shanty. The
settler's wife still performs her even-

ing tasks of sewing and knitting by
the blaze of the pine roots and knots
which the younger children have col-

lected before the wintry snow has
hidden them away under its cold,

fleecy covering.

There are still lingering among
some of the older settlers those who

,

can recall to mind the timewhen lamps
and candles were hard to obtain, and
the evening liglit was supplied V)y these

homely gleanings from the forest. I
j

have seen a cheerful cii'cle gathered
|

rovmd the wide hearth so lighted up.

The little ones shared the ruirs of

bear and wolf skin with the favoured

hound and shaggy retriever, while the

glancing light fell on the swiftly plied

knitting needles of the mother and
elder sisters, and the father sat quietly

enjoying the cheerful scene, and rest

fi'om a day of manly toil, or superin-

tending some rustic work of his sons.

Nor was there any want of pleasant

talk or memories and tales of better

days, to entertain iis as we sat listen-

ing in that log-house by the light of

the pine-knots. All, well I if those

days of the old pioneers in the back-

woods had their privations, they also

had their jdeasures ; they remain as

way-mal-ks on the journey of life, and
are not without their use.

Tlie white pine generally occupies

the ridges of light land above the

shores of lakes and streams, rejecting

the low alluvial flats and swampy
ground. In wettish soil, such as old

beaver meadows, the tree becomes

gnarled, and knotty and misshapen,

throwing out many rugged, twisted

branches and is utterly useless as

timljer.

On casting your eye along the bor-

der land of any of our inland waters

a distinct series of vegetable j^roduc-

tions may be noted, each belt distin-

guished from the other.

1 St. Thenwe perceive on the ground

nearest to the water, rooted in the deep

alluvial soil, dwarf willows of several

kinds, the red-barked cornel, black al-

der, winter l)erries (known also as

pigeon berries, high-l)ush cranberries

(American guelder-rose), sallow pop-

lars, and some kinds of ha'\\-thorn
;

and wi-eathing these in leafv^-tangled

masses, the frost and fox gi'ape vines.

Then come cedai's, black ash, the fi-a-

gi-ant tacamahac (V^alsam poplar), and

balsam fir. These moisture-loving

trees fill wp the lower range. The
stately white pine towering above

takes the higher ground, often in

a continuous belt, while the deci-

duous, or hardwood trees, which

seem ever pressing onward, take the

tableland—a Benjamin's portion

—
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seemiiig ever bent on encroaching on

the piue limits, fulfilling their great

mission, that of prepai-ing for man a

more fertile soil, better suited for the

operations of his hands and the growth

of the life-supporting cereals. The de-

composition of the leaves, bark, and

woody tibre of the oak, bass-wood,

beech, maple, cherry, and other de-

ciduous trees, is in Gods kind provi-

dence a source of fertility, of the

blessings of which man is ultimately

the reci})ient. Yet he that receives

the gift is often unmindful of the way
in which for unnumbered ages it has

j

been preparing for him, by agents ap-

pointed for the work. These uncon-

scious labourers have silently been

fulfilling the will of Him " who com-

mandeth and it is done."
jA noble object is one of our stately I

forest pines rising in one uninterrupted

column. The grander to the eye as it

measiires it, for the very simplicity of

its outline, and we repeat with the

jioet

:

" Than a tree -a grander child earth bears not."

Looking upwards, the eye follows

its massy shaft rising in solitary ma-
jesty—"fit mast for some high Ad-
miral ;

" and such its proViable destiny

if chancing to grow in the vicinity of

lake or river's shore it come within

the ken of some adventurous lumber-

man (your Jean Baptiste has a spe-

cially keen eye for a good stick of tim-

ber), its fate is sealed.

Soon the lonely echoes of the forest

are ringing with the blows of the

sturdy axeman on the devoted trunk

—and many a vigorous V)low is struck

before that forest giant inclines its

dark-plumed head, and with a rending

crash, measures its length upon the

groaning and trembling earth.

Tlie height of one of these large

pines varies from a hundred to a

hundred and fifty feet in height, and
occasionally reaches a higher altitude.

A lumberman told me that he had

cut nine saw-logs, each measuring

twelve feet in length from one pine.

besides, leaving the butt end in the

ground, four feet high.

Yet even a tree of this size sinks

into insignificance when compared with

tilt- pines of Oregon and California.

The Wellingtonia gigantea which
reaches the enormous height of two
hundred and fifty feet, three hundred,

and even nearly four hundred feet.

Or the gigantic auracarias of the an-

cient world.

The roots of the pine do not strike

so deeply into the ground as you might
suppose, but send them more horizon-

tally along almost on the surface. Tliis

one circumstance accounts for the fre-

quent sight of upturned trees of great

size. The feathery- heads of the pine

rise on an average fifty feet above the

tops of the tallest hardwood trees. In

the rich and generous soil of the beech,

and maple woods, the pine attains its

greatest bulk and height. There,

straight, tall and robust it looks in-

deed the monarch of the woods, un-

equalled even by the stately oak so

often called the king of trees.

When growing in open gi-ound as

on some of our plains-land where the

soil is light, the pine develops an
abundance of lateral branches and a

bushy head which gives it so different

an a})pearance, that you might be in-

clined to regard it as a distinct species

quite unlike the pine of the forest.

These branching feathery pines scar-

cely attain to any gi-eat size and are

very handsome objects with their dark

evergi-een boughs clothing the stem

even to the gi-ound, 1)ut they are only

useful for ornament in the landscape.

As timber they are worthless for

building purposes.

In the dense forest it is not till it

has surmounted the tops of the ad-

jacent trees which have hitherto dis-

puted its right to a fair share of air

and light that the pine is able to de-

velop its branches. Up to this period

of its life its course has been up-

wards, always upwards—its branches

few and weak and but scantily clothed

' with leaves, scarcely give promise for
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its glorious futui-e—it has had to work
its way under many difficulties, but

having once obtained access to freer

air and sunshine, it increases in growth
rapidly. The comparative height of

the pine may be seen at a glance by
casting your eye along the dark line

that divides them from the hardwood
trees. They stand in serried ranks,

their arms extending on either side in

a horizontal direction like an army
drawn up in line. Each whorl of

branches answers for a year's growth.

The usual way in which the age of a

tree is ascertained is l)y counting the

rings of wood, each ring counting for

a year, but this is not a perfectly ac-

curate method, as in its early infancy

these woody de})osits cannot be ascer-

tained, and a time may come Avhen the

tree having attained to its perfect

maturity may continue to exist as a

tree, long after its vital functions

have ceased to add to its yeai-ly sub-

stance. There is another way in

which we may approach to the know-
ledge of the tree's age. This is by
counting the whorls of branches which
are added year by year till it has

attained its full meridian height, and
the leaves deepen in colour till about
the beginning of July when they have
reached their usual size. This growth
of leaves endvires the intense cold of

winter, but as the frost intensifies they

lose theii- verdure and acquire a som-
bre blackish hue. A perceptible

change has come over the evergreens,

even these hardy natives of the forest

seem to mourn the absence of the

warm sunbeams, and to be sensible of

the iron rigours of a Canadian winter.

in April the rising of the sap is

felt in every branch, fresh energ}^ per-

vades the tree in every part. A cleep

refreshing greenness enlivens the dark
dull foliage, and the pine tribe, re-

touched by the breath of returning

spiing stands forth in renewed beauty
long before the bare, leafless trees of

the forest have put forth one single

green bud. The new gro^\-th of the

yearly shoots does not take place till

the month of ]\Iay ; it is Ijut the re-

freshing and I'etinting of the old leaves

that comes to cheer our eves thus
early in the season; and as we look

upon their lich verdure we call to

memory those sweet lines in Mrs.
Hemans' Voice of Spring, so familiar

and so descriptive of our pine woods

:

" I have looked on the hills of the stormy North,
And the larch has hung all his tassels forth,

The pine ha,s a fringe of softer green.
And the earth looks bright where my steps have

been."

The cone of the white pine appears
about the same time as the new shoots,

but below the wood of the foi-mer

year's branch, they are narrow, curved
of a deep or rather bluish green, soft

and leathery, slightly pointed, and often

covered with clear drops of turpentine,

which Ijecomes white and hardened in

the course of the year. The winged
seed lies at the base of each scale, im-

bedded in the leathery covering, care-

fully secured from injury during its

embryo state. The ripened seeds form
the food of a large number, both of

our birds and smaller animals. The
seedling pine is a pi-etty, tiny, tufted

thing, with a slender stem, and a num-
ber of dark green needle-like leaves.

Look at this }iigmy, can it be the or-

iginal of yonder stately tree 1 And
yet it's so. Every year a new set of

shoots spring fi-om a conical scaly

head at the top of the main central

stem of the former year's gTO^^-th.

From this head are developed from
five to seven straight upiight shoots ;

of these the middle one is the longest

and strongest, and forms the leader
;

sometimes accident, as wind or frost,

as in ice storms, injures this central

shoot, and two of the nearest and
stoutest take its place, so that a double
crown is formed.

After a little while the scales that

had protected the young spiney leaves

fall away,* leaving the leaves in clus-

* These enveloping b^o^vn scales are considered by
botanists to be the original, but effete leaves of the
pine ; the needle-like spiney leaves that they have
nursed and cherished, are a secondary growth ; each
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ters of fives, clotliin g the fibrous

woody stems of the new growth which

hardens as the season advances. The

leaves deepen in colour, and by the

latter end of June and July the cones

begin to form in the older trees.

* The yearly gi-owth of the new

pine shoots measures from eighteen

inches to full two feet, in a healthy

free-growing young tree ; but in the

dense forest the length of the main

shoots are still longer. The bark of

the pine for many years remains

smooth and green. As the trunk in-

creases from within, rifts in the sur-

face, near the roots, begin to appear,

increasing year after year as the tree

comes to maturity. The bark has

roughened and divided into rugged

masses, deeply channelled somewhat
lozenge-wise, becoming of a whitish

grey without, but of a deep, brick-red .

within, lying in thin layers one upon
the other. In the red pine the bark

exfoliates, and is thrown oft' in shell-

like plates in the older trees. In very

old pines, the bark thickens to the

depth of some inches. Withiii this

crust various flies deposit their eggs

—

each trunk containing a world in it-

self of insect life.

The great red-headed woodpecker,

with others of the tribe, attack these

trees ; instinct teaches them where

they may find the hidden food in the

greatest abundance.

From early dawn till sunset calls

them to their rest, the forest resounds

with their noisy labour, tapping, rap-

ping, rending, till large sheets of bark

already loosened by the worms be-

neath, strew the ground in broken frag-

ments while the tree, naked and bare

and desolate, stands among its fellows

with death and decay stamped upon its

pillar-like trunk. It is a curious sight

that stately column all gi'aven as with

some curious grooving tool in a thou-

ormation has an important part to pla}' in promot-
ing the growth and welfare of the tree.

* Tlie age of a pine tree, till it reaches its meri-
dian height, has been recl^oned at a period of from
one hundred to one hundred and fifty years. This,
as regards its upward growth ; but this does not in-
clude the full duration of the tree while living.

sand fanciful devices—some like a

rare intaglio all deeply cut in curved

and wavy lines, as by some cunning

hand, the tracery varying in length,

and depth, and breadth according to

the size and nature of the iaisect la-

bourer. There are some forming the

most delicate and elaborate lace pat-

terns, others as if an attempt had been

made to imitate the stem and bi-anches

of a tree. These things are the work of

the borers and sawyers.

The inmates of a new log house or

shanty in the bush are often startled

by the curious sounds that arise dur-

ing the still hours of the night, for it

is then that they are chiefly noticed,

and the wakefvil good-wife wonders
what can cause the monotonous creak-

ing, rasping noise that .she hears for

hours together, or what has made
those heaps of fine sawdust lying on

the cleanly swej^it floor below the un-

barked walls of her cabin. These

sounds and these heaps of sawdust

ai-e the work of the indefatigalde saw-

yers enlarging their domiciles within

the bark of the pine logs.

These sa^vyers are large flat-bodied

worms of a yellowish colour, with red

noses and strong forceps ; the upper

part of the creature's body is broader

than the lower, which is composed

of many flexible rings. The surface

of the body is rough and adheres to

the finger when you touch the skin.

The creaking sound is produced by
the animal drawing the body up and

down and causing an abrasion of the

wood as if Ijy the action of a file.

These insects are among the countless

hosts that make their dwelling in the

forest trees and bring them to destinic-

tion by slow but certain steps.

" In the pine forests of the Southern

States," says Nuttall " thousands of

acres of trees have been destroyed by
insects in then* dormant state, some
not bigger that a gi'ain of rice."

The woodpeckers, which have borne

the charge of destroying the trees in

search of these worms, only attack

those in which these insidious ene-
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mies have already destroyed their

vitality. In the bark of the healthy

tree the bird finds nothing to repay

his labour—let us give the woodpecker

due credit for his sagacity.

" In all labour there is profit," says

the wise king, and, depend upon it,

the woodpecker does not spend his

hard work for nought.

Though the pine tribe, with the ex-

ception of the larch, which is decidu-

ous, does not lose the foliage of the

spring at the time the hardwood trees

cast their leaves, yet they too throw
off their leaves, but it is of former

years, some say the leaves of three

years age—certain it is, that no sooner

has the increase of the present year

ceased than a gi-advial fall of leaves be-

gins to take place silently and imper-

ceptibly all through the last summer
months.- And so on to the fall, the dead
and useless foliage drops to the earth

till a deep carpet of the pale, golden,,

thready leaves is strewed beneath the
tree, on which the foot of the passer
by may fall unheard, as if shod vdih
velvet shoes.

How beautiful, liow grand are tJiose

old pine woods ! The deep silence that

pervades them ! How solemn the
soul feels—as if alone with the great

Creator, whose mighty pei-son is

shadowed dimly forth in His works

!

There is music, too—deep, grand,

solemn music—when the wind is

abroad, and sweeps the tops of those

mighty crested pillars above you ; in

softer, lower cadences it toviches those

tender harp-strings, or swells ^vith

loftier sound in one grand hymn of

praise.

It seems as if one could never ex-

haust the subject, so much might yet
be written on the pines of oiir own
Canadian forests.

ROUKL> THE TABLE.

ANONYMOUS letters are suffici-

ently amioying, but not calculat-

ed to haiTOw up the feelings like an an-

nouncement of this kind, which ap-

pears as an advertisement in the

Globe

:

—
A GENTLEMAN WHO IS PESTERED WITH
1\. the too frequent visits of his friends takes
this method of requesting they will not call in future
unless iu\ited. VERBUM SAP.

Who is the gentleman 1 is the question
which rises up and stares the reader
menacingly in the face. Perhaps he
is one of my friends

;
perhaps, horri-

ble thought, I am one of his friends,

and am included in those to whom the-

notice is directed. I go over the list

of my acquamtances and tiy to fix on
the one. Have I been boring any one-

with too frequent visits? No, no.

Yes, there's the Smiths—pshaw ! The
gii-ls like my visits well enough, and
the old man is not the one to rush
into print in that mysterious manner.
When he concludes to stop my visits

he will abruptly tell me to keep out

of his house ; that's the kind of man
he is. Could it be Jones 1 Well,,

hardly, although I feel conscious of

having called for a chat with his
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pretty and interesting wife oftener

than the average husband conld rea-

sonably be expected to like. Is it

Robinson ] He's a stingy fellow, and
begrudges the cup of tea a visitor

drinks, but would hai'dly have expend-

ed fifty cents on an anonymovis ex-

pression of his iriitation. There's old

G-rocery ; could he be the man % No,

he would not use Latin. Who is

the man 1 Am I aimed at ? Such are

the harrowing questions which haunt

me. I am resolved to cut all my ac-

quaintances, for fear of longer intrud-

ing on any of them. No ; I ^vill visit

oftener than ever, and try and discover

the pestered party. What an ignoble

animal it is, anyway. " Pestered with

the too frequent visits of his friends,"

indeed. Just as though a fellow like

that could have any friends. " Not
call in future unless invited." A long

time they will have to wait for an in-

vitation, unless he sees a chance of

making something out of them—of

talking them into some scheme for

his own profit over his coffee or wine.

The hook will be altogether too plam
in that case, and he will not succeed.

When the hermit leaA'es his cave and
moves among the habitations of men
it is either to beg or steal, and when
this man opens his doors and asks his

fellows in they will naturally say to

themselves, " What's his little game?"
No, old Verbum Sap, it won't do

;

no washee, washee. If your friends

discover your identity they will stop

calling, no doubt, and Avill also return

your invitations unanswered. Your
intimation that their calls are unwel-

come is an insult they will never get

over. People, modest people at least,

are always haunted with a lingering

doubt about the manner in which their

visits are regarded by their friends;

fight against this doubt as an enemy,

and never forgive the man who says

or does anything to make it stronger.

You will be left alone if you are dis-

covered, never fear. And you ought

to be discovered. What right have

you to render thousands who never

knew you uneasy, and suspicious of

themselves and theii- friends by your
anonymous announcement 1 What
right have you to set every visiting

man to wondering whether his friends

are weary of him % You old curmud-
geon, jow ought to be choked with a

visiting card. A pretty spectacle you
are, grinning an ear-to-ear welcome to

your acqiiaintances, making them be-

lieve you are delighted to see them,
and then insulting them in this fash-

ion! I have one comfort, however,
and cling to it fondly. It is the be-

lief that you will never have the moral
courage to make your sentiments on
visiting knowii, and will be forced to

suffer on in silence, knitting your
brows, biting your nails, and grinding

your teeth because people will persist

in mistaking your artificial smiles for

genuine good-will. I can see you now,
old boy, and hear your profane utter-

ances whenthe visitor you have fawned
on has got beyond hearing. How I

enjoy them ! You are a fraud, a

coward
;

you deserve your punish-

ment
;
you ought to be overinin with

visitors. If I could discover you I

should cause a rejjort to go abroad
that you intended remembering eveiy

visitor in your will, the amount of the

legacy to depend on the number of

theu' calls. Thus I would punish you
for the embarrassment you have caused

me. How you would groan under
the infliction, and pray heaven to re-

lieve you of a burden which a word
from yourself, if you were not the

sneak you are, wo^ild remove.

J. L. S.

Ministers of the Gospel have fre-

quently been found fault with for not

dealing, from their pulpits and else-

where, with those mixed questions of

religion and science which form so

prominent a portion of current discus-

sions. In reply it has been claimed

on behalf of the clergj^men that it is

impossible for most of them, out of

the slender stipend which barely en-

ables them to eke out a subsistence
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for themselves and tlieir families, to i

devote anything to the purchase of i

those -works, containing the latest I

results of modern thought, which are !

pouring in so plentiful a stream from i

the press ; and that it is consequently
\

impossible foi'them to keep au coti7-ant

with the literatux'e of scientific or

critical doubts and difficulties. Tlie

claim is just. The pay of most clergy-

men in this country, especially in rural

districts, is utterly inadequate to meet
any such demand. The remedy which

I would suggest is that, wherever a

minister is provided with a manse or

parsonage, one of the rooms should be

fitted up as a libraiy and well stocked

with suitable theological and scientific

works, and that a sum of one or two
hundred dollars should be expended
annually in the purchase of new works
and periodicals as they come out. The
library would not be the property of

the minister, but would merely be

available for his use during his incum-

bency, and would devolve upon his

successor on like terms. Another
scheme which occurs to me as suitable

for the larger cities, such as Toronto

and Hamilton, is the establishment, at

the united cost of all the congregations

in the city, of a Theological Libraiy,

similar to the Law Library at Osgoode
Hall, to which access for reference

might be had by all resident clerg}'-

men and theological students, as well

as by others who might be accorded

the pi'ivilege by ticket as in the case

of the British Museum Library. Of
course no amount of mere reading will

enable anyone to speak with authority

on a purely scientific question, such,

for instance, as the variation of ani-

mals and plants under domestication,

as discussed by Darwin after forty

years' patient obsei-vation and reflec-

tion. But' a course of reading in

Lyell, Darwin, Spencer, Huxley,
Tyndall, Haeckel, Fiske, Tylor, Lub-
bock, Max Midler, and others, would
unquestionably enable clergymen of

average ability to deal with religio-

scientific questions such as the Mosaic

7

cosmogony, the age of the world, the
origin, descent, and antiquity of man,
and the origin of language, religion,

and civilization, far more satisfactorily

than it is possible for them to do at

present. And surely this is a con-

summation devoutlv to be wished.

F. T. J.

—The " Monks of Thelema " will pro-

bably remind more than one of oiir

guests to take down his Rabelais and
turn up the well-known page where
that sarcastic fragment is to l:>e found.

How great a favourite llabel?iis has
been, and with men of Avhat different

minds ! In his own country it is even
now the highest praise that can be be-

stowed on a young man, aspiring to

make a position in the world of letters,

to remark "il sait bien son Eabelais."

In England we must not forget the

shockingly bad rhyme with which
Browning commemorated his delight,

when, after pitching away some dia-

bolically dull work that had been vex-

ing his soul, he sat doA\Ti with
" Half a loaf and a bottle of Chablis

;

Made up his mind to forget the oaf
Over a jolly cliapter of Rabelais."

Kingsley too, as can be seen by the

Rabelaisian structure and idiom of his

'Water Babies" (at least in those parts

where Kingsley is not purely himself

and at home among the water weeds
or the king fern) was an ardent lover

of Eabelais. I can lay my finger on
the passage which gave Kingsley the

idea of one of his most thoughtful

short poems. Here it is,

" Item, and forasmuch as in those

days no women entered religion save

such as were wall-eyed, or who limp-

ed or rejoiced in a hump behind their

shoulders or were in other ways ugly

and misshapen, foolish, stupid, be-

witched or somewhat damaged in

character; neither am^ man except

he were a sniveller, or of low birth,

a ninny or a lazy-bones-stay-at-home

(By the way, said the monk, what
end can a woman serve who is

neither fair nor good ? Why, to

enter religion, replied Gargantua.
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True, said the monk, and to hem
shirts)—therefore it was ordained

that the Abbey of Thelema should

only receive men and women of

handsome form and feature, well

born and gently nurtured." Q)
Compare the interjection of the

Monk Frere Jean with the little poem

of the " Ugly Princess " and see how
Kingsley has brought out the sad side

of the same thought, the pathos of

the soliloquy culminating in the lines,

'•
I was not good enough for man,
AnA so ani given to God."

But what first put it in my mind to

speak about the Abbey at all was to

call the attention of my fellow-guests

to the fact that two hundred years

before Rabelais was born the Abbey
was in existence, under another name
it is true, but yet the same in all its

main points. The monastic system

was too broad a mark to, escape the

-shafts of ridicule till the time of Ea-

belais, and even as early as the days

of Edward I. men's minds, shaken up
by the political activity of the Barons'

war, dared to parody the extravagances

and caricature the corruption of the

monastic orders. Besides songs to

this effect in doggerel Latin (probably

the productions of the regular clergj^,

who hated the monks with the double

hatred of professional competition and
of national antipathy, for most of the

monks were foreigners) there is ex-

tant a powerful satire in Norman
French, descriptive of the Order of

Bel Eyse.

The rule of this order, the ballad-

singer tells VIS, adopts a point from
each of the other orders. In language

which, being so much earlier than Ra-
belais, must be excused if it some-

times reminds us of his coarseness,

the author tells us that the Order of

Fair Ease resembles that of the Abbey
of Sempringham (now long ago for-

gotten) in that the brothers and sisters

live in the same building, only with

the variation that the dividing

(1) Gargantua—Bk I, Chapter 52.

walls which disfigure the Abbey
of Sempringham find no place in Bel
Eyse. From another Brotherhood is

taken the rule that all inmates shall

eat " well and j)lentifully " three times

a day, and if company comes the fare

shall be none the worse on that ac-

count. The Franciscans of Beverly
were found worthy of imitation in one
very impoi-tant particular. From them
was borrowed the laudable custom of

drinking well both at and after meals,

and during the burning of a candle at

collation. Since regulations are noth-

ing if not precise, it was ordained that

this candle (horrible to relate !) should

be as long as a man's arm below the

elbow. Nor was dress forgotten. The
long dragging mantles and richly

housed palfreys of the Hospitallers

were taken for patterns.

Tlie mle of the Canons, who eat

flesh every day (except Friday and
Saturday) commended itself as just

and worthy of being followed and with

considerable forethought it was also

provided that in case fish should fall

short on Saturday, the hungiy breth-

ren might eat anything which " fut

en la mesoun. " Then from the Black

Monks (Benedictines) they took the

comfortable doctrine that it was good
to be drunk for the sake of society,

and as a drinking bout over night

notoriously makes one bad company
the next morning, it followed as an

unfailing corollary that the brethren

must be in bed late to sleep off the

fumes. It was not too much to ask

a member of this order to imitate the

Minor Friars and swear never to lodge

with a poor man. In fact charity to

the poor man and resj:)ect to one's own
victualling department alike forbad it.

Finally the Dominican preachers were

clearly right in holding it no pride to

mount a horse when their feet were

sore, but " we " the gay monks of Bel

Eyse, " always ride.

"

Thus closes this peculiar song*^', so

(1) I have omitted in my note-book to state the

edition of English Political Songs from which this

specimen is taken : but believe it is one of the pub-
lications of the Camden Society ; the page is 137.
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akin in spirit to the " Fay ce que

vouldras " of Rabelais' Abbey,

" E c'est I'ordre de Bel-Ej-se

K a plusours trobieii phiyse."

F. R.

—Will the friend who spoke last at the

table, in May, pardon me if I say that

his course of remark l>rought forcibly

to my mind some points made by the

Duke of Argyll, in a suggestive article

on " Hibernicisms in Philosophy,"

published some years ago in the Con-
temporary Review? Many of the guests

will, no doubt, recall the article. As
a nearly perfect specimen of the con-

fusion of thought which marks the

genuine Irish bull, the Duke mentions

that a young lady (Scotch, by the way)
on being asked in his hearing "Do you
remember Donald Ferguson ? " made
the following discrimuiating reply :

"No, I recollect his face, but I don't

recollect him by name." Instances

where the contradiction in thought is

almost as striking, though so veiled by
metaphysical verbiage as to be less ob-

vious, are adduced from the philo-

sophers. J. S. Mill, for instance, after

reasoning with his usual cogency in

the Fortnightly that the fact of the
" Non-existence of Abstract Ideas

"

was one of Berkeley'sthree great meta-

physical discoveries, goes onto analyze

with his usual acumen the meaning of

theterm "abstract idea"—which must,

of course, by hypothesis be meaning-
less. The result is that he clearly

proves it to be complex, and so shows
that it is non-existent by resolving it

into its elements, and proving it to be

composite. "Abstract ideas are thus

summoned into the witness-box, ex-

amined and urged to confess, like the

poor Irishman, that they ' lie dead in

a ditch. '
" The full beauty of Mill's

Hibernicism stands out to view when
we put in the back ground the
fact that it is this same philosopher
who afterwards contends " that an ab-

stract idea—abstract up to the double
distilled essence of abstraction—is the
only reality of which we have any as-

surance in the world." The reference
is, of course, to his famous definition

of matter as a " potentiality of sensa-
tion."

The " bulls " of philosophers would
afford a not uninteresting topic for

table talk, and did time and .space per-

mit—as they do not just now—one
might venture, not having the fear

of the author of " Little Great Men "

before his eyes, to collect a small herd
for exhibition. Meanwhile it is high
time I should say why the page on tTie

Mystery of Matter, reminded me of

Argyll's article. The whole article

seemed to me to be a Hibernicism.
Its aim is, manifestly, to suggest afed

favour the doctrine of Monism as op-

posed to Dualism. The arguments
adduced, or suggested, to prove that
" the Universe is a unity," or that
there is no basis for the common belief

that the essence of the mind is dis-

tinct from that of matter, are, if I have
rightly analyzed the paper, about as
follows :

—

The essence of spirit is identical

with that of matter, because
First.—We know absolutely nothing

about the essence of either.

Second.—Boscovich and Faraday,
and others, hold that matter is simply
a congeries of force-points, and so " in
its nature spiritval."

Third.—Some cannot conceive of

spirit but as occupying space, and if it

ocmpies space it must be material.

It is not my purpose here to point
out the defects in the argument, though
it seems singularly inconclusive. What
strikes me is the constant recurrence
of terms which assume, and assume as

I

a matter of necessity, the existence of

j

the very difference whose existence it

[

is the object of the writer to deny.

I
Notice, in proof of this, the italicized

1

words. It would not be easy, I fancy,

to find a better illustration of Sir W.
Hamilton's remarks on " Love of

unity " as a source of error in philoso-

phy. There is hardly a sentence in

thepaper which does not tacitlyassume
that radical dichotomy which seems so
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inseparable from both thought and

speech. This dichotomy, forced upon

our mind in virtue of their constitu-

tion, by the very nature of things, is the

real difficulty that not only underlies,

but suggests all the theories in ques-

tion. Matter reveals its phenomena to

sense, spirit to consciousness. The one

set of phenomena suggest space as a

logical sine qua no7i of their existence,

the other cannot be conceived in terms

of space. Tlie one is described by ad-

jectives, the other demands the use of

verbs. The two things, in short, seem

to W as broadly distinguished sM it is

' possible to conceive, in thought, in

language, in manifestation—hence, by

Hibernicism, they must be one in

essence.

For a specimen, Hibernicism in a

single sentence, take the following :

Monism, we are told, proclaims " that

force cannot exist without matter, nor

matter without force ; that force and

matter, spirit and substance, mind and

body, are essentiallv one and indivi-

sible."

Now, if " force "' and " matter "' are

essentially one and indivisible, the

words must be synonymous, or at least

equivalent. If so, why not sub.stitute

algebraically in the above formulae,

" Force cannot exist without force,"

ifcc. Is it not obvious that these veiy

sentences derive then- only meaning

fi'om the assumed diversity of the very

things they are proclaiming to be iden-

tical 1 Let the reader try a similar

substitution of terms in almost any
philosophical work, and he will soon

get a concejjtion of the havoc which

literal Monism would make of much
of o\ir best thinking. If then the ten-

dency, not only to distinguish but to

contrast broadly the two things (the

one thing [?] ), is so deeply ingrained

in the texture of the mind itself, what
sufficient ground can there l)e for

assuming Duality to be a delusion and

a snare, and Monism the only true

philosophy "? Why is it harder to con-

ceive of two diverse " Unknown Re-

alities " than of one as indicated by

the too widely contrasted sets of

signs?

I must stop. But in doing so I

must confess to an intense curiosity to

know how it can 1 »e shown that '

' the

idea of the spirituality of the soul " was.

derived by Christianity, not from the
Old or the New Testament, but from
the Platonists. Surely it cannot be
that both these Testaments conta,in

the idea passim ; surely it cannot.

But I give it up. J. E. W.

—It strikes me as a disquieting symp-
tom of the feverish activity of our

times, that one so seldom meets now-
a-days a person who, wliile quite above
mere animalism, can yet enjoy a

thorough and systematic bit of idle-

ness. I feel sometimes quite shame-

faced beside the incessant energy of

my friends because of my natural

capacity for the dolcejar niente. Never-
theless, believing it to be a good, as it

certainly is a pleasant thing, I have
the courage of my convictions, and
make a point of devoting at least half

an hour a day to absolute, premedita-

ted and studied laziness. We are

always being admonished as to the

necessity of regular exercise, regular

meals, and regular sleep ; and in the

face of the proverbial readiness of an
ever-officious personage to find mis-

chief for idle hands to do, it requires

some bokbiess to plead in plain lan-

guage for regular idleness. A little

recreation and more or less sleep are

quite orthodox : but my heterodoxy

on this point carries me far beyond
these ; and the consequence of it is,

that every evening after dinner I be-

come semi-recumbent, and totally

quiescent for half an hour or so, and
hide what many good peojile will con-

sider a very bad example under clouds

of tobacco-smoke. The smoke, by the

way, is merely an adjunct,—a person-

al arrangement between myself and
my nerves, which I will neither urge

upon others nor relinquish myself.

The main principle is involved in the
" lolling," as it is called by superficial
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and inconsiderate acquaintances. This,

I am free to confess, I enjoy per se,

with a zest that comes of deliberate

cultivation of an innate taste for it

;

and as an epicure relishes an entre-met

which, to the untrained palate may be

quite insipid. Let me hasten to dis-

claim for it even the merit of being

a short period of meditation or self-ex-

amination. It is nothing of the kind.

My thoughts have less weight than
the thin rings of smoke rising about

me ; and my condition is one of pure
passivity and human oysterhood. Now
I repeat distinctly that I consider this

not only pleasant, but profitable and
exemplary ; and I have played As-
modeus to my own domestic privacy

in no spirit of egotism, but with a

purpose ; that of urging upon all rest-

less souls at this Table, or withiii hear-

ing of it, that they would be very

much the better in body and mind if

they would "lie off" similarly for

some short period every day ; or, if

they are scandalized at this proposi-

tion, that occasionall)^, at any rate,

they should altogether cease from
troubling and be at rest. With many
—a daily increasing number—this has

become almost an impossibility. They
are losing the very facidty, if ever

they had it, of absolutely resting for

short or long spaces of time. They
are wound up to such tension that

they must always be " still achieving,

still pursuing,"—using every spare

minute, and lamenting that the day
has not twenty-five hours. I know
several men to whom quietude is

vanity and vexation of spirit ; and
who, if they do attempt to play the

faineant for a little while, can succeed

no further than in keeping their hands
idle, while their brains take to " wor-
rying. " With somemen this is natural

;

they are happy I suppose, and useful

;

although I cherish the opinion that a

man who cannot sit still is a nuisance.

With the majority, however, it is

neither natural nor healthy, but one
of the morbid results of the high pres-

sure at which we are most of us forced

to live in these days. The victims

are many, yet it is not the work that

kills, but this very feverishness and
nervous intensity which is kept up
until relaxation brings only dejection

and " fidgetiness," unless spiced with

some excitement. There is a moral
here for our prohibitionist friends,

which, however, I shall not stop to

point just now.

As I feel bound to suggest some
practical application of the doctrine I

have been preaching, let me beg that

the sale of hammocks this summer be

very large ; and end with a little par-

able. Two hammocks were hanging
the other day under trees which over-

looked the blue waters of the St. Law-
rence where they commence to wind
their way down among the Thousand
Isles. It was the Queen's Birthday,

but all the sidphurous abominations

of a noisy loyalty were far out of hear-

ing, and instead of them the birds

were twittering among the fresh young
leaves, and the soft breeze sighing for

us that we could not always be there.

One of the hammocks w-as rocking

violently to and fro, kept in jerky mo-
tion by a leg which hung over the side

and gave energetic kicks at the grass

beneath. The other hammock swayed
gently iii the wind, and its curve was
broken only by a protruding hand
which held a cigarette. First ham-
mock, loq. :

" forty and eighty,—-a

hundred and twenty,—and B.'s fifty,

a hundi-ed and seventy ; C. ought to

give a hundred, and Z. , too, but they

need persuading ; I might be drafting

letters to them now ;—have you a

pencil about you ? " Second ham-
mock :

" rum turn ti tum, fal lal dee-

dum,—look at that nest up there,

—

eh ? A pencil ? No ; have a cigarette.

"

First hammock, an active philanthro-

pist of appalling energj", with a new
charity " on the brain ;

" second ham-
mock,—a passive holiday-maker who
has left his energy at home and is un-

certain and indifferent as to whether

he has a brain or not ;—myself.

A W. G.
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—When a man commits murder and

is hanged for it, or beats his wife into

a jelly and is cautioned and let go, or

fined ten shillings, in proportion to the

enormity of the offence, the demands
of justice are said to be satisfied and

the world breathes freely until the next

offence againstlaw and order is commit-

ted. The Statute books, in their ancient

but inexpensive bindings, and looking

very formidable and wise on the jus-

tices' shelves, contain a list of the penal-

ties, made and provided, for almost

every crime in the calendar, save one.

Tills latter crime is unmentioned in

the whole category of the dry but

legitimate literature which the des-

cendants of Lycurgus, in their wisdom,

provided for the coming generations

of mankind. We know what we will

get if we fire our neighbour's l)arn, or

rob his granary, or indulge in the Afri-

can pastime of stealing his chickens.

Weknow that garrotters are sometimes

whipped, and till-tappers occasionally

get " six months. '" We cannot even at-

tempt to take ourown lifewith impuni-

ty. Ifwemanage it successfullywe stand

a chance of being buried in the cross-

roads "with a stake in our inside," and

if we fail in the attempt to take our-

selves off and the vigilant policeman

hears of it, we are marched off to jail

and allowed to reflect on the value of

life in a seven but not very benign

cell. Indeed the most trifling mis-

demeanor is open to that poetic justice

which, we are told on good authority,

is inseparable from the commission of

crime. The offence against mankind,
which the gentlemen in long robes

have strangely omitted from the res-

pectably long list of evil deeds and
their penalties, is by no means a trivial

one. Some sins are more heinous than
others, but this one is beyond all ques-

tion the most heinous of them all.

When a man commits murder he does

it perhaps under great provocation, for

one cannot always live pleasantly with

his mother-in-law. He may be driven

to the deed of manslaughter by an

over-indulgence in an inferior quality

of whiskey, or in the heat of pas-

.sion, he may have struck a talka-

tive county map-agent, a blow which
resulted in the depopulation of a

race that has sprung up quite regard-

less of the provisions laid down in the

Malthusian doctrine, and unmentioned
in the published works of the truly

good Mrs. Besant. There is reason-

able excuse for the commission of mur-
der, and even horse-stealing sometimes,

and we would not always hang a man
for forgery, unless the amount of

money involved was too disgustingly

small, and even then a life term in

Kingston, in the jtenitentiaiy, or in

one of its hotels, would be quite suffi-

cient punishment. As we remarked
before there is one crime unknown to

the law, and the penalty for its eom-
missibn should be nothing short of

hanging. We have no patience with
those literary dogs who worry the

toothsome things out of Burns, and
Byron, and Milton, and Spensei',

and Shelle}', and then let loose

into the world what they call an ex-

purgated edition of Mr. So and so's

works, carefully prepared, like an
apothecaiy's dose, for the use of chil-

dren and boarding-school girls. Mr.
Fieldsmentions somewhere, inhis "Un-
.derbrush," I think, the story of an old

gentleman who indulged in the custom

of tearing out of his books, every leaf

that contained anything jiarticularly

bright and good, and putting the same
into his pocket. These expurgated

books, like tlie abridged novels of Scott

and Dickens, should be burned at the

stake, to which their editors should be

appropriately and securely bound. Re-

spectable publishers should discoun-

tenance every attempt which is made
to destroy the force and beauty of an

author's work. Siirely the creator of

a poem or a story knows what he wants

to say. Then, for Heaven's sake let

him speak out. No one is forced to

read what he h^s written. Let us have

the whole story without abridgement,

alteration or mutilation. Did you see

that last book of Swinburne's, bound
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in a certain white purity of style?

How modest they are getting in New
York to be sure. Did you notice the

little lines of stars—those sheet-anchors

of the composing-room—hiding the

suggestive jjassages of those transla-

tions from Villon? What a cunning

publisher it is. Why the old story is

being forgotten. Bluebeard forbade

his wife to open the little door which
revealed the secrets of one room, and
—of course, she opened it. Of course.

Eve ate of the forbidden tree. Of
course, when the English edition of

Poems and Ballads comes to town,

—

well, we know what pages will be

opened first

!

T. E.

CURRENT EVENTS.

IT appears to be luiderstood now
that the Dominion elections will

not be held until the autumn. Mean-
while, no doubt, the party journals

will continue to devote, or rather lav-

ish, their "valuable space" in confus-

ing statistics which practically go for

nothing ; the public ear and the public

patience are sure to be vexed sorely

by a series of oracular deliverances,

stereotyped in form and substance,

and which, like what are called " ora-

tions " in the American Congress, may
be taken as delivered by common con-

sent. It is a little hard upon human
nature that, in the genial season of

ease and relaxation—that breathing

interval from the oppressive air of the

working world—when the " young
man's fancy lightly turns to thoughts
of love," and Paterfamilias is ransack-

ing guide-books, and furbishing up
portmanteaus, and weighing the prob-

able strain upon his balance at the
bank from the long-anticipated escape

to sea-shore, or lake retreat, that poll-
.

ticians should persist in being trouble-

some. " 'Tis very strange," as Tom
Hood says, " them kind of men won't
let a body be," particularly at the very
time when he wants to "be "—to be
away from care and anxiety, and to be

comfortable. What, in the name of

common sense, if such a thing exists,

does any man care about Pacific

Scandals, Secret Service, Kaministi-

quia, Georgian Bay, Neebing Hotel,

and other jobs, in the sultr}' term,

when it is the height of human felicity

to lie out on the grass, sub tegviine

fagi, in the fresh, pure breezes of

heaven, " thinking of nothing at all ?"

Unhappily there are thousands of us

who cannot escape from the eternal

grind of the labouring mill—chained

thei-e, without respite, fi'om year's end

to year's end, like Mantalini to his

mangier. And what a prospect is

theirs, when it is considered what our

newspapers will be like, during the

dog-days ! The ten digits dancing in

the mazes of infinite combinations,

statistics run mad and partizan ran-

cour run madder, will sum up the poli-

tical banquet of the ensuing four

months. If Mr. Rine or some other

apostle of abstinence would make a

crusade upon the partizans and bind

the million not to read a party

editorial or pamphlet or countenance

a single dreary pic-nic prior to the

elections, he would deserve a statue as

the benefactor of his race and genera-

tion. Nobody cares a rap about the
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factitious agony the journalists heap

up ; there is a stolid indifference grow-

ing upon the people which, so far as

the factions are concerned, may be

salutary, but considered in relation to

the welfare of the state, may easily

pass into that nun bness which fore-

shadows paralysis. It is time that the

intelligent man shook otF the lethargy

which is premonitoiy of decay and
dissolution, and a few earnest words,

honestly and ingenuously meant, may
serve to arouse them to a sense of

their duty to Canada, its hopes and its

progress.

In a speech at Brantford on the

twenty-fourth of May, Su- John Mac-
donald utteredthese notable sentences,
" It was all very well for men to try

to divide the peo}>le into Tory and
Grit, Conservative and Liberal, Li-

beral-Conservative and Conservative-

Liberal. They might do so, but there

was a great body of people in. this

country who cared for the interests of

Canada, and not for the interests of

party ; peo})le who were brought up as

^either Conservatives or Reformers,

but who were determined to take the

course which would best advance the

best interests of their country, of

those they loved, and those who loved

them."' Of course, the Opposition

leader wished it to be understood that

every patriotic man, answering to his

description, must and would go over

to his camp ; indeed he unfortunately

added—" He had found, wherever he
went, this class of men rallying around
him." It is cei-tain that the number
of men who prefer country to party

is increasing with encouraging rapid-

ity ; and, to oiu- view, this is one of the

most hopeful signs of the times. But
a mere change of masters, a transfer-

ence of ownershij) and allegiance is, by
no means, an emancipation from party

thraldom. " Lender which King,
Bezonian, speak or die,' said Pistol to

Shallow ; but an mdependent citizen

in a free state is not, or at least ought

not to be, a " Bezonian "—a needy

hanger-on of any body. He shotild

think and act for himself, as a man

—

a rational and intelligent unit of poli-

tical power. How will either the

elector or country be benefited, if the

only change in the aspect of affairs be

desei'tion from one abject serfdom to

another ? It is true that Sir John
Macdonald offers a tempting bait to

aU preferring country to party, in a

fiscal policy which is at least national,

rather than cosmopolitan and doctri-

naire ; but what does he propose to

do with the fish, after he has secured

them? If they are to be henceforth

the merely inferior creatures destined

for the sport or jjrotit of the party,

they might just as well have been

netted by Mr. Mackenzie ; one party

fish-pond is just as shallow, foul and
brackish as the other.

Complaints are heard on every hand
of the intrinsic, or at all events, the

practical unworthiness of politics and
political life. That there is a plausi-

biKty in them, no one can venture to

deny ; and yet, after all, at whose door

does the chief onus of responsibility

lie 1 The cause of this public degrada-

tion is certainly partyism, kept above

ground after it has become dead and
offensive—dead for any useful pur-

pose and offensive, because of that

foul and loathsome activity engen-

dered in the unburied dead. But
who is to blame that it is not buried

out of sight? Clearly, those who en-

joy the benefit of free institutions

without caring what becomes of them.

If all those, referred to by Sir John
Macdonald, and others, who run in

the ruts of party simply because their

fathers did, or their acquaintances do,

or for any other lazy reason which

may languidly prevail, would awaken
to the fact that there is such a word
and such an authoritative thing as

duty, upon the discharge or neglect of

which depend momentous issues, the

face of Canadian politics would emerge

fi-om its eclii)se. It is passing strange

that men who pride themselves upon
their personal integrity, upon the

scrupulous and painstaking zeal with
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which they fulfil eveiy social obliga-

tion in the family, the counting-house

or elsewhere, are rathei- proud of the

repudiation of all duties to the gi'eat

country in which they live, and under

whose liberal institutions they Hourish,

grow rich and at last die in the odour

of sanctity. If a man were heard

proclaiming that he did not care for

his family, that his commercial credit

might shift for itself, or that reputation

was only one counter in his game of

craft or chance, he would be set down
as a knave or a fool ; and yet, it is no
proof of fatuousness, rather the con-

trary, it would seem, for the upright

citizen to imagine that he has no du-

ties to perform to his country, or that

if he sacrifices any thought or time to

it, the oftering is deemed absolutely a

free gift, surrendered grudgingly and
with no expectation of return.

Has any man the right to say, " I

do not care for politics '? " Is it any
excuse for his apathy or his ostenta-

tious disregard of his civil duties, to

urge that parties are bad, that all

public men are equally corrupt and
that the good man—the Horatian
integer vitie scelerisque jiurus—ought
not to defile himself with the vmclean

thing ? No man's life is rounded and
complete, who neglects one duty which
his position as a man and a member
of society imposes upon him—least of

all those obligations which are entailed

upon him by the enjoyment of free

and unfettered movement and action

in a country like ours. People prate

of rights ad nauseam ; do they ever

reflect that there is no right, which
fails to impose a coi-responding duty 1

It -would, perhaps, be better if the

demagogue did his work less tho-

roughly than he does. It is the mod-
ern fashion to treat the liberal in-

stitutions which cost our sires their

blood, much as the spendthrift heir

treats the fortune his parents pain-

fully accumulated in weary, anxious
years of toil. The virtue of repre-

sentative government lies in the use
that may be made of it ; it has

Ijeen hard to win in most countries,

and has survived in but a few ; and

yet some men ai)pear to imagine that

the plant will endure a foul atmos-

phere and an arid soil, flourish in dark-

ness and survive neglect. If the paity

system, now obtaining, has outlived

its usefulness, whose fault is it that the

besom of destruction has not been ap-

plied ? If politics are base and sordid,

what are they doing, who should ele-

vate and dignify them? The very

fact that our public life is so un-

worthy as it is, should be a standing

reproach—a sting in the conscience

—

to all who fold their arms and stand

by " to let things take their chance
"

because, forsooth, both pai-ties and all

politicians alike "are tarred with the

same stick."

Mazzini had the reputation of being a

leveller and a Socialist ; but he was

not by any means forgetfid that God
and duty were words of solemn import.

To him the people were at once the

source of power and the clientage for

which he was a zealous and faithful

advocate while he lived. But he

knew that whilst man was jealous of

rights and self-assertion, with or with-

out reason, he was apt to forget that

he owed any correlative obligation in

return. " I love you too well," were

his manly words in the preface to

' The Duties of Man,' " either to fat-

ter your passions or caress the gol-

den di-eams by wliich others seek to

gain your favour. My voice may
sound too harsh, and I may too se-

verely insist on proclaiming the neces-

sity of virtue and sacrifice, but I know,

and you will soon know also, that the

sole origin of every right is in a duty

fulfilled. " * The Republican triumvir

of Rome, who proclaimed as his motto
" God and the people," had a difierent

conception of man's obligation from

that in fashion where easy-going folk

find free institutions ready to their

'See "Giuseppe Mazzini," a paper by Ml. Fred-
ericlt Myers, in the April number of the Fortnightly
Revieic.
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hand, and yet are quite willing that

they should go to the dogs if they can-

not take care of themselves. What
do the people of this generation pos-

sess of civil and religious freedom that

they have not received '? Will they not

be responsible in the court of consci-

ence, and at the bar of posterity, if

they fail to bequeath the precious heri-

tage, pure and unimpaired as it de-

scended to them ? Our fathers used

to boast of "hearts resolved and hands
prepared " to guard those political

blessings they enjoyed ; but then they
kneAv how to pi-ize what they had
toiled so hard to win. Now, forsooth,

it is even vaunted by some men,
other^vise 9cru}»ulous enough in the

discharge of duty, as if it were the

acme of sublimated virtue, that they
are political Gallios, quite ready to

let their governmental system run to

seed sooner than raise a finger in its

behalf. Political ethics, in fine, ap-

pear to be the only branch of moral-

ity to which human responsibility does

not attach, and in which a man may
shirk his duty with a sort of supercilious

pride. A great deal is urged about
the unworthy strifes of party and their

unsavoury character, and with too

much truth ; l)ut whose fault is that,

if not the fault of those who sliirk the

duties they owe to their country and
its future ? Will a stagnant pool,

where " slimy things do crawl with
legs upon a slimy sea," empty and
purify itself ? That it has become so

foul and offensive is the fault of the
men who stand aloof with folded arms,
or, if they act at all, throw all their

influence in favour of perpetual mias-
mas. The old fable of Hercules and
the carter was not irreverently ap-

plied by the stern Puritan when he
replied to one who exclaimed in de-

spairing impotence "Well! God mend
all

!

" " Nay, but we must help Him to

mend them." If those who profess a

fastidious sense of honour, pvirity, and
delicacy refuse to help the waggon out
of the slough because it is miiy and
may soil their fingers, they must not

be surprised if it remains there or sinks

still deeper in the mud.
The approaching general elections

will determine the complexion of Do-
minion politics for half a decade ; and
therefore it becomes all who can exert

influence by tongue or pen \ipon the

electorate, to urge earnestly and
solemnly the important nature of

the trust each voter has received

and the serious responsibility it entails

upon him. So long as the peccadiloes

and short-comings of party are treated

either as food for contemptuous jest

or coarse vituperation, there is little

hope of any change for the better.

Wliat is needed just now appears to be

serious, honest and well-balanced

judgment on public affairs—less scan-

dal and invective, and more earnest-

ness in thought and action. " Measures

not men " said Junius, " is the cant of

affected moderation ;" but he canted

himself when he urged that plea in ex-

tenuation of his scurrilous person-

alities. In Canada we ought to pay
some regard to both, but our jx>litics

have sunk so low that measures cease

to trouble most men, and abuse of men
seems the only resource of partizans

on either side. There is too much
Jack Hornerism in our political life

;

and if the old nursery rhyme had de-

picted that exemplary stripling when
he was standing disgi'aced in the corn-

er, with a dunce's cap on his head, as

well as sitting there eating his Christ-

mas pie, we should have had the type

of Jack out of ofiice and Jack in it.

The latter, as usually represented when
putting in his thumb, and proclaim-

ing, with eveiy plum he takes out,

"What a good boy am I
!

" The former

stands under the shadow of the rod,

scowling and muttering naughty
words at his self-complacent mate.

Ought not the conduct of public

affairs, to be something more serious

and dignified than such interminable

and unworthy child's play as this 1

To say that politics must necessarily

be degrading and unclean is absm'd

;

because the remedv is in the hands of
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the people ; and if tliey clioose this

autumn to aid in the continuance of

the prevailing system, it will go far

to prove that the politics are quite

good enough for them. A low tone in

public men may be occasioned by
many temporaiy -causes, such as the

withdrawal of any questions which

can reasonably divide men into fac-

tions ; but this ought not to be en-

dured one hour longer than the coun-

tiy can help it. If parties have de-

cayed and their usefulness, whatever
it may have been, is fatally and hope-

lessly impaired, why not sweep them
out of existence as plagues, spread-

ing mischief and moral disease all

around them. It may be said that

the existing parties are too well or-

ganized to be successfully resisted

;

but what can withstand the all-perva-

ding might of a healthy public spirit,

bent upon making a reformation in

political affairs ? Nothing is wanting
but a resolute determination to effect

a cure, and the task is as good as done.

Of course those who think that gov-

ernment is an ingenious device, or-

dained by Providence, for the benefit

of place-himters will cling desperately

to partyism ; but, after all, they form
a small and insignificant minority.

The moment the people refuse to pay
the piper, or to dance to his discord-

ant notes, the political atmosphere
will be purified of dust and vile noise

and everything grow clear, and calm,

and bright. So long as men continue

to vote blindly for any man, however
incapable or unworthy he may be,

solely because the wire-pullers bid

them do so, it is impossible to hope
for any beneficent change. On the

other hand, if each elector vnW cast

his vote and wield his influence under
a solemn sense of duty to his country,

breaking away from the irksome and
irrational bondage of party and acting

like a free man, the factions now play-

ing their puny parts on the stage will

disappear like gossamer before the
evening zephyr. It is because we are

firmly persuaded that the prepondera-

ting majority of the people are heartily

tired of the i)arty system as it now
exists, that we earnestly, and without

the suspicion of a sinister motive, urge

them, as they love this glorious Cana-

da of oxirs, to arouse from their le-

thargy, acquit themselves like men,
and not only be strong but prove their

strength at the polls.

The Premier has addressed public

meetings at Lindsay, Toronto, and in

Lambton, whilst the leader of the Op-
position has delivered himself at Brant-

ford. Natui'ally, after all the chaff

of recrimination is abstracted from
these speeches, there remains as solid

gi"ain, only the discussion of the fiscal

question. It would be exceedingly

fortunate, if we could add that they

threw any light upon this subject ; in-

stead of that, it is not going too far

to say that they have confused and
perplexed the question, and darkened

what they affect to elucidate. The
question which the electorate will be

asked to determine—and it is really

the only principle at stake—is whe-

ther this country is to have a national

policy, defensive, not retaliatory, en-

couraging, not forcing industries which

may and can flourish amongst us ? I.s

Mr. Cartwvight's policy of discourag-

ingmanufactures to prevail any longer,

or shall a fiscal scheme suitable to the

needs and the environment of the Do-

minion be inaugurated ? With Free

Trade or Protection as theories we are

not concerned ; the issue before the

country is pressing, concrete, practical.

The Finance Minister not only refuses

incidental protection to Canadian in-

dustries, but when he might do even

a little on their behalf, actually goes

out of his way to avoid even the sus-

picion of a duty which might possibly

be of benefit to the community. If

there be two articles, one of which can

neitherbeproduced
,
prepai-ednormanu-

factured in Canada, and another which

may be either or all of these, Mr.

Cartwright is sure to choose the first

as the subject of taxation, even if it be

a necessary of life. Now it cei'tainly
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seems to ordinaiy common sense, that

such apolicy issimply suicidal, and that

no scheme, better calculated to stunt

the gi-owth, and impede the progress

of the Dominion, could possibly be

devised. What have we to do with

the results of American Protection

—

excessive to the verge of insanity—or

with Cobden's Free Trade in corn,

thii'ty years ago, in England? The
problem to be solved is, what fiscal

system is best suited to Canada, here

and now, considering the neighbours

with whom she has to deal, and the

way she is treated by those neighbours.

Nothing is more provokingly irrational

than those constant appeals to an old

country—having a monopoly in ship-

ping and manufactures—such as form

the style of Ministerial speeches. In
an English review lately, an instruc-

tive paper on " Politics in Austral-

asia," contained this pointed i-emon-

strance with the theorists :
" Colonial

politics, when discussed in Great Bri-

tain , are invariably treated from a

home point of view. Free Trade has

proved remarkably successful in pro-

moting the commercial prosperity of

the Mother Country ; therefore the

colonists of Victoria ought to adopt

a Free Trade tarifi", and are rank here-

tics for presuming to think that Pro-

tectionist principles are better suited

to the peculiar circumstances of the

colony. The argument, indeed, is not

put in that bold shape—there is much
talk of immutable principles and the

like, but that is the pith of it." In

fact, the economic theoiy, so far as it

bears upon this question, is grounded
on the fallacy that any set of scientific

axioms of universal application can be

dogmatically asserted, where the sub-

ject matter is so variable and complex
as human society. It is as reasonable to

ask assent to principles stated, with ma-
thematical precision on fiscal matters,

as to scrawl out a constitution, in the

continental fashion, to be adopted by
all peoples or forced upon them. Mr.
Mackenzie, like most of the school,

went back totheAnti-Corn Law Agita-

tion in England; but whatanalogy can
be drawn between the Mother Countiy
in 1845-6, and Canada in 1878. In
the former case, thei-e were then three

factors in the calculation, over popula-

tion, an insufficient supply of grain,

and established manufactiu-es, fearing

no rival. Here we have sparse popu-

lation, gi-ain is so abundant as to be

very largely exported, and there are no
manufactures in proportion to the re-

sources of the country ; and yet the

doctrinaire, having found the benefit,

at home, of Free Trade in corn, in-

sists upon applying his two-foot-nile,

where it is absolutely useless or worse.

In England, the measure which gave

the people cheap bread, may be called

Free Trade, if the ring of that phrase

pleases any one, but it was in reality,

a policy which fostered the national

industries, .as certainly and perhaps

more surely than if it had been called

Protection, and taken the fonn of

bonuses, bounties or customs' duties.

Free Trade in corn meant, in fact,

rapid fortunes to the cotton lords of

Manchester, and the cutlers of Shef-

field. It was thus a contest between

the farm and the factory—a hard run-

ning match in the pursuit of wealth.

There was nothing elevated, still less

cosmopolitan, or even humane in the

movement ; it was, from its first in-

ception, purely selfish in aim, however

financial its results. England, at that

time, adopted the policy her inter-

nal condition and relative position

amongst the nations dictated ; why
should our rulers refuse to act in the

same common sense now ? Wliat seems

imperatively demanded is a fiscal sys-

tem based upon an intelligent and

comprehensive suiwey of the circum-

stances in which Canada is placed,

first, as a new countiy, struggling for

its rightful place among the nations,

and secondly, as being conterminous

with a more powerful, wealthy, ener-

getic, not over scrupulous and com-

mercially hostile Eepublic. The man
would be deemed an idiot who should

insist upon the dismantling of Eng-
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land's forts and fleets, because they do

without them in Iceland or Madagas-

car. Our Cherbourg, Cronstadt and

Sebastopol are out of doors, bristling

with fiscal barriers and oft'ensive wea-

pons from New Brunswick to Van-
couver. No one ever yet proposed

uniform laws, mai-tial equipments or

systems of Government, why is this

rage for an impossible uniformity of

system only carried into the infinite

variety of phase manifest in trade re-

lations and exigencies. Tlie country

has a right to insist that its rulers

shall shelve their text-books, and set

to work upon hard facts—the facts

written in broad characters upon the

fair face of this noble Dominion and
enforced with peculiar emphasis by
the menacing aspect of its surround-

ings. And yet thousands, who sincerely

believe that a radical change in fiscal

policy is a vital necessity, vnW never-

theless do all in their power to per-

petuate the unpatriotic system now in

vogue, solely because they cannot

escape from the malign influence of

partyism.

Sir John Macdonald and Dr. Tupper
claim popular confidence because they

advocate a National Policy ; what is it

in fact, if there be any basis of fact,

tangible and persistent, about it 1

There is an air of jaunty charlatanism

about the Opposition campaign which
is not assuring. The National Policy

which is susceptible of as many inter-

pretations as there are Provincial in-

terests seems to be unhappily named.
Everybody who is suflfering fi'om bad
times is promised a commercial mil-

lennium ; eveiybody is to grow rich,

and nobody to be any the worse. The
phrase, moreover, of which Sir John
is so particularly proud and fond,

''areci])rocity of trade or a reciprocity

of tariffs," sounds like the jingle of a

baby's rattle, rather than the sober

and well-considered dictum of exper-

ienced statesmanship. The appeals

constantly made to Casey, Greeley,

and other ultra-Protectionists across

the lines are suspicious ; and the

statistics the journals mani])ulate with
so much deftness are as misleading as

figures always are in the hands of

thaumaturgic theorists, or as that

agony of the digits through which Mr.
Mackenzie led the Toronto working-

men. What thiscountry needs is neither

Free Trade nor Protection gone crazy

;

but a Canadian fiscal system, suited to

its stage of progi'ess, and the peculiar

character of its environment. Can we
hope to get such a system from either

of the parties which are now appealing

to the people

!

It has been already hinted that the
vacation speeches recently delivered,

have not been of a profound or enlight-

ening kind ; and, therefore any close

criticism of them seems needless. But
there is one feature in party tactics

which imperatively calls for public

censure. Of late years political ad-

dresses, and even rather heated dis-

cussions have been carried on decently,

and with some regard to the ordinary

amenitiesand proprieties of life. There
are indications, however, that the un-

ruly elements are about to assert their

continued existence, and that, in the

cities, at least, there may be a return

to the unseemly, we had almost said

biTital, scenes people were accustomed

to in the early days of Responsible

Government, and the political stoi-ms

over the Clergy Reserves and other

now extinct issues. It is not at all

pleasant to be compelled to say it, but

it is the truth, nevertheless, that the

rowdyism which inteiTupts public

meetings, howls, groans, and hisses,

like wild beasts in a menagerie at every

political opponent, no matter how con-

spicuous he may be as a party leader,

or a public man, is for the most part

in the service of the Opposition. It

seems necessary to call attention to

this unsavoury sxibject, and to invoke

public reprobation upon all who are

rude and cowardly enough to resort to

so despicable a practice. Years ago,

in the public halls of Toronto, we have

seen crowds of men, interchanging

cheers and yells for hours together,
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during wliich not one intelligible sen-

tence uttered by those who essayed

to speak was permitted to reach the

ear. It might have been hoped that

people had emerged from that stage of

uncouth savageiy ; but it painfully ap-

pears that the coarse spirit of these days

has been dormant, not dead. There

is no doubt a base residuum in both

political parties, and wherever it shows

its appearance in uproar and disturb-

ance, it ought to be at once sternly

rebuked and silenced by all decent and

honourable men. It is perhaps the

meanest and most ungenerous, because

it is the easiest thing to do, and the

most difficidt to protect a public man
against, for any set of fellows to band

together for the sole purpose of crush-

ing liberty of utterance, and prevent-

ing anything like fair play to those

from whom they difter. Tlie unman-
nerly, as well as the unmanly, treat-

ment of Mr. Mackenzie at the Skating

Rink is the latest efflorescence of this

ruffianism, and it becomes a serious

question how far any political party

can afford, with advantage to itself, to

give impunity and even indulgence to

its lawless members. Whatever may
be thought of Mr. Mackenzie's admin-

istration of public affairs, of his rail-

way and financial policy—and we have

what appear to us substantial reasons

for censuring them—he is the Premier

of the Dominion, and his station ought

to be respected by those who oppose

his views or his acts. Moreover, he is,

at any rate, an honest and patriotic

man, about whom there is no sham or

personal guile, as his candid op-

ponents need not be ashamed to ad-

mit. Those who persist in maligning

him have overshot the mark, and may
perhaps find that, instead of serving

the country by their vituperation, they

may rally about the Cartwright policy

all those who suspect the root of all

this vindictiveness is to be sought in

the uneasy gnawings of a self-accusing

conscience. It is not a noble practice,

on the other side, to sneer at " the

gentlemen's party ;" would that there

were a greater power of gentlernanly

instinct in our party polemics; only

it must be of the sterling sort, per-

colating through the mass and im-

pregnating it with a generous love of

chivalrous dealing and old-fashioned

fail- play. A veneering of gentility on
a rotten wood-work only makes bad
worse; for it keeps out the free, fresh

air and concentrates and preserves the

essence of decay. Canadians are mostly

too intelligent to tolerate a "jingo"
party, that can only boast of such ad-

vantages which accrue to a eountiy

fi'om the union of fashionable vice at

the clubs with the coarse and brutal

animalism of Bethnal Green or Rat-

cHffe Highway. Having pointed out

the danger and the mischief, it may
be safely left to honourable Consei-va-

tives to apply the remedy.

It is more pleasing to turn to the

other side of the picture. 8ir John
Macdonald has addressed the people

in divers constituencies this year, has

always received a patient hearing, and
made himself personally acceptable.

Those who talk of " bogus " testi-

mordals and fictitious demonstrations

deceive no one, not even themselves.

Whatever be his faults, the Opposi-

tion leader is by far the most popular

man in the Dominion. He is a great

sinner, some may urge, but then he is

no hypocrite; never attempts to deny
his mistakes or shield them under a

cloak of puritanic pretence. There is

a refreshing manliness in his confes-

sions which reminds one of Fielding's

heroes, who were always sinning, al-

ways repenting, and always being for-

given and caressed. It is the honJwmie

—the frank, free good natui-e of the

man—which attaches Sii- John to the

popiilar heart, and convinces people

that he cannot be the political repro-

bate his adversaries would fain per-

suade them that he is. Moreover, he

stands before the country as the ex-

ponent of a national policy in finance

—a policy which at once appeals to

the common sense and to the substan-
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tial interests of the electorate. Most
men never pause to consider whether

a leader "doth protest too much'' or cal-

culate what he is to do with the pro-

tectionist, or any other elephant to be

won in tlie approaching raffle ; it is

sufficient for them that he does pro-

test, and claims to be a competent

keeper of the animal he professes to

covet. At Brantford, the appearance

of Lady Macdonald as the recipient

of a free-will offering from the peo-

ple, added grace and a touch of human
sympathy to the demonstration. It

speaks volumes for the tone of Cana-
dian feeKng, that men love to link

their political bias with the genial and
mellowing influence of home and the

domestic affections. Pleasing and al-

together beneficent as Lady Dufferin's

example has been in our public and
social life, not the least notable of

its effects is to be traced in the unob-

trusive and womanly delicacy with

which Lady Macdonald and Mrs. Mac-
kenzie have taken their places by the

side of their husbands, and occupied

at rare intervals, and for a brief space,

the public eye and the public interest

and regard. Nothing could have been
more graceful or in better taste than
her ladyship's neat little speech of

thanks to the woi'kmen of Brant, and
it may fairly be accepted as an omen
of better things m political life—that

female influence, on both sides, is be-

ginning to shed its benigii light abroad,

to soften, let us hope, the harsh as-

perities of the time.

A mot of Sir Robert Walpole's is

every now and then used, and always
perversely misquoted. It was at the

time when all the discontented spirits.

Whig and Tory, the " Patriots " as

they called themselves under Pulteney,
Carteret and Bolingbroke, assisted by
" that terrible cornet of dragoons," the

impetuous Pitt, were barking at the

heels of the great Premier. " I know
those men well," said he, " and every

man of them has his price. " By leav-

ing out the italicized words, the phrase

has been tortured into a cynical belief

in universal venality. Our esteemed
contemporary, the Jotirnal of Com-
merce, appears, unintentionally no
doubt, to do us a similar dis-service.

About party government in the ab-
stract, it is not worth while to argue,
although its benefits, even when at
the best, seem to he grossly exagge-
rated

; but we did not say tliat jmrties

are per se an unmitigated evil, but only
that these parties—the soi-disant Re-
form and Conservative factions of the
day—are nuisances, jmre and simple,
have no pretext for existence, and
ought to be swept away by the fury
of popular indignation. The Jour-
nal has said the same thing itself

over and overagain,and,to us, it seems
a duty we owe to the public, and calcu-

lated to be of gi-eat service in the in-

terests of the country, to urge and re-

iterate it again and again. On the
eve of a general election, no amount
of vituperative rhetoric, muddled sta-

tistics or pic-nic recrimination in every
form can possibly effect an ameliora-
tion in contemporary politics. Nothing
can change the face of affairs, but the
firm conviction rooted in the public

mind, that the greatest foe to Canada
and its progress is not this party or
that party, but both of them together;

and we could qiiote partizan autho-
rity for eveiy word we have uttered
against them. Lord Macaulay is cited

to establish what no one ever denied,

and what has been insisted upon in

these columns, that the two parties

have never been the whole nation—
" nay, that they have never, taken
together, made up the majority of the
nation." But in Canada it is neces-

sary to go a step further, and say, in

addition, that the two parties are so

managed by wire-pulling and scheme
that not even the partizan minority
rules, but an insignificant minority
of that minority. Party is defined as

a combination of men united to secure

the common weal by carrying out some
policy or urging some principle upon
which they are agreed

;
pray what

policy or what principle can the exist-
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ing factions call distinctively tlieir

own ? Take any subject of vital mo-

ment, the Pacific Railway or the

Tariff, for instance, and does the party

system of the day meddle with it or

anything else that it does not muddle

and addle almost before it has chipped

the shell ? One has only to compare

the unpatriotic Reformerswho affect to

believe in a national fiscal policy, and

yet sacrifice it at the bidding of party

leaders, with the perverseness of the

Conservatives in relation to the affairs

of Quebec. It is the spu-it of " Canada

Fii-st," although the Journal sneei-sat

it, which is gi'adually alienating the

mass of the people from these parties

and gi-adually sapping theii' founda-

tions. No one asserts that public men
of any political stripe " desii-e the pros-

perity of other parts of the Empii-e in

preference to that of Canada." Our
contemporary is condemning what it

evidently does not adequately under-

stand. Nationalists claim that the

Dominion shall have a policy suited to

its circumstances, and containing some

promise of a fruitful future ; and, in-

asmuch as the existing parties are the

chief obstacles in the path, they ought

to be swept as iixbbish out of the way.

The present system means party first,

with or without principle, the country

and its interests aftei-n'ards, if coift-

patible with party success. Ajo. old

and faithful public servant, Mr. Wick-

steed, is quoted as bearing testimony

to the really sincere desire for the pub-

lic good, animating the leaders duringa

long series of years. No one desires

to blur that roseate portraiture ; but,

taken in the most literal sense, it does

not invalidate our position. It is party-

ism, not Nationalism, which blackens

the characters of piiblic men, denies

theii' honesty of pvirpose and impeaches

their integiity ; it is an essential fea-

ture in the veiy system we condemn.

Ministers, and legislators generally,

have, no doubt, patriotic impulses, and

do not wantonly initiatemeasures calcu-

lated to injure the country ; but then

the good thev would do must be effect-

ed " by the party, through the party,

and for the party." The organization,

in the end, ceases to be merely an in-

strument to secure desirable ends, and
becomes an end in itself, with which
the public good is at last unwittingly

confounded. Because it seems beyond
dispute that the present factions have
ceased to represent any principle or to

have any aim except their own suc-

cess at the polls, that, in our view,

eveiy patriotic and enlightened elector

is solemnly called upon to aid in their

disintegration to the best of his power.

If even a considerable portion of that

majority referred to by Macaulay, and
recognized measiu-ably by Su- John
Macdonald, \nl\ only do theii' duty, the

work will be decisively accomplished

in a few months. It appears as cer-

tain as anything in the future and de-

pending upon human volition can be,

that neither party will have much to

boast of at the polls ; as in Quebec the

breaking up can hardly be delayed,

and then, but not before, Canada may
expect the reconstniction of its politi-

cal system and an awakening of its

national life, hopeless in the existing

paralysis of sound principle and ener-

getic action. Since the Journal of

Commerce desu'es the same consum-
mation, why does it causelessly com-

plain ?

Mr. Blake's Arms Act has been pro-

claimed in the district comprising the

City of Montreal and the County of

Hochelaga. So far, so good ; but it

is much to be feared that unless some
more impartial and vigorous a magis-

trate than Mayo]' Beaudiy takes the

matter in liaud, the proclamation and
the law will prove a hrotinnjulmeti.

Inthe Council, he stated that it was not

purposed to take any steps to preserve

the peace, on the fi'ivolous pretext,

which appears to be a figment of his

imagination, that the Police Commit-
tee stand in his way. Clearly, the

new Act ought, supposing the step

constitutional, to have contained a

clause authorizing the Government to

intervene whenever there is reason to
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fear riot and Ijloodshed, whicli the civic

authorities are either unwilling or un-

able to prevent. The public peace and
security to life and property are far

too precious to be jeopai'dized by the

crafty inertness of Mr. Beaudry and
his fi'iends, who do not appear to care

what blood may be spilt on the 12th

so long as the Orange procession is

broken up. The action of gi-and

juries last year in ignoring bills where
there was m\ich more than a prima
facie case against the accused ; the

partizan conduct of petit juries in con-

victing or acquitting according to the

sectarian bias of the accused ; and the

verdict of the coroner's jury in the

CoUigan case afford melancholy evi-

dence that Montreal justice is wretch-

edly one-sided and inadequate. The
poor man, shot on the night of the

Concert, was engaged himself in a law-

less act, lying in wait for a number of

people who had done him no hai'm.

He was prepared to commit a felony,

and yet, in the verdict, there was no
censure passed upon him or his gang
of cowardly ruffians. Thejuiy found
that to be wilful murder, with malice

aforethought, which could not be more
than manslaughter, and might turn

out to be justifiable homicide—that is

to say, in the technical sense of the

term. An Act to put down party pro-

cessions was demanded by thesejurors,

bvit the death they investigated had
nothing to do with any procession at

all, butwas occasioned primarily by the

man's own unlawful act. Whether the

Quebec Legislature will pass such a

measure this session or not it is pre-

mature toask ; it is a step which ought
not to be resorted to, if any less harsh
and arbitrary means can be devised to

preserve Montreal from the bloody and
disgraceful scenes which appear to be
imminent.

Tlie Toronto Orangemen represented
then' case to Mr. Mackenzie ; but as

they probably knew before, the Premier
can legally do nothing, save upon re-

quisition from the municipality. It

seems likely that a disingenuous at-

tempt will be made to get party capital

out of any riot on the 1 2th. The Do-
minion is called upon to do an unlaw-

ful act— to transcend its legitimate

sphere in order to protect the pi-oces-

sion in spite of the Mayor. There is no
doubt that if he listened tothe tempters,

they would be the first to denounce his

course, as " unconstitutional," and if

he persists in his refusal, they can, of

course hold him responsible for the

fracas and the bloodshed he is power-

less to prevent. It is Mayor Beaudry's

duty to preserve the peace, and if he is

determined to shirk it, there ought to

be some means of inflicting exemplaiy
punishment \ipon him, proportionate

to the gravity of his offence ; bvit, as

Mr. Mackenzie remarked, it will not

make the discharge of that onerous

duty any lighter, if some thousands of

Ontario Orangemen repair to Montreal,

armed to the teeth, and flaunt their

flags and sashes, or play offensive airs

before the exasperated Roman Catholic

Irish. It should be clearly understood

that every man who enters the pro-

claimed district with a revolver on his

person breaks the law ; and if, as their

leaders urge, the Ontario Orangemen
cannot walk there in procession, un-

armed, it is quite plain that they cannot

legally walk there at all. To go without

weapons is not to add anything to the

fighting strength of the Order ; to

cai-ry them is to be a ti'ansgressorof the

statute; why then go thither, when it is

necessaiy either to be ofno use as allies,

or to be effective only by defying all

law and authority % It is easy to un-

derstand the difficulty the Orange
brethren have in saving their pride

and yet acting as Christian men ought

to act ; and it may readily be admitted

that they have not met with any show
of fair play or conciliator}^ temper.

At the same time, they ought to feel

that there is nothing disgraceful in

concession where the result of per-

severance in enforcing an alleged right

may lead to fearful scenes of violence

and bloodshed. In such cases, to yield

gracefully, and from a conscientious
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i-fgard for the puVjlic jjeace and wel-

fare is a proof of that religious tem2:)er

and influence Orangemen profess to

clierish. But let them remember that

the s])irit of Christ admits of no com-
])romise with the spirit of Belial, and
that the value of a zeal or fervour

which delights in ripy:)ing up old sores

and perpetuating the enmities of creed

and race is more than questionable.

These annual party demonsti-ations,

menacing and often gratuitously of-

fensive as they are, appear to us an
unalloyed mischief ; and where the

tone and temper of mii^d displayed in

them as well as the incalculable mis-

chief wrought to youths, and even
children, by training them up in an
atmosphere of bigotry, uncharitable-

ness, and pugnacity are considered, it

is impossible not to deprecate firmly

and earnestly this sinister feature in

Canadian society.

The defeat of the Exhibition by-law

in the City of Toronto, although the

ditliculty has been tided over, will pro-

bably lead to an amendment in the

Municipal Act. The Property-Owners'
Association has been the victim of un-

measured abuse ; but if there be any
fault at all, it is in the law which puts

excessive power in the hands of a class,

and does not rest with those who are

legally entitled to exercise it. The mo-
tives of the freeholders were no doubt
laudable and honourable in themselves;

for it was certainly full time that some
drag should be applied to the reckless

down-hill pace of the municipal coach.

But this stand was made at the wrong
time, and in the wrong ])lace. The
credit of the city had been doubly
])ledged, first to the Agricultural As-
sociation, and secondly to the Gov-
ernment, when a lease of the Com-
mon was obtained. It was altogether

too late to question the propriety of

entering into these obligations ; the

honour and good faith of Toronto were
solemnly plighted and to reject the by-

law at the last moment was to tarnish

the city's reputation, and to injure

most seriously its credit at home and

abroad. Moi'eover, the combination

of property-holders had too much the

appearance of a " ring," formed to ad-

vance class interests, without the

slightest regard to the risk of injury

to the public reputation, or even to the

trade or everyday business concerns of

the peo})le as a whole. And when
these gentlemen, whose motives we do
not impugn, laboured under the mar-
vellous hallucination that they, and
not their tenants, really pay the taxes,

their singidar course seems to be the

result either of ignorance or the ab-

sence of reflection. Something very

absurd was said about Communism,
and about the people being allowed to

mortgage property-holders' estates, and
such nonsense really appeared perfect-

ly sound sense to men who ought to

know better. What is moi'tgaged is

not the landlord's houses but the

people's industry for the next genera-

tion—the industry which has given

value to the property, and made pro-

perty-owners a })resent of "the unearn-

ed increment," which they have neither

worked nor paid for. The present

law may foolishly foster the economic
delusion which possesses these people,

it rests upon the untenable notion that

no tax-payer has an interest in keep-

ing down civic expenditure, unless he
is a freeholder or a leaseholder for a

term of years. The owner of a shanty,

thirty or forty years old, whose in-

come has been yearly increasing

through the labour and enterprise of

others, is supposed to be superior to

the man who, because he does not hap-

jien to have a lease, although he may
have paid twenty times as mucli to the

revenue during a quarter of a century,

the law disfranchises. A leaseholder

may be here to-day, assign his lease,

and oflP to-morrow ; and therefore, that

qualiflcation is equally sophistical and
fanciful with the other. It M^ovild be

well if this matter were brought pro-

minently before the peojde at the next

local elections, if the Government fail

to d^al with it during the next and
flnal session.
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The Quebec Legislature has met,

and M. Joly has so far held his own
;

and although it is not yet clear how
the tlebate on the Address will termi-

nate, it is tolerably clear, from the un-

bounded rage and intemperate lan-

guage of the Opjiosition, that all is

over with the old regime. Three of

the five old Ministers were ignomini-

ously defeated at the jjolls, and in the

})resent House, Messrs. Chapleau and
Church alone remain to mourn and
scold over their untoward fate. The
former is cei-tainly a host in himself,

so far as mad jjassion and impoteiit

vituperation goes ; but it is vain and
foolish for a man to make so vile a

use of his unruly member when caged
in the pillory. Certainly coarser vit-

uperation was never before vented in

a deliberative assembly than that in-

dulged in by the ex-Provincial Secre-

taiy and some of his supporters. The
closeness of the di^asion on the Speak-

ership does not by any means fully

express the state of public opinion.

By a veiy large numerical majority

the country has undoubtedly sustained

the Joly administration, indirectly

ap}iroved the Lieut. -Governor's action,

and given the reckless and extrava-

gant party their coup de grace. It is

a matter of very slight importance

whether this Government .shall endure
or what is to succeed it ; the great

and valuable issue of the struggle is a

cleansing of the Augean stable and
the inauguration of a new political

era in Quebec. Messrs. Turcotte and
Price have been loaded with abuse be-

cause they have resolved to give effect

to the popular verdict, and to extend

fair play to the Joly Cabinet. They
are consigned to " eternal infamy,"
" dishonour," and so on, thi'ough the

copious vocabulary of party vindic-

tiveness. It is all in vain, because

most men know both the real meaning
and significance of abusive language
of this sort. The De Boucherville

Government was all that its opjx)nents

alleged, according to the Opposition

journals, and even more ; and yet

they are now raging, like bafiled con
spirators, because Messrs. Turcotte,

Price, and Lovell will not aid in giv-

ing them another lease of power, an-

other opportunity of abusing the trust

committed to them. Tlie speech from
the Throne has the true ring about it,

and makes a coui'ageous attempt to

gi-apple with the mischief at once by
vigorous and sorely-needed retrench-

ment. The abolition of the useless

Legislative Council and economy in

other directions form a preliminaiy

policy whicli cannot fail to work the

best results. If the entii-e Dominion
will only deal with parties at the next
elections on the Quebec plan, insure

the return of men who will consider

their country first and their party af-

terwards, there will be some prospect

of an end to scandal and a healthy

and patriotic tone in the conduct of

public affaii's.

The attempts made upon the life of

the Emperor William of Germany,
both, we most fervently hope, ineffec-

tual, have sent a thrill of horror and
sympathetic feeling through the heart

of the civilized world. That an octo-

genarian monarch, during whose reign

so much has been achieved for the fa-

therland, and who has always .striven

to be the affectionate father and friend

of his people, should be marked out

for destruction by a band of fanatical

and reckless assassins, shocks the moral
sense of humanity. A deed so gi^atui-

tously wicked and useless, even had
it proved successful, passes and puz-

zles the understanding. L^nhappily

all the mischief is not confined to mere
nervous alarm in high quarters, or

the panic and shock public confidence

has so rudely encountered. The bu-

I'eaucracy of Berlin can comprehend
but one method of dealing with the

disease of which these insane attempts

are but symptoms. The centralized

system will tighten its cords, the mili-

tary spirit will grow more imperious

and exigent, and liberty of speech and
opinion, with all other liberties, will
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be trodden under foot. That will be,

in short, the net result to Germany
of the brutal deeds of Hoedel, No-
bling, and their set. It is impossible

in the fever of exaggerating alarm

which prevails on the Continent to

judge how far the Socialist conspiracy

may have spread its odious toils. That

its ramifications are traceable from

Moscow to the Atlantic there can be

little doubt, and, unfortunately, its

real character, now that it gets to be

better understood, shuts out the hope

that it is amenable to any considera-

tions to be urged on gi-ounds of reli-

gion, morality, or the interests of so-

ciety. It is ostensibly based on a de-

nial of God or a hereafter ; it opposes

and would overthrow the institution

of marriage, the rights of property,

and the entire social fabric. It recog-

nises no duties, acknowledges no moral

responsibility, respects not law, order,

decency, life, or human rights— it is

nihilism, blackness, and blankness,

rapine, lust, and murder incarnate.

It is singular that to the French in-

fluence of the eighteenth century, fos-

tered by Frederick the Great, Prussia

owed its bureaucracy and its military

spirit ; and now again the revolt

against that order, which is the com-

plement of freedom, was drawn from

the Parisian frontier. Both were
thoroughly irreligious in their essence,

and this generation groans under the

load heaped up from Voltaii'e and

Rousseau to the diabolical creed of

the Commune. Who shall say, in the

lurid light gleaming from Germany,
that a decline in religious belief does

not menace the very foundations of

morality, of order, and of society ?

OCJiiEENT LLTEKATURE.

To thoroughly appreciate all the

advantages which Mr. Davenport
Adams's Dictionary of English Litera-

ture* possesses one must consult it

frequently. It is, beyond all question,

one of the most satisfactory works of

its kind ever issued. It is a perfect

mine of information about everything

connected with English literature, and
as its usefulness becomes known few
editors and men of letters will find

themselves able to do without it. Its

pages may be consulted on almost

everything bearing on literature, and
with, generally, gratifying results.

Wliile not aiming to be a biographical

dictionary, it goes pretty fully into

* Dictionary of English Literature. By W.
Davenport Adams. London : Cassell, Petter & Gal-
pin ; Toronto : G. Mercer Adam.

such details in an author's life as are

considered pertinent or necessary. In

almost every instance where an author

has published several books, the dates

of their issue are given in chronologi-

cal order, as well as such facts about

them as are likely to prove interesting.

First lines of poems, obscure as well

as noted names in fiction, odd phrases,

noms de plume of literary persons,

little scraps of criticism, familiar quo-

tations, definitions of some of the

things one finds in literature, notes,

short articles on the drama, novels,

poetry, newspapers, etc. , with number-
less facts and fancies interesting, use-

ful, and necessary have all a place in

this exliaustive work. The dictionary

is comprehensive and particular, and

fills a place peculiarly its own. Mr.
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Adams has exercised great care and has

aimed at accuracy and thoroughness.

Almost every literary man and woman
of any prominence who writes in the

English language receives mention

here, and the names of translators of

foreign books are also noted and their

work described. In only a few cases

have we found errors and omissions

made, but these ai-e of very little mo-
ment. One cannot have perfection in

a work of the extent to which this

one goes, and the volume before us is

as near perfection as possible. Great
diligence and care have Vjeen exercised

by the editor, and a want which has

long been felt is at length supplied.

After all, })erhaps, the best way to

describe Mr. Adams's Dictionary, and
the uses to which it may be put, is to

make a quotation or two from it.

" Maud, a 'dramatic poem,' by Alfred Ten-
nyson, ])ubli.shed in 1855 ; the section begin-
ning- ' O that 'twere possible ' having been
published in The Tribute in 1837. ' Maud,'
says Robert Buchauan, ' is full of beauties

;

it positively blossoms with exquisite expres-
sions. It is invaluable as revealing to us for
a moment the sources of reserved strength in
Tennyson, and as containing signs of passion
and self-revelation altogether unusual. In a
hundred passages we have glimpses that star-

tle and amaze us . We see what a disturbing
force the Laureate might have been, if he had
not chosen rather to be the consecrating mu-
sician of his generation.

'

"

And again.

" 'Degenerate Douglas ! the unworthy
LORD I ' First line of a sonnet by William
Wordsworth, composed at Neidpath Castle,
in 1803."

" Pounce, Mr. Peter, figures in Fielding's
novel of The Adventures of Joseph Andrews."

We must confess that powerful and
interesting as the Earl of Desart's

new story* undoubtedly is, it is by no
means a desirable book for the average
reader. It teaches a healthy enough
moral, but the story as a story is most
vicious. We hope the Earl has largely

exaggerated the phase of London so-

ciety which his pencil so glowingly de-

picts, and that crime is far from being

* The Children of Suture. By the Earl<if Desart.
Toron-o : Rose-Bclford fublishi s Co.

the glaring and popular thing which
he describes so vigorously and so well.

It is not agreeable to read of the ad-
ventures of 7-oues and gamesters and
titled blacklegs, nor are the morals of

the community benefited Vjy stories of

the intrigues of fast women and faith-

less wives. There are several minor
plots in the book, all conceived with
more or less dramatic skill, but the
turning point, or rather thedenouement
in each, develops into a first-class case

of social dishonour narrated with care-

ful regard to detail. The book is by
no means dull, nor at all uninterest-

ing. Indeed, it is very interesting and
clever, and the author strives to show
the evil and folly of crime, and de-

nounces rather strongly feminine and
masculine flirtations, and looseness

among the sexes. And he tells us,

after the approved manner of the most
gentle Sunday-school book, how wrong
it is to do ill and how good it is to do
well, and the good young man dies

and the bad but amorous lord marries

a fair and opulent bride, after break-

ing the hearts of an army of young
women. And yet the " Children of

Nature " would not make a good Sun-
day-school book. Lord Desart is an
interesting writer, and combines the

characterLstics of Bulwer and Thack-

eray. Indeed, his satiric vein is mo-
delled after that of the author of
" Pendennis," and he has much in

common with him in another way.

There are bits of description and cha-

racter-drawing in the story which are

ably and strikingly formed, and many
of the scenes and bright conversations

are managed quite skilfully. The cari-

cature of the Eccentric Club is an ex-

cellent piece of humorous descrip-

tion, the burlesque on a certain style

of literary criticism, too palpably co-

pied, however, from Burton's Cyclo-

paedia of American Wit and Humour,
is rather neatly sketched, and the poetic

parody after Walt. Whitman is very

good indeed. The scene which ensues

before the funeral of Jack Chilling-

ham is repulsive and disgusting, and
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the interview between Spencer Chil-

lingham and Alice is revolting, horri-

l)ly unnatural, and shocking to all

sense of feeling. The death of Jack,

after the accident, is a powerful piece

of ^Titing, and fully equal to any-

thing we have seen in English. Tlie

fetes, and halls and parties, incidents

of club life and gossip, and matters

associated with a gay life in the great

metropolis are descriljed with admir-

able spirit and taste. No one will be

disposed to quarrel with the Earl of

Desart's art. He is a novelist who

gains the ear of the public at once.

We are only sorry that he should have

added to the race of Lord Steyne's a

Windermere and a Sii- John Glorme.

Of a slightly different character from

the Children of Mature is the trans-

lation from the French of Aiidr6

Theuriet*, which forms the ninth

volume of a new collection of foreign

authors. The Godson of a Marquis

is a dull and insipid story. It is cha-

racteristically French, but there is no

snap to it. We miss the spirit and

movement of the true French novel,

the dash of Gautier and the dramatic

vigour of Daudet and his followers. We
have not seen the original, but the

translator of this romance has done

his work like a Frenchman. It is full

of queer expressions and curious sen-

tences, and reminds one of the odd

phrases in Ollendorf. The language

is sometimes stilted, and there is a

good deal of sentimental twaddle in-

troduced, which is dwelt upon with

painful minuteness. The story, almost

wholly devoid of plot, is a simple nar-

rative sketch of the career of a

wronged woman and her son, the

natui'al child of a proud Marquis of

France, whose facilities for getting

into difficulties, and troublesome ones

at that,seem sufficiently boundless. This

young offspring, the re.sult of Sophie's

unwise love, conceives a hopeless

* The Godunn of a Marquis, from the French of

.\xdreTiiei'riet. New York : S. Appleton & Co.

Toronto : Hart & Rawlinson.

passion for almost every woman he
meets, and, of course, frequently

comes to grief on that account. Pos-
sessing a handsome person and being
quite attractive in many ways, this

godson amuses his leisure hours in

falling in love with engaged women,
to the intense chagrin of the lovers,

and the rapturous delight of their loves.

But the author's genius does not seem
to lie in taking advantage of such for-

tuitous chai acteristics of his hero, for

he lets such stirring incidents drag,

and they soon became wearisome. The
translator, perhaps, is to blame for

this, though we fancy the author him-
self has a good deal to do with it. In
the course of the story we are intro-

duced to a number of vulgar people, a
few high-born members of the French
aristocracy, 'and some of the middle
classes, who are rather tiresome in

their way. As an attempt to write a

French novel on an English model,

this story may safely be pronounced a

failure. Of course, the tale is sugges-

tive, and readers of delicate appetites

will find some pages, and even chap-

ters, quite offensive, not to say shock-

ing to their sense of modesty and
propriety.

Mr. Elihu Burritt, in the preface

to his latest book,* refers A-ery plea-

santly to Canada and her literary

activity and spirit, and indulges in the

hope that her intellectual development

will be as honourably recognized by
the world as her material prosperity

and political progress. His volume

is made iip of stray papers ti*eating

severally, in a sincere and delightful

way of a variety of subjects, many of

them covering a wide range of thought,

and all of them specially interesting

and valuable at this time. The veteran

author will find many old admirers to

agree with him that " Chips from

many Blocks " is by all odds his best

work, while readers who take up Mr.

* Chips from many Blocks, by Eliiiit Burritt. To-

ronto, Rose-Belford Publishinjr Company.
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Burritt's words for the tii'st time

will be pleasantly surprised at the

scope of the book, and the vigour with

which the different topics are dis-

cussed. Mr. Burritt writes with free-

dom and a certain fearlessness of tone.

His words are earnest words. His
language is simple. His thought is

suggestive, and he is never theoretical

where he can be practical. His life

has been one long and useful lesson

to mankind. He has not been waste-

ful of his talents, but with both his

voice and pen he has laboured hard

for the betterment of his fellow-man's

condition. In his way he is a philan-

thropist, and his kindly word has

often been a cheei'ing word, indeed, to

suffering mortals. There are more
brilliant writers than Mr. Buriitt, but
few as sincere and truthful. He is

not one who reasons out liis subject

and develops it until there is nothing

left of it but a shadow. He is sound,

practical and honest. His views on
public questions ai-e made from no
false stand-point, nor based on ficti-

tious premises. On this account his

utterances command and receive the

respect which is due them.

Several of the papers in this volume
have appeared in print before, and
have created considerable discussion.

They have been re-edited and re-

written for their publication in book-

form. The Canadian reader will be
interested in reading Mr. Burritt's

opinion on several pertinent interna-

tional questions, as well as his solution

of the Eastern difficulty—which places

that great enigma in an entirely new
light. Every class of people will fi^nd

some thoughtful and well-considered

advice in the chapters devoted to eco-

nomical and industrial topics, and the

educational and religious problems of

the day. A very charming chapter is

composed of fireside talks with school

children, which will interest children

of almost any age, from " eight to

eighty," while the little talks with
small children on the law of kindness
are well calculated to do a world of

good. These talks are wi-itten in

words of one syllable, and will no
doubt prove extremely helpful to mo-
thers in instructing children at home.
The book is dedicated to the people

of Canada, and Mr. Burritt's kindly

words should ensure for his first Can-
adian book a warm welcome in the

homes of our people.

The trite quotation, " infinite riches

in a little room," may be applied with
much reason to these popular little

books. * One wishing to become fami-

liar with the Greek poets, dramatists,

and philosophers who have from time
to time charmed the world, can find

in the brochure before us all that he
requires in a preliminary way. In a

small space the beauties of their works
ai'e shown, the character of their

writings are explained, and much that

is valuable about them is discussed in

an easy and intelligent manner. The
booklet is not only useful to Greek
scholars and to those who do not know
Greek, but aLso to students, who, like

Emerson, never read the original when
a good translation can be had. The
contents embrace a wide range, and
treat of epic poetry, lyric poetry, the

elegiac and iambic poetry, the drama,

prose history, oratory, philosophical

prose, and the literature of the deca-

dence. The companion volume is a

sound digest of the principles of poli-

tical economy. It is one of the ablest

resumes of the subject published, and
while not quite as thorough as we
could wish, it is a safe manual for the

beginner who wishes an incentive to

commence the study of one of the

foremost sciences of the age. It is

written in earnest but simple lan-

guage, and by a master of the subject.

Numbers three and four of a new
series! of pamphlets destined to be-

* Primer of Greek Literature, by R- C. Jebb, M.
A., and Primer nf Political Kconoiny, by W. S.

Jevons. New York : U. Appleton & Co. Toronto :

Hart & Rawlinson.
\ A Vinion of the Future : a Series of Papers on

Caaon Farrar's Eternal Hope. Toronto : Rose-



120 CURRENT LITERATURE.

come very popular have just been

issued. The first of these is the second

series of articles on Canon Farrar's

notable book—Eternal Hope—and the

question of future life is discussed from

various religious standpoints, and with

marked ability. Six of the most emi-

nent divines in England enter the lists

with the reverend gentlemen who have

preceded them in the former pamphlet

on the same subject, and combat or

accept Canon Farrar's views as the

spirit moves them, and the humour

takes them. Professor Plumptre leads

the debate and the Rev. Prof. Gracey

closes it, while Dr. AUon, Dr. Rigg,

Rev. S. Cox and Canon Birks uphold

the argument in its intermediate stages.

Each writer advances his special views

with fine catholic spLrit and a total

absence of intolerance or bigotry. ' It

is refreshing in this day to find dis-

putants so wide-minded, and while dif-

fering on many side issues, continue

to preserve an even temper and a po-

sitive gentleness of manner towards

each other. It cannot be denied that

the question opened up by Canon Far-

rar, and believed in by Canon Kings-

ley before his death, has awakened

much enquiry throughout the civilized

world, and led many earnest men to a

new line of thought. Of course the

whole question is shrouded in mystery,

and the argument at its best is but

speculation. On the w^hole, however,

if the material hell of the unopened

future can be disposed of by the cleri-

cal brethren in a satisfactory way,

one's belief in that ' somethmg after

death' will be somewhat more comfort-

able than formerly. A new pamphlet

closing the discussion would be in

order.

The other hrocliure before us islikely

to interest the more general reader,

for it contains a well-written account

of that marvel of the nineteenth cen-

Belfcird Publishing Co.— The Vhonograph and its

Future. Bj- Thos. A. Edison. —'i/ie Auriphune and
its Future. Anon.— 0?i the Hypothesis that Aui-
mah are Automata. By Professor Hixley. To-

ronto : Rose-Belford Publishing Co.

tury, the Phonograph, by the inventor,

Thos. A. Edison ; an attractive des-

cription of the Auriphone ; and Pro-

fessor Huxley's able disquisition on
the hypothesis that Animals are Au-
tomata. The first two of these topics

exhiljit the wonderful scope which
Mr. Edison's inventions will ultimately

reach, and the stage to which they

have already come. The author be-

lieves that they will together, when
perfected, revolutionize the whole so-

cial, moral, and political economy of

the universe. His argument is inge-

nious, and even now much that he

predicted a few weeks ago have be-

come verified. The Phonograph c/ocs

give back the human voice at will, no
matter how long after woixls have been

spoken into it, and it will do this as

often as required. The Auriphone is

amusingly described by an anonymous
wTiter, and if only one-third of what
is said about it is ever realized, it will

eventually prove sufficiently startling

to satisfy the most sanguine tempera-

ment. The paper by Pi-ofessor Hux-
ley which follows, is a masterly article

on the scientist's favourite subject. It

is enlivened with anecdote and expe-

riment, is exhaustive in its treatment,

and cannot fail to create a stir in the

scientific world. The publishers aie

acting wisely in issuing this capital

series of pamphlets. They are ably

edited, and the reader gets at a small

cost the masterly utterances of the

foremost thinkers and philosophers of

the age.

Mr. J. M. LeMoine, of Quebec,

promises in time to become fully as

voluminous an author as Balzac. His
books appear with startling rapidity,

and we no sooner digest one portly

volume than a new one comes quickly

on the scene. It is only the other day

since we turned the pages of his valu-

able and interesting " Quebec : Past

and Present," and now we are called

on to read a fresh contribution* to the

Chronicles of the St. Lawrence. By J. M. Ls
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increasing pile of books on subjects,

particularly pleasing to the native

Canadian. For eighteen years and

more Mr. LeMoine has devoted his

time and energy to the study of our

early histoiy, and from 1862 he has

regularly given his fellow-countrymen

the benefit of his labour.

The early days of Canada were

marked by a web of romance, as de-

lightful in its way, as the legendary

things which obtain in old European

countries and some places in the dis-

tant Orient. Mr. Le. Moine's soul is

full of romance. He naturally loves

the picturesque and the beautiful. He
has an eye for the poetic and a mind
overcharged with the things in which

a historian takes delight. He is a

liberal Frenchman, confined by no
narrow prejudices, and a man dis-

posed to give and take opinions. He
does not adopt the sober style of Hal-

lam but rather inclines to the eloquent

and highly coloured manner of Macau-
lay. His books are full of stories of

early Canadian life and character, and
while his facts may be relied on as

indisputable, he frequently enlivens a

page now and then with some charm-

ing Indian tale, which he is cax-eful to

tell us in the context, is a purely

imaginative sketch, and is only added
to his work because it is interesting

and likely to prove attractive to some.

He reminds us of Thackeray, some-

times, by the half confidential way in

which he forgets the role he is per-

forming, and comes down for a pleas-

ant ten minutes' chat with his reader.

It is in these places that he relates

some quaint legend of life on the

Canadian border during the time of

Fiontenac, the Intendant Bigot or the

gr(;at Bishop Laval. His industrious

research has brought him in contact

with thousands of old books and
musty manusci'ipts, and he has made
splendid use of his opportunities. He
writes fluently French and English,

Mdixe. Montreal, Dawso.i Bros.
Be'.ford Publishing Co.

Toronto, Rose-

and has given us nine books in the •

latter tongue and six in the former,

besides furnishing the magazines and
literary papers of Canada with a

goodly supply of articles. His Eng-
lish books are tinctured by the flavour

of his mother tongue, and this rather

adds a certain piquancy which makes
them all the more delightful read-

ing. Perhaps Mi\ LeMoine is bet-

ter known among literary men Vjy

his excellent series of Canadian an-

nals, entitled "Maple Leaves,"of which
three volumes have already appeared,

and a fourth, doubtless, would be

warmly welcomed.

Chronicles of the St. Lawi-ence is

a rather ambitious work. It is a se-

quel to " Maple Leaves," " Quebec
;

Past and Present," and an English

companion to the " Canadian Album."
It is really a ver}^ agreeable guide for

the tourist who contemplates making
a trip through some of the more
striking parts of the Dominion. It is

full of gossipy anecdote, . traditionary

lore, light legends, glimpses of travel

and observation, and here and there a

bit of historic description and fact. It

is written in a happy narrative style,

light, sketchy and bright. It is divi-

ded into two parts. The first is devo-

ted to the round trip which Mr. Le
Moine made a short time ago, and the

details of that journey are given with

great originality and a certain natu-

ralness of description which are emi-

nently enjoyable.

The traveller-historian in this vol-

ume confers a boon on the tourist.

He tells us what to see along the

journey, how to see it, and where to

go. Every stopping place is described

with a loving hand, and the amiable

character of the inhabitants pointed

out and their frugality commended.
The voyageur who has a taste tor

things possessing an ancient smell,

will be especially enraptured with the

account of the oldest country cure in

Canada, and the curious legends which

figure in almost every chapter. The
visits to the cities, notably those of the
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Maritime Provinces, are invested with

peculiar interest. Mr. LeMoine's
sketches of St. John, N.B., and of Ha-
lifax, N. S., are fair specimen bricks

of his independent style, and exhibit

quite a faithful portraiture of the

rival sister cities as they appear to-

day. In the smaller places along the

route he has had ample scope for his

pen, and the pictures which he gives

us of the lazaretto at Tracadie, the

gi'aphic story of the survivor of the

shipwreck, and a hundred other ac-

counts of scenes, incidents and adven-

tures, cannot fail to interest the most
indifferent reader.

Part second is formed of even lighter

texture, and our author skilfullymakes
us feel at home in the kingdom of

herring and cod. Here we have a well-

considered description of the Lower
St. Lawrence, the Enchanted Isles,

Gaspe, Rimouski, Bic, St. Fabien,

L'Islet au Massacre, ikc. , ifcc. , and many
traditions of more than ordinary in-

terest. But the cream of the whole
work is the delicious account of the

cruise of the " Dolphin,'' which exhi-

bits our author in a totally different

character. This part of the Chronicles

will be i-ead first, after the manner,
perhaps, of Mr. Emerson, who, it is

said, begins new books by reading the

last page first, and then skims the

foregoing ones. Few can read this

humorous account without being pleas-

ed, and the story of the whale and the

ditficulties into which that monster of

the deep plunged its unfoi'tunate

owner, is certainly an incident of keen
dramatic power, and very entertaining.

The Canadian tourist and the visitor

to Canada cannot get along A'ery well

without a copy of the " Chronicles

of the St. Lawrence." No carpet-bag

is complete without it.

Without being a gi-eat writer, Mrs.

Stowe has succeeded in becoming one
of the most popular novelists of her

time. She has written one celebrated

book and many thoroughly enjoyable

ones. In one particular field she has

no rival—no successful rival at least.

In the delineartion of " Yankee" life

and character, she holds a position en-

tirely her own. Her descriptions of

New England almost equal some of

the robust things which John Wilson
wrote of Scotland, while her charming
pictures of domestic life endear her
books to thousands of readers every-

where. " Old Town Folks," " We and
Our Neighbours," "My Wife and I," are

all volumes of pleasant reading, rich in

a certain flavour and piquancy all their

own. Mrs. Stowe seldom gets beyond
her depth, and never attempts those

severely intellectual types of character

which appear in the fashionable novels

of the day. Her puppets do not speak
by the card in the drawing-room, nor
talk meagre philosophy in the kitchen,

nor chop logic on the lawn. Her books
always please even if they fail to in-

struct ; they amuse if they do not
teach.

" Poganuc People "* is a story with-

out a jilot. Its frame-woi"k is slight and
sketchy. It is full of incident, and
some of the situations are dramatic
enough. There is fine scope in it for

Mrs. Stowe's peculiar powers, and she

is artist enough to make the most of

her position. It is full of humour of

the shrewd and quaint kind, and when
not too " goody," the story , is clever

and interesting. There is, of course,

some " padding" in the book, and this

is sutficiently tiresomewhen it darkens

the page, but, happily for the j-eader,

this only occurs at intervals. The
character-di'awing is on the whole
quite attractively done, though it is

by no means new nor much out of the

common. "Poganuc People" is a book
which will attract many readers. It

will please, particularly, those who
enjoy light, sketchy -writing, while

admirers of a quiet narrative style

will find something veiy much after

their own heart in these bright pages,

even if they do not always sparkle

• Poganuc: People. By .Mrs. Harriet Beeciier.

Stowe. Toronto : Rose-BelforJ Publishiiisr Co.
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with very great brilliancy. The chap-

ters are bound together by a thin

thread, and they tell the story of life

in a Connecticut village sixty years

ago. The reader will find his sympa-

thies awakened at the start, and
Dolly, the eight-year-old daughter of

the Parson, Nabby, Hiel Jones and
his mother. Dr. and Mrs. Cushing,

old Zeph Higgins and his helpmeet,

Deacon Peasley and Deacon Dickin-

son, the colonel, the judge and young
'Piscopal Sim Coau, and the village

boys, theii" haps, mishaps, their ad-

ventures, the drives, courtships, part-

ies and nuttings are characters and
incidents which many will recognize

and appi'eciate. The moral which the

story teaches is healthful and good,

and there are several bits of clever

description thi'oughout, which must
render the narrative doubly interest-

ing to those who admire that sort of

writing. Mrs. Stowe's last work shows
no falling off in her powers and we
predict for " Poganuc People" a very
wide j)opularity.

No more dainty collection of poetry
exists than the charming series of
" Poems of Places,"* which Mr. Long-
fellow is editing in so scholarly and
pleasant a manner. Already, some
eighteen or twenty volumes have ap-

peared uniformily printed and bound
in the " Little Classic " style which,

however, unnattractive and slight it

may be for essays and tales, is just the

desirable shape for neat books of verse.

The paper and binding are excellent,

the type legible and clear, and the

matter comprises the very cream of

English and foreign poetiy. Mr.
Longfellow is a most judicious and
painstaking editor. At great sacrifice

of time and labour, he has personally

attended to the getting out of this

novel collection. The scope of the
work is very wide, the material is

* Poems of Places, Greece and Turkey in Eu-
rope, Edited bj' Henry W. Longfellow. " Boston :

James R. Osgood & Co. T<ironto : R.^se-Belford
Publishins? Co.

really stupendous in its magnitude,
and the nicest critical skill has been
employed in making suitable selec-

tion. It has been a labour of love
with the poet-editor. His reading is

varied and extensive, his library is

well stocked with treasures from every
clime, his taste is admirable and Ca-
tholic, and his capacity for book-mak-
ing so excellent, that the reader is sure
of a precious volume whenever any-
thing bearing his name as author or

editor falls from the press. The idea

of these " Poems of Places " is a happy
one, and affoi'ds in a pleasing way an
opportunity of publishing the songs-

and sonnets, and poems, which the
poets of the world have from time to

time written about the nooks and cor-

ners of strange lands, the legendaiy
waters of vast contments, the gi'eat

cities and the peaceful hamlets every-

where. Mr. Longfellow is a traveller,

and he has seen much of the places-

which are described in quite melli-

fluous words in these books of song.

He has cai-efuUy and happily selected

only the best, and has drawn liberally

from the stores of the old world poets,

as well as from those of the new land.

Even from our own Canada he has.

taken an occasional bit of verse, Mr.
M. Sabiston, of St. John, N. B., and
the late Dr. F. K. Crosby, of the same
place, furnishing four or five pleasant

poems for the volumes on Gennany
and Spain. The series are now nearly

completed, and when finished no finer

or more attractive set of books can
ornament the sheh^es of the library,,

or while away the hours of the lei-

surely reader. The ingenious plan
of the collection, the taste of the poet
which is displayed on every page, and
the perfect beauty of every poem, can-

not fail to secure the admiration of

all lovers of artistic and genuine
poetry. Tlie volume before us is de-

voted to the poetry of Greece and
Turkey in Europe. In it we find a.

number of old favourites and we feel

constrained to say that in their new
guise they have a moi-e gorgeous glow^
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and setting, and a renewed freshness

which make them all the more delight-

ful. Byron's "Maid of Athens," in the

pretty pagewhich lies open on our table,

wears agreater charm than it did before,

and it is the same with Bryant's Greek
Boy, Keats's elegant ode on a "Grecian

Urn." Milton's Athens, Swinburne's

two poems on the same topic, Thom-
son's ditto, and Lord Houghton's verses

on the same, the Mar's JHill of Praed,

"the Town and Harbour of Ithaca," by
Xi. E. Landon, Byron's vigorous "Isles

of Greece," Wordsworth's " Corinth,"

Thomas Gray's Helicon, Halleck's

Marco Bozzaris, and several others de-

scriptive of spots and streams in old

Greece. Besides these we have trans-

lations by practised hands from the co-

pious works of Pindar, Homer, Ovid,

Seneca, Catullus, ^schylus, Sopho-
cles, Virgil, the German Schiller and
others. In the seventy pages devoted

to Turkey in Eui'ope and the Princi-

palities, we have the very choicest

gems from Longfellow, Byron, Edna
Dean Proctor, Lady M. W. Montagu,
Sam Johnson, Trench, Houghton, Ten-

nyson, Keats, Gautier, Schiller, R. H.
Stoddard, Leigh Hunt, and some other

tuneful singers. At this time the vo-

lume possesses a fresh interest, the

troubles in the East adding largely

thereto. Some five or six more books
will complete the series, one or two of

which, we believe, will be devoted to

North American subjects.

In these hot days when the railroads

and steamboats are packed with tour-

ists, and everybody is going to Europe
or to Niagara or to California or to

shoot the rapids or visit Quebec, it is

a relief, perhaps, as well as a change
to stay at home and read the impres-

.sions of travellers who know how to

write. A good book of travel possesses

a fascination for the reader, and this,

perhaps, is its own best recommenda-
tion. One feels a natural repugnance
towards a stupid book of travel, and a
certain hesitancy about turning the

leaves of such a work as the recent

volume ^\Titten by Dr. Fields. A book
of travel should be bright and lively,

and full of colour. It should not be

too minute or too superficial either.

Besides, the traveller should give us

something more than mere glimpses

of what he sees. He should show an
intimacy with the region he describes

and a proper knowledge of the subject

which, for the moment, occupies his

attention. He should give us his own
im})ressions, and avoid the guide-books.

The traveller xavmi have a poetic eye,

a natural taste for colour and art, a

certain genius for description, a spirit

of humour, and a mind capable of

appreciating Nature in her various

moods. A book by a traveller having
these requirements is sure to find ap-

pi'eciative readers.

One of the acutest observers of her

time is Mrs. Helen Hunt—a true poet

and an author of much refinement and
culture. Her simple verses in a ma-
gazine, written under the pseudonym
of H. H. first attracted attention a

few years ago, and since then several

small prose volumes bearing her name
on the title page, have been issued.

These books. Bits of Talk about Home
Matters, Bits of Travel and Bits of

Talk for young folks, have steadily

won their way into the hearts of the

people. This was accomplished by
the sheer genius of their author. The
subjects treated were homely and un-

likely to awaken enthusiasm, certainly

not excitement. But the author's

charming style and spirit claimed

first attention, and finally ad-

miration from almost every class of

reader. Her humour was delicate and
neat, her diction picturesque and
faultless, and her fancy was poetic and
artistic. Add to this a grace of ex-

pression unlike that of any other

modern writer. In 1871 her volume
of " Verses " appeared, and these soon

became world-wide, and admirers com-
pared her to L. E. L. She became
the Mrs. Browning of America, and
this was all the more surprising for

she was unknown then, and the great
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army of readers only knew her by the

initials H. H. Her book was an-

nounced simply. There was no osten-

tatious advertising or pushing. The
" Verses by H. H.," came out in a

modest unpretentious little volume,

printed and bound in the square 18

mo., cloth, red edges style. In this

age of poets and poetiy, and of so much
good poetry, too, one must have genius

to enlist attention and find readers.

Mrs. Hunt gained both. Her book
contained her best things and as new
editions were published fresh poems
were added. Her verses held a place

distinctively their own, among the

poetiy of to-day. In pathos, in ten-

derness, in sweetness, and in delicacy

they are unequalled by any living

American poet of her sex.

Her prose writings enriched our

literature. Bits of Travel was issued

in 1872. It is an account of a year's

tour on the continent of Europe, and
its gossipy and quaint description as

well as subtle colouring, impart to it

all the charm and beauty of a romance.

It was followed in 1873 by Bits of

Talk about Home Mattel's—an ad-

mirable book for family reading. The
picture of children in Xova Scotia,

that " countiy of gracious surprises,"

and fertile meadows, is written with
rare power and freshness, and exhibits

Mrs. Hunt's pleasant manner very
strikingly. The other chapters in the

book discuss, with more or less vigour,

home life and character, home affec-

tions, home rulings and home matters

generally.

The latest volume of Bits is entitled,

" Bits of Travel at Home," and it is

a worthy companion to its fellows. We
are not quite sure that it is not the

better one of the series. It is fuller in

description and more complete in nar-

rative. It is richer, too, in that quaint

humour, which tirst shone through the

chapters in the former book devoted
to European travel. It is riper in fun,

not loud and boistei'ous, but that quiet

fun which brings the smile to the face,

and is all the more enjoyable, because

it is not bold and noisy. It is more
picturesque, and the traveller dwells
more lovingly on the spots she des-

cribes so well, because pei-haps, she is

describing the characters and chai'ac-

teristics of her own country. She is

describing the undescriled. She is

painting new pictures. The wonderful
scenery which rises u[) before her at
every turn is new and startling, and
beautiful and grand. Her fancy is

enlisted. Her eye searches out the
gorgeous things which nestle on the
waters, repose in the valleys and ra-

A-ines, and lie almost hidden on the
tops of mountains. No flower is too
tiny to escape her watchful gaze, no
incident is too trifling for mention in

her chronicles. She takes the cars at

Chicago, and the account of her jour-
ney is a new revelation. It is full of

sui-prises for the x-eader. All along the
journey to Ogden, she finds material
worthy of print, and one is astonished
and amused at the range of her jDowers
and the terseness of her naiTative. Salt

Lake City is described with a fresh-

ness, which is positively delicious. The
Tabernacle with its huge, weird dome
and the great lake are also effectively

portrayed. Let us quote a passage here
of clever description

:

" Fancy a roof, smooth, glisteniug,

gray, and of a faultless oval, large

enough to shelter seventeen thousand
persons, comfortably seated. If it

surmounted anything that could be
properly called a building, it would be
as grand as St. Peter's; but it is

placed on low, straight brick walls,

and the whole effect, near at hand, is

like nothing more nor less than half of
a gigantic egg, split lengthwise. How-
ever, into all the distant views of the
city it enters well, and seems strangely
in keeping with the long slopes of the
mountain bases. Beyond the gray
alkali plains lies the shining lake, full

of mountain islands ; beyond the shin-

ing lake and the mountain islands rise

snow-topped mountain ranges, running
to the north and to the south as far as
the eye can see. The sun sets behind
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these. It turns them to purple mist,

then to golden, then to pale gray, and
sends their vivid shadows away across

the lake and plains. It rises beyond
the Wasatch range, and then that

shadow also is flung out beyond the

•city and the plains, till it quivers on
the lake. So the mountains might
almost be said to clasp hands over the

city's head. At noon, when the sun
was hot, I looked out through the tops

of the green locust-trees, and saw the

whole eastern range blue as sapphire

—so blue that the blue sky above
looked white ; and the snow on the

.summit was so white that the clouds

above looked gray. The air is so rare-

fied that the light shimmers dazzling

along all outlines, and the sense of

distance is deceived. Peaks thirty

miles distant seem near at hand ; hills

five miles off seem within a few
minutes' walk ; and the sunshine

seems to have a colour and substance

to it which I never saw elsewhere,—

-

no, not even in Italy. It takes up
Toom !

"

The book is divided into three

parts. The first is descrijitive of Cali-

fornia and life on the Pacific, with an
account of the Geysers, and a lively

description of a day in the Wilderness

at the close. The .second portion is

occupied by a characteristic sketch of

New England, in four minor parts,

taking up Hide and Seek Town ; the

miracle play of 1870, in Bethlehem,
X.H. ; a glimpse of coiuitry winter in

New Hampshire, and a Morning in a

Vermont Graveyard. These sketches

are delightful reading, Hide and Seek
Town especially so. The latter part of

the volume is, perhaps, the more at-

tractive portion of the whole. It

ffords fine scope for Mrs. Hunt's play

of emotion and feeling, and her

Colorado trip must certainly take very

high rank as a bit of descriptive wi-it-

ing. Cheyenne Canyon is a strong

paper, and we may be pardoned for

making one more excerpt.

" As I looked up froni the ford to the

mouth of the canvon, I was reminded of

some of the gi-and old altar-pieces of the

early centuries, where, lest the pictures

of saints and angels and divine beings

should seem too remote, too solemn
and overawing, the painters used to

set at the base rows of human child-

ren, gay and mirthful, leaping and
laughing or playing viols. So lay this

sunny belt of sparkling water, glis-

tening sand, and joyous blue blos-

soms, at the base of the picture made
by the dark mouth of the canyon,

where two gi-eat mountains had re-

coiled and fallen apart from each other

leaving a chasm, midway in which
rose a smaller mountain of sharp rocks,

like a giant sentrv di.s]mting the way.

Forests of pines fill the rift on either

side this rock, and their dark lines

stretch high up, right and left, nearly

to the top of each mountain. Higher
and ruggeder peaks rise beyond, look-

ing as if they must shut the canyon
sharply, as a gate closes an alley

;

but they do not. Past them, among
them, in spite of them, the creek took

its right of way, the mountains and
rocks yielded, and the canyon -stands.

" Entering it, one loses at first the

sense of awe, of gi-andeur. It might

be any bright, 1 )rook-stirred wood.

Overhead a canopy of fir and willow

boughs, with glimmers of sky coming
through : thickets of wildroses,spir8eas,

glittering gi-een oak bushes, and my-
riads of lovely lesser things on each

hand ; tiny, threadlike streams lapsing

along gently between green, gi'assy

paths and sandy rims
;
great boulders,

however, and bits of driftwood here

and there, telling a tale of glides and
freshets ; and presently, even while

looking back, we can see glimpses of

the wide distances of the plain ; and,

almost before we know that we are in

the canyon, the path narrows, the

walls grow high, and the brook has

become a swift, leaping, white-foamed

torrent, which we must cross carefully

on a slippery, dead log. In a few

moments we cross again. The path

seems a caprice ; b\it there is small

choice of footholds in the sides of this
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canyon. This time we cross on a

superb })ine-trce, fallen, still green,

with every bough on the upper side

waving, and those on the lower side

dipping and swaying in the swift water

below. Here we come to a sheer rock

wall on the right, and on the left

three high, jagged red-sandstone rocks,

hundreds of feet high, marked, and,

as it were, mapped, with black and
green lichens. Tall tirs, gi-owing in

the edge of the creek, reach one-third

of the way up these walls. Tall firs,

gi'owing on their veiy tops, look like

bushes. Climbing a little further,

now in shadow, now in sun, now in

thickets of willows close on the waters'

edge, now in bare and gravelly slopes

higlier up, we come to the third cross-

ing. This is a more serious affair.

Stones and driftwood. That is all.

It is a species of dam. It woiild give

way if the water hurried much.
Around every stone is a white line of

foam. Above the dam, is a smooth,

clear space—so clear that the shadow
of the upper edge of the rock wall,

with the shrubs waving there, is

mai'ked distinct and dark on the shin-

ing gravel-bed. Tiny tufts of fei-n

nod from crevices, and one brave

strawbeiTy vine flings out its scai'let

runners in the air far above our heads.

The path gi-ows wilder ; fallen trees

cross it, piled Vjoulders crowd it ; the

rock walls are hollowed, hewn, piled,

and overpiled ; they are scarred,

seamed, lined with the traces and
records of ages, of glaciers and
avalanches, of flood and perhaps
of fire. Surely the black seams
and lines look as if they might
have been burned and branded in.

Still the firs, and pines, and willows

make beautiful shade along the brook.

It is still a flowery, spicy, sunny sum-
mer wood through which the path
climbs. Clematis and woodbine tangle

the trees together. Up the whole
length of the tallest pines races the

woodbine, and flings out shining

streamers at top ; while the clematis,

as much humbler as it is more beauti-

ful, lies in long trailing wreaths on
the lower bushes, even on tlu; ground.
Again and again the path crosses the
Vjrook, we forget to count how many
times. Each crossing is a new pic-

ture. Now sharp stone peaks, seem-
ing to wheel suddenly across the can-

yon, if there could be no going further

;

now the walls widening and curving
out into a sort of horse-shoe shape,

with a beautiful little gi-ove of pines

in the hollow ; now, turning a sharp
corner and springing, for a rod or
more, from l)Oulder to boulder, in the
widest part of the creek, we come to

a spot where, standing midway in the

stream, we look down into a huge
stone fortress half-filled with pines,

and up into another stone fortress

half-filled with pines. Just above
these close-walled fortresses comes a
wider space, where the rocky sides

take gentle slopes, with here and there

soft grassy spaces, even to their veiy

toi)s,—grassy spaces where yellow
columbines and white spineas wave,
safe from all touch save that of wunds
and l)irds, and insects. What an es-

tate for a lark or a butterfly, such a
little grassy bit as this, a thoiisand

feet up on a rocky wall, with Colorado
sun to keep him warm, and all Che-
yenne creek to drink from ! Below
these pine-tufted, grass-tufted walls the
brook runs slower. Shadows of every
thing growing on the banks flicker on
its bed, and tlie flickering shadows on
the bed are thrown back again in

flickering lights on shelving rocks
which overhang it. A lovely mer-
tensia, with its tiny pink and blue
bells, hangs over the edge of the water,

and a great yellow daisy stands up
triumphant in a sunny corner, giving
the one bit of strong colour needed to

make the picture perfect. To make
the picture perfect to eye, and to

make it perfect to the heart, two
babies lie cooing in the shade. A
German family—father, mother, chil-

dren—friends, and neighbours are

dining just here, between services.

They are poor people, but the table-
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cloth spread on the ground is snowy
white, and the babies look fresh and
clean. Who can reckon the good

which such a day may do in the

labouring man's life ? Soul, body,

heart, all refreshed, stimulated, puri-

fied. The very canyon itself seemed

glorified in our eyes as we passed this

cheery Vjit of home in it."

The chapter entitled, The Procession

of flowers in Colorado is most valuable

apart from its originality and bril-

liancy, and every lover of flowers and

of nature will be pleased and edified by
reading it. The Cradle of Peace and
A Calendar of Sunrises in Colorado,

will also delight the reader. Indeed

the whole book from cover to cover, is

most interesting and delightful. We
have not pointed out one-half of the

beauties which a careful perusal of the

book will develop. Bits of Travel at

Home will bewarmly welcomed every-

where.*

Starting out with the idea that sen-

timents unite men and opinions sepa-

rate them, Mrs. Lydia Maria Child

collects into a small volume! a number
of specimen utterances from various

sources, old and new. Her motive is

to show how generally mankind agrees

upon certain fundamental rules, and
without presenting the theological as-

pects of any particular religion, she

accepts the view that the " niles of mo-
rality are the same with good men of

all ages and countries ; the idea of im-

mortality has been present with them
all ; and all have manifested similar

aspii'ations toward an infinitely wise

and good Being, by whom they were
created and sustained." From these

points, of course, there are diverging

paths ; but in them Mrs. Child does not

look. She merely attempts to show
that the first impulses of the human
soul have been the same everywhere.

» BitH of Travel at Home, by H. H. Boston ;

Roberts Brothers ; Toronto : A. Piddington.
Aiijirations ojf the fVorld : A Chain of Opals,

collected, with an Introduction by L. Maria CaiLD.

Boston : Robert Brothers ; Toronto : A. Piddington.

The introduction is simple, and plain,

and earnest. It is written in an ad-

mirable tone, unselfish, and in all sin-

cerity. After this comes the Chain of

Opals. This cham consists of quota-

tions from every class of authority to

illustrate certain ideas of the supreme
Being, pi-aises of the supreme Being,

prayers, immortality, worship, inspira-

tion, truth, temperance, personal pur-

ity, (fee. , ifcc. The book is quite an in-

genious compilation, and shows not

only wide culture and extensive read-

ing, but much honesty of purpose.

The death of ~Slr. Bryant has created

a fresh demand for his works, and
many will be glad of the opport\inity

which is presented of getting the new
part book,* which bears his name on
the title page as editor. This new
edition of a popular collection of poe-

try, is sure of a wide circulation. Mr.

Bryant's taste and liberality of senti-

ment, his scholarship and extensive

reading, admirably fitted him for his

task. The success of the previous

editions may be accepted as a good

omen, and the many improvements
which have l^een made in a book
hitherto deemed almost faultless, wUl
ensure for the new Libran," of Poetry

and Song, a fresh lease of popularity

and value. Some twenty steel portraits

of distinguished authors have been

added, together with thirty autograph

manuscript y"rtc similes of poets, twenty

finely executed silhouette title de-

signs, and twenty well engi-aved illus-

trations on wood. The book, when
completed, will contain fully two thous-

and of the choicest poems in the lan-

guage, culled from the literatvires of

all countries, on every variety of topic

and illustrative of almost every age in

histoiy. The publishers promise to

complete the work in twenty parts.

When finished, it will be one of the

handsomest gift books of the year.

* A ne'w Library of } oetry and Song, edited by
William Cullen Bryant. New York : J. B. Fcrd &
Co.; Toronto : Rose-Belford Publishing,' Co.
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EDINBURGH JOTTINGS.

BY ALFRED S. GIBBS.

WHENEVER Scott'slandau went
up the Canongate, his coach-

man knew A\T.thout special instructions

that the pace must be a walk ; and no
funeral, says Lockliart, ever moved
more slowly, for wherever the gi"eat

enthusiast might turn his gaze there

was recalled to his mind some tradi-

tion of blood and mystery at which his

eye would sparkle and his cheek glow.

How by the force of his genius he in-

oculated the world with his enthusiasm

about the semi-savage Scotia of the

past is a well-known story : thousands

of tourists, more or less struck Avith

the Scott matbiess, yearly wander
through the streets of old Edinburgh

;

and although MTLttmi the quarter of a

centiuy siiice Sii- Walter's death many
memorials of the past have been swept

away under the pressure of utility or

necessity, the Old Town still poses re-

markably well, and, gathering her rags

and tatters about her, contrives to keep

up a strikmgly pictiu'esque appearance.

The Old "To%vn of Edinburgh is built

upon a wedge-shaped hill, the Castle

occupying the highest point, the head

of the wedge, and the town extending

along the crest, which slopes gradually

down toward the east, to Holyi'ood

Palace in the plain. Lawn-market,

High Street, and Canongate now form

one continuous street, which, running

along the crest of the hill, may be con-

sidered as thebackbone ofthe to\\Ti,with

wynds and closes radiating on each

side like the spines of the vertebrae.

The closes are courts, culs-de-sac—the

wynds, thoroughfares. These streets

—courts where, in the past, lived the

nobility and gentry of Edinburgh—

-

are now, for the most part, given up
to squalor and misery, and look like

stage-scenes perpetually ' set ' for me-
lodramatic horrors. The late Dr.

Thomas Guthrie, whose parish includ-

ed a large portion of this Eg\q>t, used

often to illustrate his eloquence with

gi-aphic word-pictures suggested by his

experiences in these dark places. 'The

luifiu-nished floor,' he writes, 'thebe-

gi-imed and naked walls, the stifling,

sickening atmosphere, the patched and
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dusty window—tlu'ough whicli a sun-

beam, like hope, is faintly stealing

—

the ragged, hunger-bitten, and sad-

faced children, the iiiffian man, the
heap of straw where some wretched

mother in muttering dreams sleeps off

last night's debauch or lies unshi'ouded
and uncoflfined in the ghastliness of a

hopeless death, are sad scenes. We
have often looked on them, and^they

appear all the sadder for the restless

l^iay of fancy excited by some vestiges

of a fresco-painting that still looks out
fi'om the foul and broken plaster, the
massive maible ilsing over the cold

and cracked
hearthstone,
an elaborately

earned cornice

too high for

shivering cold

to pidl it down
for fuel, some
stucco flowers

or fruit yet
pendent on the

crumbling
ceiling. Fancy,

. kind led by
g these, calls up

g the gay scenes

a: and actore of

< other days,
s when beauty,
'^ elegance, and
2 fashion graced

5 these lonely

c h a 1 1 s , and
<: plenty smoked
^ on groaning

I tables, and
^ where these
s few cinders,

gathered from
the city dust-

1 leap, are feebly

smouldering,
liospitable fires

1 oared up the

chimney.'

These houses

rire built upon
the "flat" sys-

tem, some of

the better ones

haATng a court

ui the centre

like Fiench houses, and tuiTets at the

comers for the ciixular staii-cases con-

necting the diffei-ent flats. Fii-es and
improvements are rapidly sweeping
them away, and the traveller regrets
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oi\not tlieii- disappearance, according

as his views may be sentimental or

sanitarian. They are ti'uly ill adajjted

to modern ideas of hygiene, or to those

cunning modern devices which some-

times poison theii- very inventors.

OLD EDINBURGH BY NIGHT.

WhUe we may smile at our ancestors'

freehand easy way of pitching things

out of the window, we should at least

remember that they knew nothing of

the modern plague of sewer-gas steal-

ing its insidious way into the appa-

rently best-regulated households. But
without entering upon the vexed ques-

tion of hygiene, the fact is that where
there is no i-eason for propping up a

tottering roof except that it once shel-

tered some bloody, cattle-stealing chief-

tain of the Border, utilitarian senti-

ments carry the day ; nor ought any
enthusiast to deny that the heart-

shaped figure on the High Street pave-

ment, marking the spot where the

Heart of Mid Lothian once stood, is a

more cheerful sight than would be

presented by the foul walls of that ro-

mantic jail.

riddle's close, where HUME COJUIENCED
HIS "history of ENGLAND."

The modes of life in old Edinburgh
have been amply illustrated by many
writers. Among the novel-writers,

Scott and Miss Ferrier have especially

dwelt upon them. The tavern-haunt-

ing habits of the gentlemen are plea-

santly depicted in the ' high jinks ' in

Guy Mannering, and the depth of po-

tations may be estimated by Bm'ns'
' Song of the Whistle. ' As to the

ladies, we should not have found theii-

assemblies very hilarious, where part-

ners for the dance were obtained by
drawing tickets, and the lucky or im-

lucky swain danced one solemn minuet
wth his lady, and was not exjjected

to quit her side during the evening

—

Through a long night to watcli fair Delia's will,

The same dull swain was at her elbow still.

The huge stack of buildino-s called
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James's Court is associated with the

names of Boswell and of Hume. Half

of it has been destroyed by fu-e, and

precisely that half in which these two

woi-thies once dwelt, but there is quite

enough of it left to show what a griin

monster it was, and, for that matter,

still is. In Boswell's time it was a

fine thing to have a flat in James's

Court. Here Boswell Was living when
Dr. Johnson came to A-isit hiin. Bos-

well, having received a note from John-

son amiouncing his arrival, hastened

to tlie inn, where he found the gi-eat

man had just thrown his lemonade out

of the window, and had nearly knocked

down the waiter for sweetening the

said lemonade without the aid of the

sugar-tongs.

'Mr. Johnson and I walked arm-

in-arm up the High Sti-eet,' says Bos-

well, ' to my house in James's Court

:

it Avas a dusky night : I could not pre-

vent his being assailed by the evening

efiiuA-ia of Edinl )urgh. As Ave marched

BL'CCLEUGH PLACE, WHERE THE EDINBURGH
review" was PROJECTED.

sloAvly along he grumbled in my ear,

' I smell you in the dark.
'

'

Mrs. BosAvell had never seen John-

son before, and Avas by no means
charmed A^dth him, as Johnson was not

slow to cliscoAer. In a matrimonial

aside she whispered to her husband,

' I haA^e seen many a bear led by a

man, but I ncA^er before saAv a man led

by a bear. ' No doubt her proA-ocations

Avere gi'eat, and she Avins the compas
sionate sympathy of all good house-

" s£.^ia

EMJr- _~
COLLEGE WTND, WHERE SCOTT WAS BORN.

keepers when they read of Ursa Major
biightening up the candles by turning

the melted Avax out on the carpet.

Many years after this, but while

BosAA^ell was still living in James's

Coiu't, a lad named Fi-ancis Jeffrey

one night helped to carry the gi-eat

biogi'ajther home—a circumstance in

the life of a gentleman much more of

an CA-ery-day or CA-ery-night affair- at

that time than at present. The next

day BosAs-ell patted the lad on the

head, and kindly added, ' If you go

on as you haAe begim, you may li\"e to

be a Bozzy yourself yet.'

The stranger who enters Avhat is ap-

parently the ground-floor of one of

these houses on the noi-th side of High
Street is often surj)i-ised to find him-

self, Avithout haA'ing gone up-staii's,

looking from a fourth-story Avindow in

the rear. This is due to the steep slope

on Avhich the houses stand, and gives

them the command of a beautiful A'ieAv,

including the Ncav ToAvn, and extend-

ing across the Frith of Forth to the

A'aried shores of Fife. From his flat in

James's Court Ave find David Hume,
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after his retnni from France, writing

toAdam Smith, then busy at Kirkcaldy

about the IFealth of Nations, ' I am
glad to have come within siglit of you,

and to have a view of Kirkcaldy from

my windows.'

Another feature of these houses is

the little cells designed for oratories

or praying-closets, to which the master

of the house was supposed to retire for

hLs devotions, in literal accordance

with the gospel injunction. Da^^.d

Hume's flat had two of these, for the

spiiitual was I'elatively better cared for

than the temporal in those days :

AN'CHOE CLOSE.

plenty of pra_%dng-closets, but no
drains ! This ditticulty was got over

by making it hiAvful for householders,

after ten o'clock at night, to throw
superfluous material out of the A\dndow

—a cheerful outlook for Boswell and
others being ' carried home !

'

At the bottom of Byre's Close a

house is pointed out where Oliver

Cromwell stayed, and had the advant-

age of contemplating fi-om its lofty

roof the fleet which awaited his orders

in the Forth. The same house was
once occupied by Bothwell, Bishop of

Orkney, and is associated with the

memory of Anne, the ])ishop's daugh-
ter, whose sorrows are embalmed in

plaintive beauty in the old cradle-song

:

Baloo,* my boy, lie still and sleep,
It grieves me sair to see thee weep :

If thou'lt be silent, I'll be ?lad ;

Thy mourning' makes my heart full sad.
Baloo, ray boy, thy mother's joy,
Thy father bred me jp-eat annoy:

Baloo, Baloo, etc.

Baloo, my boy, weej) not for me,
Whose neatest grief's for «Tanglng thee.
Nor pity her deserved smart,
Who can blame none but her fond heart

;

For too soon trusting latest finds
With fairest tongues are falsest minds.

Baloo, Baloo, etc.

When he began to court my love,
And with his sugared words to move.
His tempting face and flutt'ring cheer
In time to me did not ai)pear

;

But now I see that cruel he
Cares neither for his babe nor me.

Baloo, Baloo, etc.

Baloo, my boy, thy father's fled.

When he the thriftless son has played :

Of vows and oaths forgetful, he
Preferred the wars to thee and me ;

But now perhaps thy curse and mine
Makes him eat acorns with the swine

Baloo, Baloo, etc.

Xay, curse him not : perhaps now he,
Stimg with remorse, is blessing thee ;

Perhaps at death, for who can tell

But the great Judge of heaven and hell,

JwH.N' KNOX :

* Baloo is a lullaby, supposed to be from the

French, Has, la lelotip—'' Lie still, the wolf is com-
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By some proud foe lias struck the blow,

And laid the dear deceiver* low.

Baloo, Baloo, etc.

I wish I were into the bounds
Where he lies smother'd in his wounds,
Repeating as he pants for air,

My name, whom once he call'd his fair.

No woman's yet so fiercely .«et

But she'll forg-ive, though not forget.

Baloo, Baloo, etc.

The tourist fhids mucli to read, as

he runs through old Edinburgh, in the

mottoes on the house-fronts. These

are mostly of a scriptural and devoiit

character, such as: 'Blissit.Be.God.Tn.

Al . His . Giftis ;' or, ' Blissit. Be. The.

Lord . In . His . Giftis . For. Nov. And.
Ever. ' If he peeps into Anchor Close,

where once was a famous tavern, he

will find it entirely occupied by the

buildings of the Scotsman newspaper,

but the mottoes have been carefully

pi-eserved and built into the walls.

The fii'st is, ' The. Lord. Is. Only. My.
Svport' ; a little farther on, ' O.Lord.

In. The. Is. Al. My.Traist ;
' and over

the door, ' Lord. Be. Merciful. To. Me.'

On other houses he may read, ' Feare.

The. Lord.And. Depart!^ From. Evill
;

'

' Faith. in. Chryst. Onlie. Savit ;

'
' My.

Hoip.Is. Chrvst
;

'
' What. Ever. Me.

Befall . I . thank . The . Lord . of . All'

There are also miany in the Latin

tongue, such as ' Lavs Vbique Deo;'
' Nisi Dominvs Frvstra ' (the City

motto) :

KOOJf IN WHICH KNOX DIED.

" Pax Intrantibvs,
Salvs Exevntibvs."

Here is one in the vernacular :
" Gif.

* The ' dear deceiver " was said to have been her
cousin, the Hon. Alexander Erskine, brother to the
Earl of Mar. He came to a violent death, although
not in the manner suggested in the ballad. While
stationed at Douglass Castle, engaged in collecting
le\aes for the army of the Covenanters, an angTV
page thrust a red-hot poker into the powder-maga-
zine, and blew him up with a number of others, so
that there was " never bone nor byre seen of them
again."

Ve. Died. As. Ve.Sovld.Ve. Mycht. Haif

.

As.Ve.Vald;' which is translated^

' If we did as we should, we might

have as we would.'

Near the end of the High street, on
the way to the Canongate, stands John
Knox's house, which has been put in

order and made a show-place. The ex-

terior, from its exceedingly picturesque

character, is more attractive than the
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interior. The house had originally

belonged to the Abbot of Dunfermline,

WHITK HnltsE INX.

and when taken by Knox a very snug
little study was added, l)uilt of wood
and projecting from the front, in ac-

cordance with an order from the magis-

trates, directing ' ^\^th al diligence to

make ane warm studye of dailies to the

minister John Knox, within his hous,

aboue the hall of the same, wath light

and wyndokis thereunto, and al uther

necessaris.' The motto of this house

is ' L^-fe. God . Ab\-fe . Al . Aaid . Yi .

Nychtbo\T.'. As. Yi. Self.' A ciirious

image at one corner was long thought

to represent Knox preaching, and pro-

bably still does so in the popular be-

lief ; but others now think it represents

Moses. It is an old man kneeling,

with one hand resting on a tablet, and
with the other pointing up to a stone

above him carved to resemble the sun,

and having on its disk the name of

the Deity in three languages : '0EO2.
Deus.God.'

Of the style of Knox's preaching,

even when he was enfeebled by ill-

health, one gets a good idea from the

following passage in James Melville's

diary :
' And by the said Rickait and

an other servant, lifted up to the

pulpit whar he beho\Tit to lean, at his

fii'st entrie ; bot or he had done with
his sermon, he was sa active and vig-

orous, that he was lyk to ding that

pulpit in blads and flie out of it'

Passing on down Canongate, once
the court suburb, we come to Moray

House, the former re-

sidence of the earls

of Moray, and at one
time occupied by
Cromwell. It is now
used for a school, and
is in much better pre-

servation than many
of its neighbours. At
the very bottom of the

Canongate, not far

fi-om Holyrood House,
stands the White
Hoi-se Inn. The house
has not been an inn

for many years, but

was chosen by Scott

as the quartei-s of Captain Waverley :

its builders probably thought little of

beauty when they built it, yet squalor,

dilapidation and decay have given it the

elements of the pictm-esque, and the

fact that Scott has mentioned it is

suiiicient to nerve the tourist to hold

his nose and admii-e.

A black, gaunt, forbidding-looking

structure near at hand was once the

residence of the dukes of Queensberry.

Charles, the thiixl duke, was born in

it : it is his duchess. Lady Catherine

Hyde, whose pranks are so frequently

recox'ded in Hoi-ace Walpole's letters—
' very clever, very whimsical, and

just not mad.' Their Graces did not

often occupy their Scottish residences,

Initin 1729, theloi-dchamberlainhaving

refused his license to Gay's play,

Polly, a continuation of the Beggar's

Opera, the duke and duchess took

Gay's part so warmly as to leave the

court and retire to Queensberry
House, bringing the poet with thern^

The duchess was much sung by the

poets of her day, among them Prior,

who is now so little read that we may
recall a few of his once well-known

' Shall I thumb holy books, confined
With Abigails forsaken ';

Kitty's for other things designed,
Or I am much mistaken.

Must Lady Jenny frisk about,
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And visit with her cousins ?

At halls must she make all the rout,
And bring home hearts by dozens ?

. What has she better, pray, than 1 ?

What hidden charms to boast.

That all mankind for her should die,

Wliilst I am scarce a toast ?

Dearest mamma, for once let me.
Unchained, mj' fortune try :

I'll have my earl as well as she.

Or know the reason whj-.

I'll soon with Jenny's pride quit score,
Make all her lovers fall :

They'll grieve I was not loosed before
She, I was loosed at all.'

Fondness prevailed, mamma gave way
Kitty, at heart's desire.

Obtained the chariot for a day.
And set the world on fiie !'
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On the death of Diike Chai'les,

Queensl)ei'iy House came into the

possession of his cousin, the earl of

March, a singuhu--man-al>oiit-to\vn in

London, known as ' Old Q. : be trij)-

ped it of all its ornaments, wdthont

and within, and sold it to the govern-

ment for a barracks. It is now used

as a House of Refuge. On its gate

are the following notices :
' White-

seam sewing neatly executed.' ' Ap-
plications for admission by the desti-

tute any la\\-ful day from 10 to 12.'

' Bread and soup supplied from 1 to

3, afternoon. Porridge supplied from
8 to 9, morning, 6 to 7, evening.'
' Night Refuge open at 7 p. m. No
admission on Sundays.' ' No person

allowed more than thiee nights' shelter

in one month. ' Such are the mottoes
that now adorn tlie house which shel-

tered Prior's Kitty.

A striking object in the same vicin-

ity is the Canongate Tolbooth, with
pepper-box turrets and a clock pro-

jecting fi-om the front on iron bi-ack-

ets, which have taken the place of the

original curiously-cai-ved oaken beams.

Executions sometimes took place in

front of this building, which led wags
to find a grim joke in its motto :

' Sic.

ItAT. Ad. Astra.' A more frequent

place of execution was the Girth Cross,

near the foot of the Canongate, which
marked the limit of the right of sanc-

tuary belonging to the abbey of Holy-
rood. At the Girth Cross, Lady
Warriston was executed for the mur-
der of her husband, which has been
made the subject of many Imllads :

My mother was an ill woniau :

In fifteen years she married nie.

I hadna wit to guide a man
;

Alas ! ill counsel guided me.

WaiTiston ! O Warriston !

I wish that ye may sink fire in ;

1 was but bare fifteen years an Id
When first I entered your gates within.

I hadna been a month married.
Till my gude lord went to the sea :

I bare a bairn ere he came hame,
And set it on the nourice knee.

But it fell ance upon a day
That my gude lord returned from sea :

Then I did dress in the best array,
As blythe as ony bird on tree.

"

I took my young son in my arms,
Likewise my nourice me forebye,

And I went down to yon shore-side.

My gude lord's vessel I might spy.

My lord he stood upon the deck,
I wyte he hail'd me courteouslie :

' Ye are thrice welcome, my lady gay :

Wha'se aught that bairn on your knee ''.

'

Sheturn'd her right and roundabout.
Says, ' Why take ye sic dreads o' me ?

Alas ! I was too young married
To love another man but thee.'

" Now hold your tongue, my lady gay

;

Nae mair falsehoods ye'il tell to me
;

Tliis bonnj- bairu is not mine
;

You've loved another while I was on the sea."

In discontent then hame she went,
And aye the tear did blin' her e'e ;

Sajs, ' of this wretch I'll be revenged
For these harsh words he said to me.'

She's counsel'd wi' her father's steward,
What way she cou'd revenged he

;

Bad was the counsel then he gave :

It was to gar her gude lord dee.

The nourice took the deed in hand
;

r wat she wa* well paid her fee

;

.she keist the knot, and the loop she ran
Which soon did gar this young lord dee

Aiiother version has :

The nourice she knet the knot,
And oh, she knet it sicker :

The ladie did gie it a twig.
Till it began to wicker.

The murder was committed on the

2nd of July, 1600, and ^\'ith the speedy

jvistice of that time the punishment
followed on the 5tL The lady was sen-

tenced to be ' wooried at the stake and
brint,' but her relatives had influence

enoitgh to secure a moditication of the

sentence, so that she was beheaded by
the ' maiden,' a form of guillotil^e in-

troduced by the Regent Morton. The
original sentence was executed upon
the niu-se, who had no powerful rela-

tives.

Dii-ectly opposite the Canongate
Tolbooth is a very antiquated dwelling,

^vT-th three gables to the street, which
converses with the passer-by on envy
and backbiting. It begins :

' Hodie.

MihL Cras. Tibi Cur. Igitiu-. Curas

'

('To-day, mine; to-morrow, thine; why
then care ?

'). As if premising an imsa-

tisfactory answer, it continues : 'Ut Tu
Linguae Tuae, Sic Ego Mear. Aiuium,
Dominus Sum.' ('As thou of thy

tongue, so I of my ears, am lord '), and
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finally takes refuge in ' Constanti Pec-
tori Res Mortaliiim Umbra ' {'To tlie

steadfast heart the affaii-s of mortals are

but shadows ').

In the plain at the foot of the Can-
ongate stands Holyrood Abbey and
Palace, which, "wdth the exception of

one wong containing Queen Maiy's
apartments, has been rebuilt wdthin

comparatively modem times. The
abbey chvu-ch is a crumbling ruin, al-

though a power amid its decay, for it

possesses still the right of sanctuary.

This refuge offered by the Church was
a softening and humanizing influence

when private feuds were settled by the

sword, and the Far-West principle of

death at sight generally prevailed

:

STONE ON WHICH THE COVENANT WAS SIGNED.

later on, it became an abiise, and gra-

dually disappeared. The Holyrood
sanctuaiy is the only one now existing

in Great Britain, but is available for

insolvent debtors only ; it includes the
jirecincts of the palace and the Queen's
Park (five miles in circumference), but
it contains no buildings except in that

portion of the precincts extending from
the palace to the foot of Canongate,
about one hundred and thirty yai-ds in

a direct line. Within this limited

district the debtor seeks his lodging,

lias the Queen's Park for his recrea-

tion, and on Sundays is free to go
where he like, as on that day he can-

not be molested. It w^as a curious relic

of old customs to read in Edinburgh

newspapers, in the year 1876, the fol-

lowing extract from a debtor's letter^

in which he makes his terms with the

sheriff :
' Howevei', desii'ous I am to

obey the order of the sheriff to attend

my examination, I am sorry to be ob-

liged to intimate that in consequence
of the vindictive and oppressive pro-

ceedings of some of my creditors, I

cannot present myself in coui-t at the

diet fixed, unless protection from per-

sonal diligence be gi'antecL I will have

much pleasure, however, in attending

the covu-t in the event of the sheriff

granting a special warrant to bring me
from the sanctuary, which warrant

shall protect me against arrest for debt

and other civil obligations while under
examination, and on the

way to and from the place

of examination. ' The
sheriff granted the war-

i-ant.

From Holyrood we
fancy the ti-aveller next

remounting the hill into

the Old Town, and seeking

dut the chui'ch yard of

(rieyfriars, whose monu-
ments, full of interest to

the student and the anti-

quary, are in themselves

an epitome of Scottish

history. The church has

been ravaged by fii-e and

that it retains but little

the churchyard, on the

rebuilt, so

antiquity :

other hand, has seen few changes ex-

cept in the increase of its monuments
as time has passed on.

Here the Solemn League and Cove-

nant was entered into. It was fii"st

read in the church, and agi-eed to by
all there, and then handed to the

crowd mthout, who signed it on the

flat tombstones.

Among the most conspicuous monu-
ments in this churchyai'd are, on the

one hand, that to those who died for

their fidelity to this Covenant, and on
the other the tomb of Sii' George
Mackenzie, king's advocate and public

prosecutoi- of the Covenanters.
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On the Martyrs' Momunent, as it
|

is called, one reads: 'From May 27th, '

1661, that the most noble marquis of

Argyll was beheaded, until Feb. 18th,

1688, there were executed in Edin-

burgh about one hundred noblemen,

gentlemen, ministers and others ; the

most of them lie here.

" But as for them no cause was to be found
Worthy of death, but only they were sound,

Constant, and steadfast, zealous, witnessing

For the prerogatives of Christ their King,

Which truths were sealed by famous Guthrie's

head.'

And so on.

Di\ Thomas Guthrie, who, as we
have seen, found much inspiration in

the scenes of his daily w-alks, sought

to trace his origin back to this Gutkrie

of the Martyis' Monument. 'I failed,'

he wrote, ' yet am conscious that the

idea and probability of this has had a

happy influence on my public life, in

determining me to contend and suifer,

if need be, for the rights of Christ's

crown and the liberties of His Church.

'

The learnmg and accomplishments

of Sii" George Mackenzie wei'e forgot-

ten amid the religious animosities of

his day, and he came down to poster-

ity as the terror of nm-sery-maids and

a portentous bugaboo ntider the name
of Bloody Mackenzie. It is related that

the boys of the town were in the haliit

of gathering at nightfall about his

tomb and shouting in at the keyhole,

Bluidy Maclienzie, oome out if you daur :

Lift the sueck and draw the bar !

after which they would scatter, as if

they feared the tenant might take them
at theii' word The tomb is a hand-

some circular Roman temple, now
much dilapidated by weather and soot,

and so dark and sombre as to make it

very uncaiuiy in the gloaming, especi-

ally to one approaching it with the

view of shouting ' Bluidy ilackenzie
'

through the keyhole. This popular

superstition was once turned to ac-

count by a 3^outh under sentence of

death for burglary. His friends aided

him in escaping from prison, and pro-

vided him -svith a key to this mauso-
leum, where he passed six weeks in

the tomb with the Bluidy Mackenzie

—a situation of horror made tolerable

only as a means of escape from death.

Food was bi'ought to him at night, and

when the heat of pursuit was over he

got to a vessel and out of the country.

MACKKXZli: s TUJIB.

The New To^^^l of Edinburgh is

sepai-ated from the Old Town by the

ravine of the North Loch, over which

are throwTa the bridges by which the

two towns are comiected. The loch

has been drained and is now occupied

by the Public Gardens and l>y the rad-

w-ay. The New Town is substantiaUy

the work of the last half of the past

century and the first half of the pre-

sent one—a period which sought every-

where except at home for its architec-

tural models. In some of the recent

improvements in the Old Towti very

pretty effects have been produced by

copying the better features of the an-

cient dwellings all around them, but

the grandiloquent ideas of the Georgian

era coidd not have been content with

anything so simple and homespun as

this. Its ideal was the cold and pom-

pous, and it succeeded in giving to the

New Town streets that distant and
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repellant aii' of supreme self-satisfac-

tion which makes the houses appear

to say to the curious looker-on, 'Seek

no farther, for in us you find the per-

fectly correct thing. ' The embodiment

of this spii-it may be seen in the

bronze statue of George IV. by Chan-

trey, in George street : the artist has

caught the pert strut so familiar in the

portraits, at sight of which one invol-

imtarily exclaims, ' Behold the royal

sweU !

'

IHL ^OKTH BUIUGK.

But the New Toavh has two superb

features, about whose merits all are

agi-eed: we need hardly say these are

Pi-inces Street and the Calton Hill.

Pi-inces Street extends along the brow
of the hill overhanging the ravine

which separates the two to'WTis, and

which is now occupied by public gai--

dens ; along theii- gi-assy slopes the

eye wandei-s over trees and flowers to

the great rock which o'ertops the

gi-eenery, bearing aloft the Castle as

its crown, while from the Castle the

Old Town, clustering along the height,

streams away like a dark and deeply-

coloiu-ed traui. The Calton Hill offers

to the A'iew a wide-spreadingpanorama.

At our feet are the smoking chimneys
of Aidd Reekie, from which we gladly

turn our eyes to the blue water and
the shores of the Fife, or seek out in

the shadow of Salisbury Crags and
Arthur's Seat the tottering arch of

Holyrood Abbey. The hill Is well

dotted over.

All up and down and here and there,

With Lord-knows-what's of round and square ;

which on exammation prove to be

monuments to the great departed. A
great change has taken place in the

prevalent taste since they were erect-

ed, and they are not now pointed out

to the stranger with fond piide, as in

the past generation. The best one is

that to Dugald Stewart, an adaptation,

the guide-books say, of the Choi^agic

Monument of Lysicrates. The all-

pervadiug photogi'aph has made it so

familiar that it comes upon one as an
old friend.

The Burns's Monument is a circular

edifice Avith columns and a cupola. It

has all the outward semblance of a

tomb, so that one is rather startled to

find it tenanted by a canny Scot—

a

live one—who presides with becoming-

ly sepulchral gravity over a twopenny
show of miscellaneous trumpery con-

nected with Robert Burns. Every-

where in old Edinburgh we have seen

going on the inevitable sti-uggle be-

tween utility and sentiment : at Burns's

jNIonument it ceases, and we conclude

our ramble at this point, where the

sentimentalist and the utilitarian shake

hands, the former deeply sympathizing

M-ith the sentiment which led to the

building of the monument, while the

latter fondly admires the ingenuity

which can turn even a cenotaph to

account.
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THE HAUNTED HOTEL

:

A MYSTERY OF MODERN VENICE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Chapter III.

—

(Ccmtinued.)

WEAK as she was, Emily had
spirit enough to feel the re-

proof. She walked in her meek noise-

less way to the door. ' I beg your
pardon, Miss, I am not quite so bad
as you think me. i3ut I beg your
pardon all the same.'

She opened the door. Agnes called

her back. There was something in

the woman's apology that appealed

irresistibly to her just and generous

nature. ' Come,' she said ;
' we must

not part in this way. Let me not mis-

understand you, what is it that you
expected me to do 1

'

Emily was wise enough to answer
this time without any reserve. ' My
husband will send his testimonials,

Miss, to Lord Montbarry, in Scotland.

I only wanted you to let him say in

his letter that his wife has been known
to you since she was a child, and that

you feel some little interest in his

welfare on that account. I don't ask

it now. Miss. You have made me
understand that I was ^^Tong.'

Had she really been ^Tong 1 Past

remembrances, as well as present

troubles, pleaded powerfully with Ag-
nes for the courier's wife. ' It seems
only a small favour to ask,' she said,

speaking under the impulse of kind-

ness which was the strongest impulse
in her nature. ' But I am not sure

that I ought to allow my name to be
mentioned in your husband's letter.

Let me hear again exactly what he
wishes to say.' Emily repeated the

words—and then offered one of those

suggestions, which have a special value
of their own to persons unaccustomed
to the use of their pens. ' Suppose you
try. Miss, how it looks in Avriting 1

'

Childish as the idea was, Agnes tried

the experiment. ' If I let you men-
tion me,' she said, ' we must at least

decide what you are to say.' She
wrote the words in the briefest and
plainest form :

—
' I venture to state

that my wife has been known from her
childhood to Miss Agnes Lockwood,
wlio feels some little interest in my
welfare on that account. ' Reduced to

this one sentence, there was surely

nothing in the reference to her name
which implied that Agnes had per-

mitted it, or that she was even aware
of it. After a last struggle with her-

self, she handed the written paper to

Emily. ' Your husband must copy it

exactly ; without altering anything,'

she stipulated. ' On that condition I

grant your request.' Emily was not
onlythankful—she was really touched.

Agnes hurried the little woman out of

the room. ' Don't give me time to

repent and take it back again,' she

said. Emily vanished.
' Is the tie that once bound us com-

pletely broken 1 Am I as entirely

parted from the good and evil fortune

of his life as if we had never met and
never loved 1 Agnes looked at the

clock on the mantel-piece. Not ten

minutes since, those serious questions

had been on her lips. It almost

shocked her to think of the common-
place manner in whicli they had al-
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ready met with tlieir reply. The mail

of that night would appeal once more

to Montbarry's remembrance of her^
in the choice of a servant.

Two days later, the post brought a

few lines from Emily. Her husband

had got the place. Ferrari was en-

gaged for six months certain, as Lord

Montbarr}''s courier.

THE SECOND PART.

Chapter IV.

AFTER only one week of travel-

ling in Scotland, my lord and

my lady returned unexpectedly to Lon-

don- Introduced to the mountains and

lakes of the Highlands, her ladyship

positively declined to improve her ac-

quaintance with them. When she was

asked for her reason, she answered with

a Roman brevity, ' I have seen Switz-

erland.'

For a week more, the newly-married

couple remained in London, in the

strictest retirement. On one day in

that week the nurse returned in a state

of most uncustomary excitement from

an errand on which Agnes had sent

her. Passing the door of a fashionable

dentist, she had met Lord Montbarry
himself just lea^dng the house. The
good woman's report described him,

with malicious pleasure, as looking

wretchedly ill. ' His cheeks are getting

hollow, my dear, and his beard is turn-

ing grey. I hope the dentist hurt him !

'

Knowing how heartily her faithful

old servant hated the man who had de-

serted her, Agnes made due allowance

for a large infusion of exaggeration in

the picture presented to her. The main
impression produced on her mind was
an impression of nervous uneasiness.

If she trusted herself in the streets by
daylight while Lord Montbarry re-

mained in London, how could she be

sure that hisnextchance-meeting might

not be a meeting with herself 1 She

waited at home, privately ashamed of

her own superstitious fears for the next

two days. On the third day the fash-

ionable intelligence of the newspapers

announced the departure of Lord and
Lady Montbarry for Paris, on their

way to Italy.

Mrs. Ferrari, calling the same even-

ing, informed Agnes that her husband
had left her with all reasonable expres-

sioij of conjugal kindness ; his temper
being improved by the prospect of go-

ing abroad. But one other seiwant ac-

companied the travellers—Lady Mont-
barry's maid, rather a silent, unsociable

woman, so far as Emily had heard.

Her ladyship's brother, Baron Rivar,

was already on the Continent. It had
been arranged that he was to meet his

sister and her husband at Rome.
One by one the dull weeks succeeded

each other in the life of Agnes. She
faced her position with admirable cour-

age, seeing her friends, keeping herself

occupied in her leisure hours wath read-

ing and drawing, leaving no means un-

tried of diverting her mind from the

melancholy rememVjrance of the past.

But she had loved too faithfully, she

had been wounded too deeply, to feel

in any adequate degree the influence

of the moral remedies which she em-

ployed. Persons who met with her in

the ordinary relations of life, deceived

by her outward serenity of manner,

agreed that 'Miss Lockwood seemed

to be getting over her disappoint-

ment.' But an old friend and school-

companion who happened to see her

during a brief visit to London, was in-

expressibly distressed by the change

that she detected in Agnes. This lady

was Mrs. Westwick, the wife of that

brother of Lord Montbarry who came
next to him in age, and who was des-

cribed in the 'Peerage' as presumptive

heir to the title. He was then away,

looking after his interests in some min-

ing property which he possessed in

America. Mrs. West^vick insisted on

taking Agnes back with her to her

home in Ireland. ' Come and keep me
company while my husband is away.

My three little girls will make you
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their playfellow, and the only stranger

you will meet is the governess, whom
I answer for your liking beforehand.

Pack up your things, and I will call for

you to-morrow on my way to the train.

'

In those hearty terms the invitation

was given. Agnes thankfully accepted

it. For three happy montlis she lived

under the roof of her friend. The girls

hung round her neck in tears at her de-

parture ; the youngest of them wanted

to go back with Agnes to London. Half

in jest, half in earnest, she said to her

old friend at parting, ' If your gover-

ness leaves you, keep the place open

for me. ' Mrs. Westwick laughed. The
wiser children took it, seriously, and
promised to let Agnes know.

On the very day when Miss Lock-

wood returned to London, she was
recalled to those associations with the

past which she was most anxious to

forget. After the first kissings and
greetings were over, the old nurse

(who had been left in charge at the

lodgings), had some startling informa-

tion to communicate, derived from the

courier's wife.

' Here has been little Mrs. Ferrari,

my dear, in a di-eadful state of mind,

inquii'ing when you would be back.

Her husband has left Lord Montbariy,
without a word of warning—and no-

body knows what has become of him.'

Agnes looked at herin astonishment.
' Ai'e you sure of what you saying ?

'

she asked.

The niu'se was quite sure. ' Why,
Lord bless you, the news comes from
the couriers' office in Golden Square

—

from the secretary, Miss Agnes, the

secretary himself?' Hearing this,

Agnes began to feel alarmed, as well

as surprised. It was still early in the

evening. She at once sent a message
to Mrs. Ferrari, to say that she had
I'eturned.

In an hour more the courier's wife

appeared, in a state of agitation which
it was not easy to control. Her nar-

rative, when she was at last able to

speak connectedly, entirely confirmed
the nurse's report of it.

After hearing from her husband
witli tolerable regidarity from Paris,
Rome, and Venice, Emily had twice
written to him afterwards—and had
received no reply. Feeling uneasy,
she had gone to the office in Golden
Square, to inquii-e if he had been
heard of there. The post of the morn-
ing had brought a letter to the secret-

aiy from a courier then at Venice. It
contained stai-tling news of Ferrari
His wife had been allowed to take a
copy of it, which she now handed to
Agnes to read.

Tlie writer stated that he had re-

cently arrived in Venice. He had
pre-^-iously heard that Fen-ari was with
Lord and Lady Montbariy, at one of
the old Venetian palaces which they
had hired for a term. Being a fi-iend

of Ferrari, he had gone to pay him a
visit. Ringing at the door that opened
on the Gi-and Canal, and failing to

make anyone hear him, he had gone
round to a side entrance opening on
one of the naiTow lanes of Venice.
Here, standing at the door, as if she
was waiting for somebody—perhaps
for the courier himself—he found a
pale woman, with magnificent dark
eyes, who proved to be no other than
Lady Montbariy herself.

She asked, in Italian, what he
wanted. He answered that he wanted
to see the courier Ferrari, if it was
quite convenient. She at once in-

formed him that Ferrari had left the
palace without assigning any reason,

and Avitliout even leaving an addi-ess

at wliich his monthly salary {then due
to him), could be paid. Amazed at
this reply, the courier inquii-ed if any
person had offended Ferrari, or quar-
relled with him. The lady answered,
' To my knowledge, certainly not. I

am Lady Montbarry ; and I can posi-

tively assui-e you that Ferrari was
treated with the gi-eatest kindness in

this house. We are as much aston-

ished as you are at his extraordinary
disappearance. If you should hear of

him, pray let us know, so that we may
at least payhim themoneywhich is due.

'
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After one oi- two more questions

(quite readily answered) relating to

the date and the time of day at which
Ferrari had left the palace, the covirier

took his leave.

He at once entered on the necessaiy

investigations—without the slightest

residt so far as Ferrai'i was concerned.

Nobody had seen him, noljody appeared

to have been taken into his conlidence.

Nobody knew anything (that is to say,

anything of the slightest importance),

even about persons so distinguished as

Lord and Lady Montbariy. It was
reported that her ladyship's English

maid had left her, before the disappear-

ance of Ferrari, to return to herrelatives

inher OAvn country , and thatLady ]Mont-

baiiy had taken no steps to supply her

place. His loixlshi}) was described as

being in delicate health. He lived in

the strictest retii-ement—nobody was
admitted to him, not even his own
countiymen. A stupid old woman was
discovered, who did the housewoik at

the j^alace, arriving in the morning
andgoing away again at night. She had
never seen the lost courier—she had
never seen even Lord Montbariy, who
was then confined to his room. Her
ladyship, ' a most gi-acious and ador-

able mistress,' was in constant attend-

ance on her noble husband. There
was no other servant then in the house
(so far as the old woman knew), but
herself. The meals were sent in fi'om

a restaiu'ant. My lord, it was said,

disliked sti-angers. My lord's Vjrother-

in-law, the Baron, w^as generally shut

up in a remote part of the palace,

occupied (the gi-acious mistress said)

svith experiments in chemistiy. The
experiments sometimes made a nasty
smell. A doctor had latterly been
called in to his lordship—an Italian

doctor, long i-esident in Venice. In-

quiries being addressed to this gentle-

man (a physician of undoubted capa-

city and respectability), it turned out
that he also had never seen Ferrari,

having been summoned to the palace

(as his memorandum-book showed), at

a date subsequent to the coui-ier's

disappearance. The doctor described

Lord Montbariy's malady as bronchi-

tis. So fai", there was no reason to

feel any anxiety, though the attack
was a sharp one. If alarming symp-
toms should appear, he had arranged
\Wth her ladyship to call in another
physician. For the rest, it was impos-
sible to speak too highly of my lady

;

night and day she was at her lord's

bedside.

With these particulars began and
ended the discoveries made by Ferrari's

courier-fiiend. Tlie poHce were on the
look-out for the lost man—and that
was the only hope which could be held

forth, for the present, to Ferrari's

wife.

' Wliat do you think of it, Miss ?'

the poor woman asked eagerly. ' Wliat
would you advise me to do 1

'

Agnes was at a loss how to answer
her ; it was an effort even to listen to

what Emily was sajdng. The refer-

ences in the comber's letter to Mont-
bariy—the report of his illness, the

melancholy pictiu-e of his secluded

life—had re-opened the oldwound. She
was not even thinking of the lost Fei-

rari ; her mind was at Venice, by the

sick man's bedside.
' I hardly know what to say,' she

answered. * I have had no experience

in serious matters of this kind.'

' Do you think it would help you,

Miss, if you read my husband's letters

to me ? Thei'e are only thi-ee of them
—they won't take long to read.

'

Agnes compassionately read the

letters.

They were not wi-itten in a very

tender tone. ' Dear Emily, ' and
' Yoiu-s affectionately '—these conven-

tional phrases, were the only phrases

of endearment which they contained.

In the fii-st letter. Lord Montbairy
was not veiy favourably spoken of :

—

' We leave Paris to-morrow. I don't

much like my lord. He is proud and
cold, and, between oiu-selves, stingy

in money matters. I have had to

dispute such trifles as a few centimes

in the hotel bill ; and twice already,
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some sharp remarks liave passed be-

tween the newly-married couple, in

consequence of hei- ladyship's freedom
in purchasing pretty tempting things

at the shops in Paris. ' I can't aflbrd

it, you must keep to your allowance.'

She has had to hear those words al-

ready. For my part, I like her. She
has the nice, easy foreign manners

—

s/je talks to me as if I was a lumian
being like herself.'

The second letter was dated from
Rome.

' My lord's caprices ' (Fei'rari wi'ote)

' have kept us perpetually on the

move. He is becoming incurably

restless. I suspect he is uneasy in his

mind. Painful recollections I should

say—I find him constantly reatling

old letters, when her ladyship is not

present. We Avere to have stopped

at Genoa ; but he hurried us on. The
same thing at Florence. Hei-e, at

Rome, my lady insists on resting.

Her brother has met us at this place.

There has been a quai-rel ali-eady (the

lady's maid tells me) between my lord

and the Baron. The latter wanted to

liorrow money of the former. His
lordship refused in language which
otfended Baron Rivar. My lady paci-

fied them, and made them shake hands.

The third, and last letter, was from
Venice.

' More of my lord's economy ! In-

stead of going to an hotel, we have
liired a damp, mouldy, rambling old

palace. My lady insists on having
the best suites of rooms wherever we
go—and the palace comes cheaper, for

a two months' term. My lord tried

to get it for longer ; he says the quiet

of Venice is good for his nerves. But
a foreign speculator has secured the
palace, and is going to turn it into an
hotel. The Baron is still with us, and
there have been more disagreements
about money matters. I don't like

the Baron—and I don't find the at-

tractions of my lady grow on me. She
was much nicer before the Baron join-

ed us. My loixl is a punctual pay-
master ; it's a matter of honour with

2

him ; he hates parting with his money,
but he does it because he has given his

word. I receive my salary regulai'ly

at the end of each month—not a franc
extra, though I have donemany things
which are not part of a courier's pro-

per work. Fancy the Baron trying
to borrow money of me ! He is an
inveterate gambler. I didn't Ijelieve

it when my lady's maid first told me
so—but I have seen enough since to

satisfy me that she was i-ight. I

have seen other things besides, which
—well ! which don't increase my re-

spect for my lady and the Baron. The
maid says she means to give warning
to leave. She is a respectable British

female, and doesn't take things quite
so easily as I do. It is a dull life

here. No going into company—no
company at home, not a creature sees

my lord—not even the consul, or the
banker. Wlien he does go out, he goes
alone, and generally towards nightfall.

Indoors, he shuts himself up in his

own room with his books, and sees as

little of his wife and the Bax'on as

possible. I fancy things are coming
to a crisis here. If my lord's suspic-

ions are once awakened, the conse-

quences will be terrible. Under cer-

tain provocations, the noble Montbarry
is a man who would stick at nothing.

However the pay is good—and I can't

afford to talk of leaving the place, like

my lady's maid.'

Agnes handed back the letters—so

suggestive of the penalty paid already

for his own infatuation by the man
who had deserted her !—with feelings

of shame and distress, which made her
no fit counsellor for the helpless wo-
man who depended on her advice.

' The one thing I can suggest,' she
said, after first speaking some kind
words of comfort and hope, 'is that
we should consult a person of greater

experience than ours. Suppose I write
and ask my lawyer (who is also my
friend and trustee) to come and advise
us to-morrow after his business hours?'

Emily eagerly and gratefully ac-

cepted the suggestion. An hour was
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arranged for the meeting on the next

day ; the correspondence was left

under the care of Agnes ; and the

couriei''s ^^dfe took her leave.

Wearv and heartsick, Agnes lay

down on the sofa, to rest and compose
herself. The careful niu-se Ijrought in

a reviving cnp of tea. Her quaint

gossip aboiit lierself and her occupa-

tions while Agnes had been away,

acted as a relief to her mistress's over-

l>m'dened mind. They were still talk-

ing quietly, when they were startled

by a loud knock at the house door.

Huriied footsteps ascended the stairs.

The door of the sitting-room was
thrown open violently ; the courier's

wife rushed in like a mad woman.
' He's dead ? they've murdered him !

'

Tliose wild words were all she could

say. She dropped on her knees at the

foot of the sofa—held out her hand,

with something clasped in it—and fell

back in a swoon.

The nurse, signing to Agnes to open

the windows, took the necessar-y mea-

sui-es to restore the fainting woman.
' WTiat's this?' she exclaimed. ' Hei'e's

a letter in her hand. See what it is,

Miss.'

The open envelope was addressed

(eA-idently in a feigned handwriting)

to ' Mr.s. FerrarL' The post-mark was
'Venice.' The contents of the enve-

lope were a sheet of foreign note-pa-

per, and a folded enclosure.

On the note-paper, one line only

was written. It was again in a feigned

hand\\Titing, and it contained these

words :

—

' To console you for the loss of yov/r

husband.
'

Agnes opened the enclosure next.

It was a Bank of England note for

a thousand pounds.

Chapter V.

THE next day, the friend and-

legal adviser of Agnes Lock-

wood, Mr. Troy, called on her by ap-

pointment in the evening.

Mrs. Ferraii—still persisting in the

conviction of her husband's death

—

had sufficiently recovered to be pre-

sent at the consultation. Assisted by
Agnes, she told the lawyer the little

that was known relating to Ferrari's

disappearance, and then produced the

correspondence connected with that

event. Mr. Ti'oy read (first) the three

letters addressed by Ferrari to his

wife
;
(secondly) the letter written by

Ferrari's courier-friend, describing his

visit to the palace and liis interview

with Lady Montbarry : and (thirdly)

the one line of anonymous writing

which had accompanied the extraordi-

nary gift of a thousand pounds to Fer-

rari's Avife.

Well known, at a later period, as

the lawyer who acted for Lady Lydi-

ard, in the case of theft, generally

described as the case of ' My Lady's

Money,' Mr. Troy was not only a man
of learning and experience in his pro-

fession—he was also a man who had
seen something of society at home and
abroad. He possessed a keen eye for

character, a quaint humour, and a

kindly nature which had not Ijeen de-

teriorated even by a lawyer's profes-

sional experience of mankind. With
all these personal advantages, it is a

question nevertheless whether he was
the fittest adviser whom Agnes could

have chosen under the cii'ciimstances.

Little Mrs. Feri'ari, with many do-

mestic merits, was an essentially com-
monplace Avoman. Mr. Troy was the

last person living who was likely to

attract her sympathies—he was the

exact opposite of a commonplace man.
'She looks veiy ill, poor thing.' In

these words the lawyer opened the

business of the evening, referring to

Mi"s. Ferrari as unceremoniously as if

she had been out of the room.
' She has suffered a terrible shock,'

Agnes answered.

Mr. Troy turned to Mrs. Ferrari,

and looked at her again, with the in-

terest due to the victim of a shock.

He drummed absently with his fingers

on the table. At last he spoke to her.
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' My good lady, you don't really be-

lieve that your liusV)and is dead V
Mrs. Ferx-ari put her handkerchief

to her eyes. The word ' dead ' was
ineffectual to express her feelings.

* Murdered !
' she said sternly, behind

her handkerchief.
' Why 1. And by whom V Mi-. Troy

asked.

Mrs. Ferrari seemed to find some
diificulty in answering. ' You have
read my husband's letters, sir,' she be-

gan. ' I believe he discovered '

She got as far as that, and there she

stopped.
' Wliat did he discover ?

'

There are limits to human patience

-r-even the patience of a bereaved

wife. This cool question irritated Mrs.
Ferrari into expressing herself plainly

at last.

' He discovered Lady Montbarry
and the Baron !' she answered, with
a burst of hysterical vehemence. ' The
Baron is no more that vile woman's
brother than I am. The wickedness
of those two wretches came to my
poor dear husband's knowledge. The
lady's maid left her place on account
of it. If Ferrari had gone away too,

he would have been alive at this mo-
ment. They have killed him. I say

they have killed him, to prevent it

from getting to Lord Montbarry's
ears.' 80 in short, sharp sentences,

and in louder and louder accents, Mrs.
Ferrari stated her opinion of the case.

Still keeping his own view in re-

serve, Mr. Troy listened with an ex-

pression of satirical approval.
' Yery strongly stated, Mrs. Ferrari,'

he said. ' You build up your senten-

ces well
;
you clench yoiir conclusions

in a workmanlike manner. If you had
been a man, you would have made a
good lawyer—^you would have taken
juries by the scruff of their necks.

Complete the case, my good lady^

—

complete the case. Tell us next who
sent yovi this letter, enclosing the bank-
note. The 'two wretches ' who mur-
dered Ml-. Ferrari would hardly put
their hands in their pockets and send

you a thousand pounds. Who is it

—

eh ? I see the post-mark on the letter

is"Yenice." Have you any friend

in that interesting city, with a large

heart, and a purse to correspond, who
has been let into the secret and who
wishes to console you anonymously I

'

It was not easy to reply to this.

Mrs. Ferrari began to feel the first in-

ward approaches of something like

hatred towards Mr. Troy. ' I don't

understand you, sir,' she answered.
' I don't think this is a joking matter.

'

Agnes interfered, for the first time.

She drew her chair a little nearer to

her legal counsellor and friend.

' What is the most probable expla-

nation, in your opinion 1
' .she asked.

' I shall offend Mrs. Ferrari, if I tell

you,' Mr. Troy answei^ed.

' No, sir, you won't !

' cried Mrs.
Fei-rari, hating Mr. Troy undisguisedly

by this time.

The lawyer leaned back in his chair.

' Yery well,' he said, in his most good-
humoured manner. ' Let's have it

out. Observe, madam, I don't dis-

pute your view of the position of affairs

at the palace in Yenice. You have
your hiisband's letters to justify you

;

and you have also the significant fact

that Lady Montbarry's maid did really

leave the house. We will say, then,

that Lord Montbany has presumably
been made the victim of a foul wrong
—that Mr. Ferrari was the first to

find it out—and that the guilty per-

sons had reasons to fear, not only that

he would acquaint Lord Montbarry
with his discovery, but that he would
be a principal witness against them if

the scandal was made public in a court

of law. Now mark ! Admitting all

this, I draw a totally different conclu-

sion from the conclusion at which you
have arrived. Here is your husband
left in this miserable household of

three, under very awkward circum-

stances for him. What does he do ?

But for the bank-note and the wiitten

message sent to you with it, I should

say that he had wisely withdrawn
himself from association with a dis-
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gi'acefiil discovery and exposui^e, by

taking secretly to flight. The money
modifies this view—unfavourably so

far as Mr. Ferrari is concerned. I still

believe he is keeping out of the way.

But I now say he is paid for keeping

out of the way—and that bank-note

there on the table is the price of his

absence, paid by the guilty persons to

his wife.'

Mrs. Ferrari's watery gi'ey eyes

brightened suddenly ; Mrs. Ferrari's

dull drab-coloured complexion became

enlivened by a glow of brilliant red.

' It's false
!

' she cried. ' It's a burn-

ing shame to speak of my husband in

that way !

'

' I told you I should offend you !

'

said Mr. Troy.

Agnes interposed once more—in

the interests of peace. She took the

offended wife's hand ; she appealed to

the laT^-yer to reconsider that side of

his theoiy which reflected harshly on

Ferrari. While she was still speaking,

the servant interrupted her by enter-

ing the room with a visiting-card. It

was the card of Henry West^^ick ; and
there was an ominous request written

on it in pencil. ' I bring bad news.

Let me see you for a minute down
stairs.' Agnes immediately left the

room.

Alone with Mrs. Ferrari, Mr. Troy
permitted his natural kindness of heart

to show itself on the surface at last.

He tried to make his peace with the

coui'ier's wife.

' You have every claim, my good

soxil, to resent a reflection cast upon
your husband,' he began. ' I may
even say that I respect you for speak-

ing so warmly in his defence. At the

same time, remember that I am bound,

in such a serious matter as this, to

tell you what is really in my mind. I

can have no intention of offending

you, seeing that I am a total stranger

to you and to Mr. Ferrari. A thou-

sand pounds is a large sum of money
;

and a poor man may excusably be

tempted by it to do nothing worse than

keep out of the way for a while. My

only interest, acting on \o\\v behalf,

is to get at the truth. If you will

give me time, I see no reason to de-

spair of finding your husband yet.'

Ferrai-i's wife listened, without being
convinced : her narrow little mind,
filled to its extreme capacity by her un-
favom-able opinion of Mr. Troy, had no
room left for the process of correcting

its first impression. ' I am much
obliged to you, sir,' was all she said.

Her eyes were more communicative

—

her eyes added, in their language,
' You may say what you please ; I

will never forgive you tomy dyingday.'
Mr. Troy gave it up. He compos-

edly wheeled his chaii- round, put his

hands in liis jDockets and looked out

of the wdndow.
After an interval of silence, the

drawing-room door was opened.

]\Ir. Troy wheeled round again

briskly to the table, expecting to see

Agnes. To his surprise there appeared,

in her place, a perfect stranger to him
—a gentleman, in the prime of life,

with a marked expression of pain and
embarrassment on his handsome face,

He looked at Mi\ Troy, and bowed
gravely.

' I am so unfortunate as to have
brought news to Miss Agnes Lock-
wood which has greatly distressed her,'

he said. ' She has retired to her room.

I am requested to make her excuse,

and to speak to you in her place.

'

Ha^mlg introduced himself in those

terms, he noticed Mrs. Ferrari, and
held out his hand to her kindly. ' It

is some years since we last met, Emily,'

he said, ' I am afraid you have almost

forgotten the " Master Heniy " of old

times.' Emily, in some little confu-

sion, made her acknowledgments, and
begged to know if she could be of any
use to Miss Lockwood. ' The old

nurse is with her,' Henry answered
;

'they will be better left together.'

He turned once more to Mr. Troy. ' I

ought to tell you,' he said, ' that my
name is Henry West^s-ick. I am the

younger brother of the late Lord !Mont-

barry.'
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' Tlie laie Lord Montbany !

' Mr.

Ti'oy exclaimed.
' My brother died at Venice, yester-

day evening. There is the telegram.'

With that startling answer, he handed
the paper to Mr. Troy.

The message was in these words :

' Lady Montbarry, Venice. To
Stephen Robert Westwick, Newbury's
Hotel, London. It is useless to take

the journey. Lord Montbarry died of

bronchitis, at 8:40 this evening. All
needful details by post.'

' Was this expected, sir 1
' the law-

yer asked.
' I cannot say that it has taken us

entirely by surprise,' Henry answered.
' My brother Stephen (who is now the

head of the family) received a telegram

three days since, informing him that

alarming symptoms had declared them-
selves, and that a second physician

had been called in. He telegraphed

back to say that he had left Ireland

for London, on his way to Venice, and
to direct that any further message
might be sent to his hotel. The reply

came in a second telegram. It an-

nounced that Lord Montbarry was in

a state of insensibility, and that, in

his brief intervals of consciousness,

he recognised nobody. My l)rother

was advised to wait in London for

later information. The third telegi'am

is now in your hands. That is all I

know, up to the present time.'

Happening to look at the courier's

wife. Ml". Troy was struck by the ex-

pression of blank fear which showed
itself in the woman's face.

' Mrs. Ferrari,' he said, ' have you
heard what Mr. Westwick has just

told me 1

'

' Every word of it, sir.

'

' Have you any questions to ask ?

'

' No, sir.'

' You seem to be alarmed,' the law-

yer pei'sisted. ' Is it still about your
husband ?

'

'I shall never see my husband again,

sir. I have thought so all along,

as you know. I feel sure of it

now.'

' Sure of it, after what you have
just heard 1

'

' Yes, sir.'

' Can yovi tell me why ?

'

' No, sir. It's a feeling I have. I

can't tell why.'
' Oh, a feeling ?

' Mr. Troy repeated,

in a tone of compassionate contempt.
' When it comes to feelings, my good
soul !

' He left the sentence un-

finished, and rose to take his leave of

Mr. Westwick. The truth is, he be-

gan to feel puzzled himself, and he did

not choose to let Mrs. Ferrari see it.

' Accept the expression of my sym-
pathy, sir,' he said to Mr. Westwick
politely. ' I wish you good evening.'

Henry turned to Mrs. FeiTari as

the lawyer closed the door. ' I have
heard of your trouble, Emily, from
Miss Lockwood. Is there anything

I can do to help you 1
'

' Nothing, sir, thank you. Per-

haps I had better go home after

what has happened 1 I will call

to-morrow, and see if I can be of

any use to Miss Agnes. I am very

sorry for her.' She stole away, with
her formal courtesy, her noiseless step,

and her obstinate resolution to take

the gloomiest view of her husband's

case.

Henry Westwick looked round him
in the solitude of the little drawing-

room. There was nothing to keep him
in the house, and yet he lingered in

it. It was something to be even near

Agnes—to see the things belonging to

herthat were scattered about the room.

There, in one corner was her chair,

with her embroidery on the work-table

by its side. On the little easel near

the window was her last drawing, not

quite finished yet. The book she had
been reading lay on the sofa, with her

tiny pencil-case in it to mark the place

at which she had left otf. One after

another, he looked at the objects that

reminded him of the woman whom
he loved—took them up tenderly

—

and laid them down again with a sigh.

Ah, how far, how unattainably far

from him, she was still ! ' >She will
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never forget Montbariy/ he thought
to himself as he took l^p his hat to go.

' Not one of us feels his death as she

feels it. Miserable, miserable wretch
—how she loved him !'

In the street, as Henry closed the

house-door, he was stopped by a pas-

sing acquaintance—a wearisome in-

quisitive man—doubly unwelcome to

him, at that moment. ' Sad news,

Westwick, this about your brother.

Rather an \inexpected death, wasn't

it ? We never heard at the club that

Montbarry's lungs were weak. ^VTiat

will the insurance offices do ?

'

Henry started ; hehad never thought
of his brother's life insurance. What
could the offices do but pay ? A death

by bronchitis, certified by two physic-

ians, was surely the least disputable

of all deaths. ' I wish you hadn't

put that question into my head I

' he

broke out irritably. 'Ah!' said his

friend, ' you think the widow will get

the money? So do 1 1 so do I
!

'

Chapter VI.

SOME days later, the insurance

offices (two in number) received

the formal announcement of Lord
Montbarrv^'s death, from her ladyship's

London solicitors. The siim insured

in each office was five thousand pounds
—on which one 3'ear's premium only

had been paid. In the face of such a

pecxmiary emergency as this, the Di-

rectors thought it desiraljle to consider

their position. The medical ad^•isers

of the two offices, who had recom-
mended the insurance of Lord Mont-
barry's life, were called into council

over their own reports. The result

excited some interest among persons

connected with the business of life in-

surance. Without absolutely declin-

ing to pay the money, the two offices

(acting in concert) decided on sending

a commission of inquiry to Venice,
' for the purpose of obtaining further

information.'

Mr. Troy received the earliest in-

telligence of what was going on. He
wrote at once to communicate his

news to Agnes ; adding, what he con-

sidered to be a valuable hint, in these

words :

' You are intimately acquainted, I

know, with Lady Barville, the late

Lord Montbarry's ehlest sister. The
solicitors employed by her husband,

are also the solicitors to one of the two
insurance offices. There may possibly

be something in the Report of the

commission of inquiiy touchingon Fer-

rari's disappearance. Ordinary per-

sons would not be permitted, of course,

to see such a document. But a sister

of the late lord is so near a relative as

to be an exception to general rules.

If Sir Theodore Barville puts it on
that footing, the lawyers, even if they

do not allow his wife to look at the

Report, will at least answerany discreet

questions she may ask referring to it.'

The reply was received by return of

post. Agnes declined to avail hei-self

of Mr. Troy's proposal.

' My interference, innopent as it was,'

she wrote, ' has already been produc-

tive of such deplorable results, that I

cannot and dare not stir any further

in the case of Ferrari If I had not

consented to let that unfortunate man
refer to me by name, the late Lord
Montbany would never have engaged
him, and his wife would have been

spared the misery and suspense from
which she is suflfering now. I would
not even look at the Report to which
you allude if it was placed in my hands
—I have heard more than enough al-

ready of that hideous life in the palace

at Venice. If ]Mrs. Ferrari chooses to

addi'ess herself to Lady Barville (with

your assistance), that is of course quite

another thing. But, even in this case,

I must make it a positive condition

that my name shall not be mentioned.

Forgive me, dear Mr. Troy I I am
ver}' unhappy, and very unreasonable

—but I am only a woman, and you
must not expect too much fi-om me.

'

Foiled in this dh-ection, the lawver
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next advised makina- theattempt to dis-

cover the present address ofLady Mont-
bariys English maid. This excellent

suggestion had one ch'awback : it could

only be carried out by spending money
—and there was no money to spend.

Mrs. Ferrari shrunk from the bare

idea of making any use of the thou-

sand pound note. It had been depo-

sited in the safe keeping of a Vjank. If

it was even mentioned in her hearing,

she shviddered and referred to it, with

melodramatic fervour, as ' my hus-

band's blood-money !

'

So, under stress of circumstances, the

attempt to solve the mysteiy of Fer-

rari's disappearance was suspended for

awhile.

It was the last month of the year

1860. The commission of inquiiy was
already at work : having begun its

investigations on December 6. On the

10th, the term for which the late Lord
Montbarry had liired the Venetian

Palace, expired. Xews by telegram

reached the insux-ance offices that Lady
Montbariy had been ad\'ised by her

lawyers to leave for London with as

little delay as possible. Baron Rivar,

it was believed, would accompany her

to England, but would not remain in

that country, unless his services were
absolutely requii-ed by her ladyship.

The Baron, ' well known as an enthu-

siastic student of chemistry,' had heard

of cei-tain recent discoveries in connec-

tion with that science, in the United
States, and was anxious to investigate

them personally.

These items of news, collected by
Mr. Ti'oy, were duly communicated to

Mrs. Ferrari, whose anxiety about her

husband made her a frequent, a too

frequent, visitor at the lawyer's office.

She attempted to I'elate what she had
heard to her good friend and protec-

tress. Agnes steadily refused to listen,

and positively forbade any further con-

versation relating to Lord Montbarry 's

wife, now that Lord ^lontbariy was
no more. ' You have Mr. Troy to ad-

vise you,' she said ;
' and you are wel-

come to what little money I can spare,

if money is wanted. All I ask in re-

turn is that you will not distress me.
I am tiyingto separate myself from re-

membrances ' her voice faltered
;

she paused to control herself— ' from
remembrances,' ^he resumed, ' Avhich

are sadder than ever since I have heard
of Lord Montbarry's death. Help me
Vty your silence to recover my spirits,

if I can. Let me hear nothing more,
until I can rejoice Avath you that your
husband is found.'

Time advanced to the 13th of the

month ; and more information of the

interesting sort reached Mr. Troy. The
laVjours of the insurance commission
had come to an end—the Report had
been received from Venice on that day.

Chapter VII.

ON the 14th the Directors and their

legal advisers met for the i*eading

of the Report, with closed doors. These
were the terms in which the Commis-
sioners related the results of their in-

quiry :

' Private and Confidential.

' We have the honour to inform our

Directors that we arrived in Venice on
December 6, 1860. On the same day

we proceeded to the palace inliabited

by Lord Montbarry at the time of his

last illness and death.
'We were received with all possible

courtesy by Lady Montbariy "s brother.

Baron Rivar. " My sister was her

husband's onlv attendant throughout

his illness," the Baron informed us.

" She is overwhelmed by grief and fa-

tigue—or she would have been here to

receive you personally. What are your
wishes, gentlemen ? and what can I do

for you in her ladyship's place ?

"

' In accordance with our instruct-

ions, we answered that the death and
burial of Lord Montbarry abroad made
it desirable to obtain more complete

information relating to his illness, and
to the circumstances which had at-
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tended it, than could be conveyed in

writing. We explained that the law

provided for the lapse of a certain in-

terval of time before the payment of

the sum assured, and we expressed our

wish to conduct the inquiry with the

most respectful consideration for her

ladyship's feelings, and for the conven-

ience of any other members of the fam-

ily inhabiting the house.
' To this the Baron replied, " I am

the only member of the family living

here, and I and the palace are entii-ely

at your disposal. " From first to last we
found thisgentleman perfectly straight-

forward, and most amiably willing to

assist us.

' With the one exception of her lady-

ship's room, we went over the whole

of the palace the same day. It is an
immense place, only partially furnished.

The first fioor and part of the second

floor were the portions of it that had

been inhabited by Lord Montbarry
and the members of the household.

We saw the bedchamber, at one ex-

tremity of the palace, in which his

lordship died, and the small room com-

municating with it, which he used as

a study. Next to this was a large

apartment or hall, the doors of which
he habitually kept locked, his object

being (as we were informed) to pursue

his studies uninterrui)tedly in perfect

solitude. On the other side of the large

hall were the Ijedchamber occupied l)y

her ladyship, and the dressing-room in

which the maid slept previous to her

departure for England. Beyond these

were the dining and reception rooms,

opening into an antechambei', which
gave access to the grand staircase of

the palace.

' The only inhabited rooms on the

second floor were the sitting-room and
bed-i'oom occupied by Baron Rivar,

and another room at some distance

from it, which had been the bed-room

of the courier Ferrari.

' The rooms on the third floor and
on the basement were completely un-

furnished, and in a condition of great

neglect. We inquired if there was any-

thing to l)e seen below the basement
—and we were at once informed that

there were vaults beneath, which we
were at perfect liberty to visit.

We went down, so as to leave no
part of the jjalace unexplored. The
vaults were, it was believed, used as

dungeons in the old times—say some
centuries since. Air and light were
only partially admitted to these dismal

places by two long shafts of winding
construction, which communicated
with the back yard of the palace, and
the 0})enings of which, high above the

ground, were protected by iron grat-

ings. The stone stairs leading down
into the vaults could be closed at will

by a heavy trap-door in the back hall,

which we found open. The Baron
himself led the way down the stairs.

We remarked that it might be awk-

ward if that trap-door fell down and
closed the opening behind us. The
Baron smiled at the idea. " Don't be

alarmed, gentlemen," he said ;
" the

door is safe. I had an interest in

seeing to it myself, when we first in-

habited the palace. My favourite study

is the study of experimental chemistiy

—and my workshop, since we have

been in Venice, is down here."

' These last words explained a cu-

rious smell in the vaults, which we no-

ticed the moment we entered them.

We can only describe the smell by

saying that it was of a two-fold sort—

•

faintly aromatic as it were, in its first

eflect, but with some after odour very

sickening in our nostrils. The Baron's

fvirnaces and retorts, and other things,

were all there to speak for themselves,

together with some packages of che-

micals, having the name and address

of the person who had supplied them,

plainly visible on their labels. " Not

a pleasant place for study," Baron

Rivar observed, " but my sister is

timid. She has a horror of chemical

smells and explo.sions—and she has

banished me to these lower regions, so

that my experiments may neither be

smelt nor heard." He held out his

hands, on which we had noticed that
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he wore gloves in the house. " Acci-

dents will happen sometimes," he said,

"no matter how careful a man may be.

I burnt my hands severely in trying a

new combination the other day, and
they are only i-ecovering now."

' We mention these otherwise unim-
portant incidents, in order to show that

our exploration of the palace was not

impeded by any attempt at conceal-

ment. We were even admitted to her

ladyshijvs own room—on a subsequent

occasion when she went out to take the

air. Our instructions recommended
us to examine his lordship's residence,

because the extreme privacy of his life

at Venice, and the remarkable depar-

ture of the only two servants in the

house, might have some suspicious con-

nection with the nature of his death.

We found nothing to justifs' suspicion

from tirst to last.

' As to his lordship's retired way of

life, we have conversed on the sub-

ject with the consul and the banker
—the only two strangers who held

any communication with him. He
called once at the bank to obtain

money on his letter of credit, and ex-

cused himself from accepting an invi-

tation to visit the banker at his

private residence, on the ground of

delicate health. His lordship wrote to

the same effect on sending his card to

the consul, to excuse himself from per-

sonally returning that gentleman's

visit to the palace. We have seen the

letter, and we beg to otler the follow-

ing copy of it. " Many years passed

in India have injured my constitution.

I have ceased to go into society ; the

one occupation of my life now is the

study of Oriental literature. The air

of Italy is better for me than the air

of England, or I should never have
left home. Pray accept the apologies

of a student and an invalid. The
active part of my life is at an end."

The self-seclusion of his lordship seems
to us to be exj)lained in these brief

lines. We have not, however, on that

account spared our inquiries in other

directions. Nothing to excite a suspi-

cion of anything wrong has come to

our knowledge.
' As to the departure of the lady's

maid, we have seen the woman's re-

ceipt for her wages, in which it is ex-

pressly stated that she left Lady
IMontbarry's service because she dis-

liked the Continent, and wished to get

back to her own country. This is not

an uncommon result of taking English

servants to foreign parts. Lady
]Montbarry has informed us that she

abstained from engaging another maid,

in consequence of the extreme dislike

which his lordship expressed to having
strangers in the house, in the state of

his health at that time.
' The disappearance of the courier

Ferrari is, in itself, unquestionably a

suspicious circumstance. Neither her
ladyship nor the Baron can explain it

;

and no investigation that we could

make has thrown the smallest light on
this event, or has justified us in asso-

ciating it, directly or indirectly, with

the object of our inquiry. We have
even gone the length of examining the

portmanteau which Ferrari left behind

him. It contains nothing but clothes

and linen—no money, and not even a

scrap of paper in the pockets of the

clothes. The portmanteau remains in

charge of the police.

' We ha"\"e also found opportunities

of speaking privately to the old wo-
man who attends to the rooms occu-

pied V)y her ladyship and the Baron.

8he was recommended to fill this

situation by the keeper of the res-

tatirant who has supplied the meals to

the family throtighout the period of

their residence at the palace. Her
character is most favourably spoken
of. Unfortunately, her limited intel-

ligence makes her of no value as a

witness. We were patient and careful

in questioning her, and we found her

perfectly willing to answer us ; l:)ut we
could elicit nothing which is worth in-

cluding in the present Report.
' On the second day of our inquiries,

we had the honour of an interview

with Lady Montbarry. Her ladyship
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looked miserably -svorn aud ill, and
seemed to be quite at a loss to under-

stand wliat we wanted with her.

Baron Ilivar, who introduced us, ex-

plained tlie nature of our ei-rand in

Venice, and took pains to assure her

that it was a purely formal duty on
which we were engaged. Having
satisfied her ladyship on this point, he

discreetly left the room.
' Tlie questions which we addressed

to Lady Moutbarry related maiiily, of

course, to his lordship's illness. The
answers, gi\'en with great nervousness
of manner, but without the slightest

appearance of reserve, informed us of

the facts that follow :

' Lord Montbarry liad been out of

order for some time past—nervous
and irrital ile. He tirst complained of

having taken cold on November 13

last ; he passed a wakeful and feverish

night, and remained in bed the next
day. Her ladyship proposed sending
for medical advice. He .refused to

allow her to do this, saying that he
could quite easily be his own doctor in

such a trilling matter as a cold. Some
hot lemonade was made at his request,

with a view to producing |>erspiration.

Lady Montbarry 's maid ha^-ing left

her at that time, the courier Ferrari

(then the only servant in the house)

went out to buy the lemons. Her
ladyship made the drink with her own
hands. It was successful in producing
perspii-ation—and Lord ]\IontbaiTy

had some hours of sleep afterwards.

Later in the day, having need of

Ferrari's sei-vices, Lady ^lontbarry
rang for him. The bell was not an-

swered. Baron Rivar searched for the

man, in the palace and out of it, in

vain. From that time forth not a

trace of Ferrari could be discovered
This happened on XovemVier 14.

' On the night of the 1 -tth, the fever-

ish symptoms accompanying his lord-

ship's cold returned. They were in

part perhaps attributable to the an-

noyance and alarm caused by Ferrai'i's

mysterious disappearance. It liad been
impossible to conceal the circumstance,

as liis lordship rang repeatedly for the

courier ; insisting that the man should

relieve Lady Montbarry and the

Baron by taking their place during
the night at his bedside.

' On the l.Jth (the day on which the
old woman first came to do the house-

work), his lordship complained of sore

throat, and of a feeling of oppression

on the chest. On this day, and again

on the 16th, her ladyship and the

Baron entreated him to see a doctor.

He still refused. " I don't want
strange faces about me ; m^' cold will

run its cour.se, in spite of the doctor,"

—that was liis answer. On the 17th

he was so much worse, that it was
decided to send for medical help

whether he liked it or not. Baron
Rivar, after inqtiiiy at the consul's,

secured the services of Dr. Bruno, well

known as an eminent physician in

Venice ; with the additional recom-

mendation of having resided in Eng-
land, and having made himself ac-

quainted with English forms of medical

practice.

' Thus far, our account of his lord-

ship's illness has been deri^"ed from
statements made by Lady Montbarry.
The narrative will now be most fitly

continued in the language of the

doctor's own i-eport, herewith sub-

joined.
' " My medical diaiw informs me that

I first saw the English Lord Montbarry

,

on November 17. He was suffering

from a sliarp attack of bronchitis

Some precious time had been lost,

through his obstinate objection to the

presence of a medical man at his bed-

side. Generally speaking, he ap-

peared to be in 'a delicate state of

healtL His nervous system was out

of order—he was at once timid and
contradictory. WTien I spoke to him
in English, he an.swered in Italian

;

and when I tried him in Italian, he

went back to English. It mattered

little—the malady had already made
such progress that he could only speak

a few words at a time, and those in a

whisper.
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'"I at once applied the necessary

remedies. Copies of my presciiptions

(with translation into English) ac-

company the present statements, and

are left to speak for themselves.
' " For the next three days I was in

constant attendance on my patient.

He answered to the remedies employed
improving, slowly, but decidedly. I

could conscientiously assure Lady
Montbarry that no danger was to be

apprehended thus far. She was indeed

a most devoted wife. I vainly en-

deavoured to induce her to accept the

services of a competent nurse : she

would allow nobody to attend on her

husband but herself. Night and day
this estimable woman was at his bed-

side. In her brief intervals of repose,

lier brother watched the sick man in

her place. This brother was, I must
say, veiy good company, in the inter-

vals when we had time foi' a little

talk. He dabbled in chemistiy, down
in the horrid underwater vaults of

the palace ; and he wanted to show
me some of his experiments. I have
enough of chemistry in writing pre-

scriptions—and I declined. He took

it quite good-humouredly.
' " I am straying away from my

subject. Let me return to the sick

lord.

'"Up to the 20th, then, things

went well enough. I was quite un-

prepared for the disastrous change

that showed itself, when I paid Lord
Montbarry my morning visit on the

21st. He had relapsed and seriously

relapsed. Examining him to discover

the cause, I found symptoms of pneu-

monia—that is to say, in unmedical
language, inflammation of the sub-

stance of the lungs. He breathed
with difiiculty, and was only partially

able to relieve himself by coughing. I

made the strictest encpiiries, and was
assured that his medicine had been
administered as carefully as usual,

and that he had not been exposed to

any changes of temperat\ire. It was
with great reluctance that I added to

Lady Montbarry's distress ; l)ut I felt

bound, when she suggested a consult-

ation with another physician, to own
that I too thought there was really

need for it.

' " Her ladyship instructed me to

spare no expense, and to get the best

medical opinion in Italy. The best

opinion was happily within our reach.

The first and foremost of Italian

physicians, is Torello of Padua. I

sent a special messenger for the great

man. He arrived on the evening of

the 21st, and confirmed my opinion

that pneumonia had set in, and that

our patient's life was. in danger. I

told him what my treatment of the

case had been, and he approved of it

in every particular. He made some
valuable suggestions, and (at Lady
Montbarry's express request) he con-

sented to defer his return to Padua
until the following morning.

' " We both saw the patient at in-

tervals in the course of the night.

The disease, steadily advancing, set

our utmost resistance at defiance. In

the morning Doctor Torello took his

leave. ' I can be of no further use,'

he said to me. ' The man is past all

help—and he ought to know it.'

' " Later in the day I warned my
lord, as gently as I could, that his time

had come. I am informed that there

are serious reasons for my stating

what passed between us on this occas-

sion, in detail, and without any

reserve. I comply with the reqiiest.

' " Lord Montbarry received the

intelligence of his ajjproaching death

with becoming composure, but with a

certain doubt. He signed to me to

put my ear to his mouth. He whis-

pered faintly, ' Are you sure 1
' It

was no time to deceive him ; I said,

' Positively sure. ' He waited a little,

gasping for breath, and then he

whispered again, ' Feel under my pil-

low.' I found under his pillow a

letter, sealed and stamped, ready for

the post. His next words were just

audible, and no more— ' Post it your-

self.' I answered of course, that I

would do so—and I did post the letter
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with my own hand. I looked at the

address. It was directed to a lady in

London. The street I cannot remem-
ber. The name I can perfectly recall :

it was an Italian name— ' Mrs. Fer-

rari."

' " That night my lord nearly died

of asphyxia. I got him through it for

the time ; and his eyes showed that he
understood me when I told him, the

next morning, that I had posted the

letter. This was his last effort of con-

sciousness. "When I saw him again he

was sunk in apathy. He lingered in a

state of insensiliility, supported by
stimulants, until the 25th, and died

(unconscious to the last) on the even-

ing of that day.
' " As to the cause of his death, it

seems (if I may be excused for saying

so) simply absurd to ask the question.

Bronchitis, terminating in pneumonia
—there is no more doubt that this,

and this only, was the malady of which
he expii-ed.than that two and twomake
four. Doctor Torello's own note of

the case is added here to a duplicate of

my certificate, in order (as I am in-

formed) to satisfy some English offices

in which his lordship's life was in-

sured. The English offices must have
Ijeen founded by that celebrated saint

and doubter, mentioned in the New
Testament, whose name was Thomas !

"

' Doctor Bruno's narrative ends
here.

' Reverting for a moment to our
inquiries addressed to Lady Montbarry

,

we have to I'eport that she can give us

no information on the subject of the
letter which the doctor posted at Lord
Montbarry's request. When his lord-

ship wrote it 1 what it contained ? why
he kept it a secret from Lady Mont-
barry (and from the Baron also) ? and
why he should write at all to the wife
of his courier 1 these are questions to

which we find it simply impossible to

obtairi any replies. It seems even
useless to say that the matter is open
to suspicion. Suspicion implies con-

jecture of some kind—and the letter

under my lord's pillow baffles all con-

jecture. Application to i\Irs. Ferrari

may perhaps clear up the mysteiy.

Her residence in London vnW be easily

discovered at the Italian Couners'
Office, Golden Square.

' Having arrived at the close of the

present Report, we have now to draw
your attention to the conclusion which
is justified by the results of our inves-

tigation.

' The plain question before our Di-

rectors and ourselves appears to be
this : Has the inquiry levealed any
extraordinary circumstances which
render the death of Lord Montbarry
open to suspicion % The inquiry has
revealed extraordinary circumstances

beyond all doubt—such as the disap- .

pearance of Ferrari, the remax-kable I
absence of thecustomary estaldishment
of servants in the house, and the mys-
terious letter which his lordship asked

the doctor to post. But where is the

proof that any one of these circum-

stances is associated—suspiciously and
directly associated— with the only

event which concerns us, the event of

Lord Montbarry's death % In the ab-

sence of any such proof, and in the

face of the evidence of two eminent
physicians, it is impossible to dispute

the statement on the certificate that

his lordship died a natural death. We
are bound, therefore, to report, that

there are no valid grounds for refusing

the payment of the sum for which the

late Lord Montbarry's life was assured.
' We shall send these lines to you by

the post of to-morrow, December 10
;

leaving time to receive your further

instructions (if any), in reply to our

telegi'am of this evening announcing
the conclusion of the inquiry.'

Chapter VIIL

' ^VT^^^j '^y good creature, what-
JL 1 ever you have to say to me,

out with it at once ! I don't want to

hurrv vou needlesslv ; but these are
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business hours, and I have other

people's affairs to attend to besides

yours.

'

Addressing Ferrari's wife, with his

usual blunt good-humour, in these

terms, Mr. Troy registered the lapse of

time by a glance at the watch on his

desk, and then waited to hear what his

client had to say to him.
' It's something moi-e, sir, about the

letter with the thousand pound note,'

Mrs. Ferrari began. ' I have found out

who sent it to me.'

Mr. Troy started. ' This is news in-

deed !
' he said. ' Who sent you the

letter ?

'

' Lord Montbarry sent it, sir.

'

It was not easy to take Mr. Troy by
surprise. But Mrs. Ferrari threw him
completely off his balance. For awhile

he could only look at her in silent svir-

prise. ' Nonsense !
' he said, as soon as

he had recovered himself. ' There is

some mistake^—it can't be !

'

' There is no mistake,' Mrs. Ferrari

rejoined, in her most positive manner.
' Two gentlemen from the insurance

offices called on me this morning, to

see the letter. They were completely

puzzled—especially when they heard
of the bank-note inside. But they know
who sent the letter. His lordship's

doctor in Venice posted it at his lord-

ship's request. Go to the gentlemen
yourself, sir, if you don't believe me.
They were polite enough to ask if I

could account for Lord Montbarry
writing to me and sending me the

money. I gave them my opinion

directly—I said it was like his lord-

ship's kindness.'

'Like his lordship's kindness 1'

Mr. Troy repeated, in blank amaze-
ment.

' Yes, sir ! Lord Montljarry knew
me, like all the other members of the

family, when I was at school on the

estate in Ireland. If he could have
done it, he would have protected my
poor dear husband. But hewas help-

less himself in the hands of my lady

and the Baron—and the only kind
thing he could do was to provide for

me in my widowhood, like the true
nobleman he was !

'

• A very pretty explanation !
' said

Ml". Troy. ' What did your visitor.s

from the insurance offices think of

itr
' Tliey asked me if I had any proof

ofmy husband's death.'

* And what did you say V
' I said, " I give you better than

proof, gentlemen ; I give you my posi-

tive opinion.'"
' That satisfied them, of course V
' They didn't say so in words, sir.

They looked at each other-—and
wished me good morning.'

' Well, Mrs. Fen-ari, unless you
have some more extraordinary news,
for me, I think I shall wish you good
morning too. I can take a note of
your information (veiy stai-tling in-

formation, I own) ; and, in the ab-

sence of proof, I can do no more.

'

' I can provide you with proof, sir,

-—if that is all you want,' said Mrs.
Ferrari, with great dignity. ' I onlv
wish to know, first, whether the law
justifies me in doing it. You may
have seen in the fashionable intelli-

gence of the newspapers, that Lady
Montbarry has arrived in London, at

Newbiuy's Hotel. I propose to go
and see her.'

' The deuce you do ! May I ask
for what purpose?'

Mrs. Ferrari answered in a mys-
terious whispei'. ' For the purpose of

catching her in a trap ! I shan't send
in my name—-I shall announce myself
as a person on business, and the first

words I say to her will be these: "I
come, my lady, to acknowledge the
receipt of the money sent to Ferrari's

widow." Ah ! you may well start,

Mr. Troy ! It almost takes you ofi"

your guard, doesn't it 1 Make your
mind easy, su- ; I shall find the proof
that everybody asks me for in her
guilty face. Let her only change colour

by the shadow of a shade—let her eyes
only drop for half an instant—I shall

discover her ! The one thing I want
to know is does the law permit it V
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'The law permits it,' Mr. Troy

answered gravely ;
' but whether her

ladyship will permit it, is quite ano-

ther question. Have you really cour-

age enough, Mrs. Ferrari, to carry out

this notahle scheme of yours ? You
have been described to me, by Miss

Lockwood, as rather a nervous, timid

sort of person—and, if I may trust my
own observation, I should say you

justify the description.'

' If you had lived in the country,

sir, instead of living in London/ Mrs.

Ferrari replied, ' you would some-

times have seen even a sheep turn on

a dog. I am far from saying that I

am a bold woman—quite the reverse.

But when I stand in that wretch's

presence, and think of my murdered

husband, the one of us two who is

likely to be frightened is not me. I

am going there now, sii*. You shall

hear how it ends. I wish you good

morning.

'

With those brave words the couri-

er's wife gathered her mantle about

her, and walked out of the room.

Mr. Troy smiled—not satirically,

but compassionately. ' The little

simpleton !
' he thought to himself.

' If half of what they say of Lady
Montbarry is true, Mrs. Ferrari and
her trap have but a poor prospect be-

fore them. I wonder how it will

end?'

All Mr. Troy's experience failed to

forewarn him of how it did end.

Chapter IX.

JN the meantime, Mrs. Ferrari held

to her resolution. She went
straight from Mr. Troy's office to

Newbury's Hotel.

Lady Montbarry was at home, and
alone. But the authorities of the

hotel hesitated to disturb her when
they found that the visitor declined

to mention her name. Her ladyship's

new maid happened to cross the hall

while the matter was still in debate.

She was a Frenchwoman, and, on be-

ing appealed to, she settled the ques-

tion in the swift, easy, rational French
way. ' Madame's appearance was
perfectly respectable. Madame might
have reasons for not mentioning her

name which Miladi might approve.

In any case, there being no orders for-

bidding the introduction of a strange

lady, the matter clearly rested be-

tween Madame and Miladi. Would
Madame, therefore, be good enough
to follow Miladi's maid up the stairs 1

'

In spite of her resolution, Mrs.

Ferrari's heart beat as if it would burst

out of her bosom, when her conduc-

tress led her into an ante-room, and
knocked at a door opening into a

room beyond. But it is remarkable

that persons of sensitively-nervous

organization are the very persons who
are capable of forcing themselves (ap-

parently by the exei-cise of a spasmo-

dic effiDrt of will) into the performance

of acts of the most audacious courage.

A low, grave voice from the inner

room said, ' Come in.'. The maid,

opening the door, announced, ' A per-

son to see you, Miladi, on business,'

and immediately retired. In the one

instant while these events passed,

timid little Mrs. Ferrari mastered her

^wn throbbing heart ; stepped over the

threshold, conscious of her clammy
hands, dry lips, and burning head

;

and stood in the presence of Lord
Montbarry's widow, to all outward
appearance as supremely self-possessed

as her ladyship herself.

It was still early in the afternoon,

but the light in the room was dim.

The blinds were drawn down. Lady
Montbarry sat with her back to the

windows, as if even the subdued day-

light was disagreeable to her. She

had altered sadly for the worse in her

personal appearance, since the memo-
rable day when Doctor Wybrow had
seen her in his consulting-room. Her
beauty was gone—her face had fallen

away to mere skin and bone ; the con-

trast between her ghastly complexion

and her steely glittering black eyes
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was more startling than ever. Robed
in dismal black, relieved only by the

brilliant whiteness of her widow's cap

—reclining in a panther-like supple-

ness of attitude on a little green sofa

—she looked at the sti-anger who had
intruded on her, with a moment's lan-

guid cui'iosity, then dropped her eyes

again to the hand-screen which she

held between her face and the fire. ' I

don't know you,' she said. ' "VMiat do

you want with me ?

'

Mrs. Ferrari tried to answer. Her
first burst of courage had already worn
itself out. The bold words that she

had determined to speak wei-e living

words still in her mind, l)ut they died

on her lips.

There was a moment of silence.

Lady Montbarry looked round again

at the speechless stranger. ' Are yoti

deaf ?
" she asked. There was another

pause. Lady MontbaiTy quietly looked

back again, at the screen, and put an-

other question. ' Do you want mo-
ney ?

'

' Money !
' That one word roused

the sinking spirit of the courier's wife.

She recovered her courage ; she found
her voice. ' Look at me, my lady, if

you please,' she said, with a stxdden

outbreak of audacity.

Lady Montbariy looked round for

the third time. The fatal words pas-

sed 3Irs. Ferrari's lips.

' I come, my lady, to acknowledge
the receipt of the money sent to Fer-

rari's widow.'

Lady Montbariy's glittering black

eyes rested with steady attention on
the woman who had addressed her in

those terms. Not the faintest expres-

sion of confusion or alarm, not even a

momentaiy flutter of interest stirred

the deadly stillness of her face. She
reposed as quietly, she held the screen

as composedly, as ever. The test had
been tried, and had irretrievably,

utterly failed.

There was another silence. Lady
^lontbariy considered mth herself.

The smile that came slowly and went
away suddenly—the smile at once so

sad and so ciaiel—showed itself on
her thin lip.s. She lifted her screen,

and pointed with it to a seat at the
farther end of the room. ' Be so good
as to take that chair,' she said.

Helpless under her fir.st bewildering
sense of failure—not kno^niig what
to say or what to do next—Mrs. Fer-

rari mechanically obeyed. Lady ]Mont-

bariy, rising on the sofa for the first

time, watched her Avith imdisguised
scrutiny as she crossed the room

—

then sank back in a reclining position

once more. ' No,' she said to herself

qtiietly, ' the woman walks steadily
;

she is not intoxicated—the only other
possibility is that she may be mad.'

She had spoken loud enough to be
heard. Stung by the insult Mrs.
Ferrari instantly answered her. ' I

am no more drunk or mad than vou
are !

'

' Xo?' said Lady Montbarry. 'Then
you are only insolent ? The ignorant
English mind (I have observed) is apt
to be insolent in the exercise of uni-e-

strained English liberty. This is y&cj
noticeable to us foreigners among vou
people in the streets. Of course I can't

be insolent to you, in return. I hardly
know what to say to you. My maid
was imprudent in admitting you so

easily to my room. I suppose your re-

spectable appearance misled her. I

wondei- who you are ? Yoii mentioned
the name of a courier who left us very
strangely. Was he married by any
chance? Are you his wife? And do
you know where he is ?

'

Mrs. Ferrari's indignation burst

its way through all restraints. She
advanced to the sofa ; she feared no-

thing, in the fervour and rage of hei-

reply.

' I am his widow—and you know it,

you wicked woman ! Ah I it was in an
evil hour, when Miss Lockwood re-

commended my husband to be his

lordship's courier !

'

Before she could add another word,

Lady Montbarry sprang from the sofa

with the stealthy suddenness of a cat

—seized her by both shoulders—and
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shook her with the strength and frenzy

of a madwoman. ' You lie ! you lie !

you lie !
' She dropped her hold at the

thii'd repetition of the accusation, and

threw up her hands wildly with a

gesture of despaii-. •' Oh, Jesus Maria

!

is it possible I ' she cried. ' Can the

courier have come to me through that

woman ?
' She turned like lightning

on ]\Irs. Ferrari, and stopped her as

she was escaping from the room. ' Stay

here, you fool—stay here, and answer

me ! If you cry out, as sure as the

heavens are above you, I'll strangle

you with my own hands. Sit down
again—and fear notliing. Wretch !

It is I who am frightened—frightened

out of my senses. Confess that you
lied, w^hen you used Miss Lockwood's

name just now ! No ! I don't believe

you on your oath ; I will believe no-

body but Miss Lockwood herself.

Where does she live % Tell me that,

you noxious stinging little insect

—

and you may go. ' Terrified as she was,

Mrs. Ferrari hesitated. Lady Mont-
barry lifted her hands threateningly,

with the long,lean, yellow--white fingers

outspread and crooked at the tips.

Mrs. Ferrari shrank at the sight of

them, and gave the addi'ess. Lady
Montbarry pointed contemptuously to

the door—then changed her mind.
' No ! not yet ! you will tell Miss

Lockwood what has happened, and
she may refuse to see me. I will go

there at once, and you shall go wdth

me. As far as the house—not inside

of it. Sit down again. I am going

to ring for my maid. Turn your back

to the door—your cow-ardly face is not

fit to be seen !

'

She rang the bell. The maid ap-

peared.
' My cloak and bonnet—instantly !

'

The maid produced the cloak and
bonnet from the bed-room.

' A cab at the door—before I can

count ten !

'

The maid vanished. Lady Mont-
barry surveyed herself in the glass,

and wheeled round again, with her

cat-like suddenness, to Mrs. Ferrari.

' I look more than half dead already,

don't I ?
' she said, with a grim out-

burst of irony. ' Give me your arm.

'

She took Mrs. Ferrari's arm, and
left the room. ' Yovi have nothing to

fear, so long as you obey,' she whisper-

ed, on the way downstairs. ' You leave

me at Miss Lockwood's door, and never
see me again.'

In the hall, they were met by the

landlady of the hotel. Lady Mont-
barry graciously presented her com-
panion. 'My good friend Mrs. Ferrari

;

I am so glad to have seen her.' The
landlady accompanied them to the

door. The cab was waiting. ' Get in

first, good Mrs. Ferrari,' said her lady-

ship ;
' and tell the man where to go.'

They were driven away. Lady Mont-
barry's variable humourchanged again.
With a low groan of misery, she threw
herself back in the cab. Lost in her

ow"n dark thoughts, as careless of the

w^oman who^ she had bent to her iron

will as if no such person sat by her side,

she preserved a sinister silence, until

they reached the house where Miss
Lockwood lodged. In an instant, she

roused herself to action. She opened
the door of the cab, and closed it again

on Mrs. Ferrari, before the driver

could get ofiT his box.
* Take that lady a mile farther on

her way home !
' she said, as she paid

the man his fare. Tlie next moment
she had knocked at the house-door.
' Is Miss Lockwood at home %

'
' Yes,

ma'am.' She stepped over the thres-

hold—the door closed on her.

' Which way, ma'am ]
' asked the

driver of the cab.

Mrs. Ferrari put her hand to her

head, and triedto collect her thoughts.

Could she leave her friend and bene-

factress helpless at Lady Montbarry's

mercy 1 She was still vainly endea-

vouring to decide on the course that

she ought to follow—when a gentle-

man, stoppingat Miss Lockwood's door,

happened to look towards the cab-win-

dow^, and saw her.

' Are you going to caU on Miss Ag-
nes, too ?

' he asked.



'TELL, CLEONE, TELL ME WHYV \^\

It was Henry Westwick. Mrs. Far- I speechless. With amazement and in-

rari clasped her hands in gratitude as dignation in his face, he looked at Mrs.
she recognised liini. Ferrari as she pronounced the hated

' Go in, sir !

' she cried. ' Go in, di- name of ' Lady Montbarry. ' ' I'll see

rectly. That dreadful woman is with to it,' was all he .said. He knocked at
Miss Agnes. Go and protect her !

'

thehouse door ; and he too, in his turn,
' What woman 1

' Henry asked. was let in.

The answer literally struck him
i (To he continued )

TELL, CLEONE, TELL ME WHY."

BY R. MARVIX SEATOK.

TELL, Cleone, tell me why
Anger veils that starry eye

;

Why it turns away from me
Gazing into vacancy.

Cold as Dian, love, tliou art

;

But, Cleone, couldst thy heart

Catch from mine a single glow.

Thou woulds't warm as Hebe grow.

Anger, dearest, roljs thy face

Of its soft bewildering grace
;

Eyes of thine would sweeter seem
Did they shed a milder beam.

True, I gi-asped thy finger tips,

Snatched from thy pellucid lips,

Coral dyed, one burning kiss.

But I did not dream of this.

Tell, Cleone, tell me true,

^Vhen those rubies, rich with dew,

Looked so tempting, can you blame
Mortal 1 Gods would do the same.

Was it, darling, that I dared

Taste the sweets Zephyrus shared.

Angered, you my presence shun 1

—Or because I took but one 1
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A QUAEEEL WITH THE XIXETEEXTH CEXTUEY.

FiP.^T Paper.

BY MARTIN J. GRIFFIX.

HAVIXCt had the fortune to be

born into the nineteenth cen-

tury, in common with a vast number of

other white people— mostly fools, as

our re-assiiring friend, Mr. Carlyle

would say—we are all bour.d, I sup-

pose, to be satisfied with that accident

of birth. We might have been born

into the twelfth century, and have had

oui- heads knocked ofi' by " the Saracen

sword" in the Crusades. We might

have been bom into the seventeenth

century, and have been piked by some

crop-headed rascal while we were fight-

ing under Prince Eupert—for most of

us would, I trust, have been on the

side of His Majesty in that right eoiis

fight. We might have stepped by mis-

take into the eighteenth centuiy, and

have gone down to our graves under

the impression that the Cock Lane
Ghost was a veiy superior soi-t of Six-

pernatui'al person, and that theAmeri-

can Colonies were quite unfitted for the

residence of educated people like our

very good friend. Dr. Johnson. But
having been fairly born into the nine-

teenth centuiy of the world's histoiy,

we are I supposebound topay it a certain

respect. Just as havingbeen born sub-

jects of Her Majesty, Queen Victoria,

we are bound in conscience to pay that

good andgracioiis Lady and Queen, our

loyal duty as subjects. But our loyal

duty to Queen Victoria does not com-

pel us to assault the reputation of Her
sporting Majesty ofAustria, or of 'dear

Augusta' of Germany; nor does it tie

our tongues against criticisms of Her
Majesty's policy or conduct. So like-

wise, our regard for the century does

not compel us to assault the I'eputation

of other preceding centuries; nor does

it necessarily blind our eyes, and chain

our mouths to the faults of this age.

If the nineteenth century has any
characteristic more marked than ano-

ther, it is the persistence with which it

poses itself in a striking attitude, and
calls on all creation, and all past times

and generations of men to admii-e it,

praise it, wonder at it, and be in awe
of it. Never was such an age, with
such railways, steamers, telegraphs,

telephones, engines, saA-ings banks, in-

surance companies, lock-outs, strikes,

and Pittsburg riots. Eveiything is on
a grand scale, and movesby macliinery.

I suppose a good many of the readers

of this magazine have read Eothen—
perhaps the most fascinating book of

Eastern travel that has ever beenwrit-

ten. There is in it a little scene which
always i-eminds me of the wayin which
either a very cynical or a veiy simple-

minded person would listen to the

boastingsaboutthe nineteenth century.

Mr. Kinglake represents the average

British traveller intei-viewing a Pasha,

the conversation being earned on by
means of an interpreting Dragoman,
as follows :

Dragoman {to traveller). The
Pasha congi'atiilates your Excellency.

Traveller.—About Goldborough 1

the deuce he does ! but I want his

views in relation to the present state

of the Ottoman Empire : tell him the

Houses of Parliament have met, and

that there has been a speech from the

Thi'one pledging England to preserve

the integrity of the Sultan's domin-

ions.

Dragoman (to the Pasha).—^This

branch of Mudcombe, this possible

policeman of Bedfordshire, informs
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Won-
allby
steam.

all by

-What

your Highness that in Englaiul the

talking houses have met, and that the

integrity of the Sultan's dominions has

been assured for ever and ever, V)y a

speech from the velvet chaii*.

Pasha.—Wonderful chair I

derful houses ! Whirr ! whirr !

wheels !—whiz ! whiz ! all by
Wonderful chair !—wonderful houses

!

—wonderful people !—whirr ! whirr !

all by wheels— whiz ! whiz !

steam !

Tra veUer (to the Dragoinan). -

does the Pasha mean by the whizzing?

He does not mean to say, does he ? that

our Government will ever abandon
their pledges to the Sultan ?

Drayoman.—Xo, your Excellency
;

but he says the English talk Vjy wheels

and by steam.

Traveller.—That's an exaggeration
;

but say that the English really have

carried machinery to great perfection.

Tell the Pasha (he'll be .struck with

that !) that whenever we have any
disturbances to put down, even at two
or three hundred miles from London,
we can send troops by the thousand,

to the scene of action in a few hours.

Dragoman.—-His Excellency, this

Lord of Mudcombe, observes to your

Highness, that whenever the Irish, the

French, or the Indians rebel against

the English, whole armies of soldiers

and brigades of artillery az'e dropped
into a mighty chasm, called Euston
Square, and in the biting of a cart-

ridge, they arise up again in Man-
chester or Paris, or Delhi, and utterly

exterminate the enemies of England
from the face of the eai-th.

Pasha.—I know it—I know all

—

the pai'ticulars have been faithfully

related to me, and my mind compre-

hends locomotives ! The armies of the

English ride upon the vapours of boil-

ing cauldrons, and their horses are

flaming coals. Whirr ' whirr ! all by
wheels—whiz ! whiz ! all by steam !

'

Well, either a very simple or- a very

cynical mind, listening to the praises

of this century, is induced to exclaim,
' Wonderful Age !

' Wonderful Peo-

ple ! Whirr ! whirr ! all by wheels.

Whiz ! whiz ! all by steam !

But one day the wheels come oflf in

consequence of having been badly
chilled, and the boiler bursts and kills

a hundred peojjle and then we begin

to reflect that, after all the nineteenth

centuiy is not perfect, and that wheels
and steam have their disadvantages.

It is perhaps to the student,—either

the fully equipped graduate, or the

merely ambitious young man with the

conventional ' Thu'st for Knowledge,'
that this age presents the most dis-

tressing difficulties. And the deeper
he gets, the more bewildered he is Avith

the evidences of the many utter fail-

ures of modern civilization. Bx-um-

mel's crushed neckties, will always, I

suppose, remain as a pretty useful

literary simile-—he called them his

failures. The failures of 19th century
civilization are more and more serious

than Brummel's. Let us take up a few
of them for examination. And the

first that presents itself is •

EDUCATIOX.

There is nothing on which the 19th
century boasts more constantly than
on the fact, that it has made Education
cheap, popular, and almost compulsoiT.
Because, within a quarter of a centui-v,

there has been established in various

countries, a system of popular Educa-
tion, the 19th century in its old age,

feels disposed to boast and bubble over
with self-importance instead of being
ashamed of its previous neglect. The
dividing line between what is called

higher education and lower, or popu-
lar, or elementary, or Common School
Education, is so familiar that the sub-

ject is capable of being divided into

two for a very short discussion. Ko
one will at all be disposed to deny the
good which has arisen from a more
general education of the children of

[

the poorer classes, or to detract from
the merits of a system which has
opened up more doors to position, to

fame, to fortune, to influence, for the
children of the people. Sjieaking from
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the purely woi-ldly point of view, an
immense debt of gratitude is due to

those who established, however late,

the system of Common Schools. But
do not let us imagine that the children

of the poor, diu'ing all the earlier ages,

were destitute of all advantages, or

that all the generations of men previ-

ous to the 1 9th centiuy , died in ignor-

ance of the great phenomena of nature,

the thoughts of philosophers, the inspi-

rations of poets, the disseitations of

historians, the teachings of the Gospel.

Oral teaching counts for a good deal,

independent of all knowledge of read-

ing or writing ; and of oral teaching,

the earlier ages had enough and to

spare. The Greek citizen was a lively

intelligent being, not perhaps much
given to reading or wTiting, but

blessed with the privilege of listening

to the greatest orators, the greatest

poets, the greatest philosophers, and of

witnessmg the noblest tragedies, the

most amusing comedies in the world.

The Hebrew in his Synagogue had a

teaching, the merit of which can hardly

be exaggerated. The pulpits of Europe

in the middle ages had the noblest

opportunities, and took noble advant-

age of them. Arms was still the pro-

fession of the nobles. Education,

learning was the heritage of the church

and of the poor. The pulpits of Chris-

tendom rang with an eloquence that

has not been surpassed, and that was
all the more meritorious as instruction

because those who were preaching

knew that they were schoolmastei-s as

well as priests. The trovibadours and
minnesingers brought poetry, romance,

and song to the doors of the people

—

And tuned to please a peasant's ear,

The har|>s that king-s had loved to hear.

In fact, in the middle and earlier

ages, all that is loftiest in human
thought, penetrated far deeper into

the mass of the people, than I believe

it does to-day—in spite of science, pri-

mers, and the Society for the diffusion

of Useful Knowledge. A citizen of

Florence ia the 1 5th century, a citizen

of Rome in any centuiy, was a being

far above the slouching, tobacco-chew-

ing, slang-talking and rum-driuking,

average citizen of English, American
or Canadian cities—he knew more of

the movements of the learned world
;

understood better the questions which
were being discussed ; was a keener
critic of poetiy, art, music, philosophy

and religion, was livelier, moi-e agree-

able and refined, as indeed he is at this

day, than even the wealthy commer-
cial classes of other countiies.

In 1264, there were 15,000 matri-

culated students at Oxford, most of

them poor; of these, about 1,000 were
educated gratuitously. In 1300, the

numberwas 30,000, and this continued

to be the average numljerfor 40 years.

In a previous age the intellectual deve-

lopment and the passion for learning

had broken out inanother direction. In
Dean Milman's Latin Christianity,

you may read concerning the famous
Abelard, one of the saddest figures in

histoiy. ' Xot merely did all Paris

and the adjacent disti-icts flock to his

school, but there was no country so re-

mote, no road so difficult, but that the

pupils defied the toils and jDerils of the

way. From barbarous Anjou, Poitou,

Gascony, and Spain ; from Normandy,
Flanders, Germany, Swabia ; from
England, notwithstanding the terrors

of the sea, scholars of all ranks and
classes crowded to Paris. Even Rome,
the great teacher of the world in all

arts and sciences, acknowledged the

superior wisdom of Abelard, and sent

her sons to submit to his discipline.'

So intelligent was the material to

work upon, so prepared was the ground

by the revival oflearning and the spread

of scholastic taste, and the passion for

letters, that the art of printing when
invented, succeeded as no other human
invention has ever succeeded in point

of rapidity. Before 1500, A. D. fifty

Italian toMTis had printiug presses and

4,987 books had been printed in Italy

alone. In Huber's work on the Eng-
lish Universities,*we read that a toler-
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ably well authenticated account, at-

tacked of late by undue scepticism,

fixes the number of students at Oxford

at 30,000 in the middle of the thir-

teenth century. And on the question of

the intellectual activity of the students,

the same writer says: 'There is no
question that during the middle age

the English Universities were distin-

guished far more than ever after, by
energy and variety of intellect. Later

times cannot produce a concentration

of men eminent in all the learning and
science of the age, such as Oxford and
Cambridge then poured forth, mightily

influencing the intellectual develop-

ment of all western Christendom. Their

names indeed may warn us against an
indiscriminating disparagement of the

monasteries, as 'hotbeds of ignorance

and stupidity;' when .so many of those

worthies were monksofthe Benedictine,
Franciscan, Dominican, Carmelite or

reformed Augustinian orders.' And
again, the same writer says :

' On the

whole, in the period of which we treat,

the University comprised the strength

and bloom of the nation, picked from
all ranks and orders, north and south ;

and sympathising intensely with the

general course of public policy. The
excitability of youth accounts formany
an outbreak, and, as every pulsation

of the national life was certainly felt

in great power at the Universities, so

it is probable that the nation received

in turn many a vigorous impulse, es-

pecially on points of learning and sci-

ence. In fact the ' degree ' being an
indelible character, a student who had
ceased to reside, did not cease to sym-
pathise with his 'foster mother ;' and
every rank of civil, and much more of

ecclesiastical life, was filled with men
who identified themselves with her in-

terests. We have indeed, still to fight

against the prejudice that all erudition

was then confined to a few ascetic or

dissolute ecclesiastics. On the con-

trarj', the scholastic culture (be its

merits what theymay) was widely dif-

fused through the nation at large ; and,

especially by means of the intellectual

position of the clergy, formed a tie, to

which latei- times have nothing to com-
pare. Those days can never return

—

we may have a lively realization and
love of them without desiring that

—

for this plain reason that tlien men
learned and taught 1 )y the living word,

but now by the dead paper.'

The impulse of the renaissance of

learning coming East, took root in

Italy, passed into France, and thence

into England. The Church was the

foster mother of it, and all the wealth

and power of nobles and the state

were used to forward the movement.

A centuiy of prosperity was followed

by a century of disturbance and decay.

In the fifteenth century, it was difficult

in the disturbed condition ofthe country

for learning to flourish, or for the Uni-

versities to prosper. In the sixteenth

century, the patronage of Wolsey gave

a great splendour to Oxford, and clas-

sical studies again obtained a great pro-

minence. After Wolsey 's fall, the Uni-

versities declined. In the midst of that

stoi'm learning could no longer find a

cloister and peace to increase and to

deepen. In the seventeenth centuiy the

Anglican Church, anxious to rivet the

claims of that body on the Universities,

and make them the bulwark of the es-

tablished Church, did its best to for-

ward the cultivation of learning among
its members, and so about this time we
find the Test-oath introduced, and sig-

nature to the thirty-nine articles made
essential to a degree. In the eighteenth

centvuy, the prevailing indifference as

to religion and morals with which all

Europe was affected, spread also to the

English Universities. And in our own
time we know that the condition of

these gi'eat Educational institutions

has been the theme of bitter discus-

sion on many occasions. Religious men
see the gradual divorce of intellect and

faith among pupils and tutors. Prac-

tical men see that the education given

does not fit men for active life, save

in the higher professions, already over-

crowded. Economists are assailing the

fellowships and the vast wealth of the
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universities. And so we may safely

trust our eyes to look back at the thir-

teenth century, through the flattering

spectacles of the German historian, and

safelv accuse the nineteenth century of

being far too ready to boast of a supe-

riority which we have the best of rea-

sons for believing does not exist. If in

the latter half of this nineteenth cen-

tury we have done something to biing

back the lost culture of an earlier age,

let us not be too boastful about it.

Concerning what we have in the

shape of education, in this country, as

in others of our race, a few closing re-

marks may be made.

It is the misfortune of all statesmen,

that in dealing with public questions,

they are compelled to treat mankind
in masses—difi'ering in this res})ect

from the church, which takes care of

even an infant's cry. But these masses

are, inevitably composed of individuals

who singly feel the resiilts of state

measures. Therefore, while statesmen

are fully justified in these measin-es

for the popularization of education,

individuals must be thoughtful about

taking advantage of the systems pro-

vided. I received some time ago, a

letter from a gentleman complaining

of the dravgltfs in a High School, and
saying that ' the health of his son was
of moreimportance than his education.

'

I suppose a boy's soul and salvation

are more important than his education

too ; and tlierefore a good sound train-

ing in religious l)elief, is the essential

qviality for us in all systems of Educa-
tion. That is a truism on which I

need not dwell. But there is another

point. The vast majority of children

educated in the schools, are educated

for work, mostly for trades, one hopes.

And I am inclined to think that not

enough is done to prepare the young
people for their respective trades. And
that leads me to a thought concerning

trades, and the system of apprentice-

ship, to which I will on another occa-

sion refer.

Concerning the higher Education for

the children of the poor—that must

always be pursued under disadvant-

ages, and at considerable peril. The
higher Education of all comitries, is

mostly conducted with a view to the

professions. And the professions, be-

sides being over-crowded, are steadily

becommg less and less profitable foi'

the majority. Therefore, those who
face the future with an education as

the sole capital, must make up their

minds to remain poor. A friend of

mine to whom I once broached this

subject, said in I'eply, that it was one
of the results of a good education to

make a man content wdth simple siu*-

roundings, and to accept literary and
scientific pleasures as his best reward.

But this is not the case. As a matter
of fact, once a man has tasted of the

culture of his age, his tastes become,

not more simple, but more complex.

Business becomes'' ii'ksome. The intel-

lect demands its constant excitements.

Ambition develops itself. Social needs

press more heavily. The mere pmsuit
of learning costs money. And in the

meantime money miist be made ; and
the means of making it are not many,
even for those whose business it is. I

ara no worshippei' of money or the

monied classes. But I do say that there

is no sadder sight than the thousands

of young men who are turned yearly

out of the various English speaking

colleges, and who, after havmg spent

years at woi-k m their studies, are not

fitted for any good work in the world,

who cannot fulfil their duties to society

by becoming heads of families, and
contributing to the progress and reve-

nues of the state, and an enormous
percentage of whom will be utterly

defeated, in what is called the battle

with the world. So unpractical has

English education become that men
who intend theii- sons for l)usiness shun
the universities, and plunge their sons

mto btisuiess at an early age. It is the

same in this cotmtry. It may be good

for the business, though I doubt it ;

but it is bad for the men ; for it cuts

them ofi" from the best things they can

have, the society of the educated and
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the pleasures of literaturewhich money
can purchase, if there is the least taste

for it. And it tends to deepen that

dividing line, which separates in two
distinct atmospheres, or worlds almost,

those who ai-e readers of books and
those who are not. To sum up these

on this head : my quai-rel with the 19th

century on the head of Education, is

based on the supposition,

1st. That it does not sufficiently pre-

pare the children of the poor for their

various handicrafts.

2nd. That it tempts too often into

the meshes of its higher spread nets,

those who would have been far happier

and more useful if they had never en-
tered.

3rd. That its training does not suffi-

ciently train men for the 'practical

business of life.

4th. That it is tending, and with too

great success, to inflict a gi-eat moral
curse on the age, in divorcing intellect

and faith.

oth. That in many directions, and
these not the least important for hu-
manity, the education given to the
youth of the nineteenth century, does
not compare favourably withthat given
in the thirteenth.

SONNET.

BY H. L. SPENCER.

XT may be thought my life hath been of sorrow

Full to the brim ! Of joy I've had my share

Of grief I borrow, and of joy I borrow,

Of hope I borrow, and of blank despair !

To me the sunshine is a cure for care,

—

To me the storm brings darkness and distress,

The garb that nature wears I always wear,

Give love for love—for hate no tithe the less,

I, with the happy-hearted have been glad.

And with the sorrowing I have sorrowed ! So,

They dream who say that I am always sad,

Or that my joys are overpoised with wo !

But somehow we forget our joys while sorrows cling,

And through the years we writhe beneath their sting.
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THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

BY WALTER BESAXT AND JAMES RICE.

Authors of Ready Money Mortihou,'' ' The Golden Butterfli/,^ ' Bi/ Celiacs Arbour,' etc., etc.

PART II.

Chapter I.

Friendship is constant in all other things

Save in the office and affairs of love."

ALAN mused over Desdemona's
advice for the whole of the next

week. His solitary woi'k in tlie fields

made him introspective, and he was
beginning to find out reasons for his

failure in the defects of his own cha-

racter. His great defect, of which he

was unconscious, was that he lacked

that bonhomie which is infectious, and
spreads from man to man, like a ball

which is caught up and thrown from
hand to hand. He was a grave man,
and to the rustics he appeared as a

schoolmaster or as a clergyman, al-

ways preaching unpleasant things, to

which one had to listen, r^bi-ii^

When one of them emerged from
the Spotted Lion, after a simple half-

pint, it was painful to him, especially

if he were a rustic of sensitive dispo-

sition, to encounter the deep sad eyes

and grave face of the Squire. Had
Alan been able to meet that backslider

with a heai'ty round of abuse by way
of admonition, something might have
been effected. But as the case stood

to the village, here was the seigneur of

the village come down from his high

estate, without any appai'ent motive
except that of meddlesomeness, work-

ing among them and for them, dressed

as one of themselves, leading the saint-

liest of lives, more laborious in the <

field than themselves, more abstinent

than any baby : the thing was from
the very first disagTeeable, and it be-

came in the course of months a matter
of profoimd resentment.

Alan knew that he was personally

unpopular among the people, wliich he
attributed to his unfortunate inability

"to enter into their minds;" and as

has been seen, he did not scorn to seek

advice from his friends. There was a

general assent among them that it was
no use working all day in the fields if

none of the men liked to work with

him ; that the profession of temper-
ance, if no one followed the example,

was foolish ; and that it was a pity to

keep on inviting people to be taught

who preferred to remain ignorant, or

to wash themselves when they pre-

ferred the ancient unwashedness.

From that point they diverged. The
Vicar stuck to the princij)le that men
want oificers and orders—not superior

comrades. Miranda thought that the

men should have their wages on the

condition of night-school, which was a

woman's way of looking at things. Mr.
Eoudelet, clinging to his new views,

invited Alan to give up the whole
thing, and leave swine who liked wal-

lowing, to wallow ;
" only," he said,

" let them have separate sties, a long

way from us. " And Tom Caledon said

that to him it was foolishness ; that

gentlemen should live with gentlemen ;
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and that in this realm of England
people who have the pluck to rise can

rise, and even rmi their sons for the

prizes of social position.

And while he was in this dubiety,

and while the cold feeling, which

damps all enthusiasm, was beginning

to creep over him, that he might be

making himself ridiculous, and sacri-

ficing youth, wealth, and ease for the

sake of making rustics snigger, there

came this hint from Desdemona, that

with the aid of a Avife he might at least

do something with the children. Of
late, he confessed to himself with sor-

row, he had felt strange yearnings for

the old manner of life : and there were
moments when there flashed across his

mind visions splendid and beautiful,

in which Miranda was chatelaine of

Weyland Court. But to marry: to

have a wife who would share in his

aims, and strive to realize his ideas :

—

but then he thought that for such a

wife he must look in the class among
whom his labour was to lie. Xo lady

could do what he wanted her to do ; a

lady, indeed, would fail for the same
reason and in the same way that he
had failed. His wdfe must be of the

lower class by birth ; she must repre-

sent their virtues, and be cognisant,

by expei'ience, of their failings ; she

must be aljle to reveal their sympa-
thies, and show him the avenues by
which to reach their hearts. As for

the farm-work, he would give that up
as useless. The evenings of mental
prostration after a hard day of pitch-

forking were a proof that labour of

that kind was useless ; and by learn-

ing his way to the affections of the

people, by changing their sentiments

towards him so that they should no
longer shuffle out of his path, he would
be of far greater use than by merely
going through the form of companion-
ship in labour.

Whom to marry % He was not a man
with a roving eye which lights on beau-
ty here and beauty there. Quite the
contrary : he thought very little of

beauty—much less than most young

men, whose thoughts, I believe, i-un a

good deal on pretty faces ; Avhen he
did think of beauty at all it was to il-

lustrate the topic ^vith the face of Mi-
randa. Yet it occurred to him at once

that the young woman must be comely.

Prudence Driver, for instance, who
quite sympathised with his A-iews, was
out of the question by reason of her

unfortunate figure, which was a little

tAvisted. Who, then ? But that was
a matter of detail, and it would wait.

Meantime, he would go OA^er to the

Hall, and see Miranda.

Fortunately Desdemona was AA'ith

her.

' I haA'e been thinking over what
you suggested, Desdemona,' he said,

calmly.

' What Avas that ?

'

' About haA'ing a Avife.'

' The man speaks as calmly as if he

were going to buy a horse,' said Des-

demona.
' The more I think of it, the more I

like the idea,' Alan went on.

' It is an idea,' replied Desdemona,
' which has commended itself to all

your ancestors ; in fact it is Avith you
an hereditary idea—almost a family

trait.

'

' We men lack insight,' he said,

gi'aA'ely. ' We do our best, but wo-

men surpass us iu that sympathetic

power of A'ision which pierces the most

iiigged shell of selfishness and rude-

ness. You are quite right ; I must
haA^e a wife, and I Avant your ad-

A-ice.

'

' For such a sensible resoh^e as that,

Alan, I AA-ill giA-e you as much adA^ce

as you can carry aAvay. But had you
not better begin by falling iii loA'e ?

'

' Oh ! no, not at all. That is not

what I mean.'
' But you must, Alan,' Desdemona

gasped. ' Was it a dream 1 Or what
c^e'f? he mean ?

' Miranda looked per-

plexed and pained.
' No ; I am not at all hkely to fall

in loA'e AA^th the person I marry. Es-

teem and respect, of course, she a\41]

look for.'
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' But, Alan, what is the meaning ?

we do not understand you.'
' I mean that my wife, in order to

be the helpmeet that I want, must he-

long to the lower classes, the very

1 owest '

' Good heavens !
' cried Desdemona,

' Is the man going to marry a house-

maid 1

'

' Xot a housemaid necessarily

;

though why not ? However, I want
to find some poor man's daughter who
will iinderstand her class, and help me
to enter into then* minds.'

' My poor Alan,' said Desdemona,
' they haven't got any minds. I am
sure they haven't'

She smiled from the superioiity of

her knowledge.
' Will you, however, you two fiiends

and allies of mine, the closest and the

best, help me to find such a gii'l ?

'

It was Miranda who made answer.

Her face had gone suddenly pale, and
there was a strange light in her eyes.

' I A\all help you,' she said, ' in every-

thing. If you think this is the wisest

thing for you, you will only tell me
what I am to do in order to help you.'

' I do not think I can promise,

Alan,' said Desdemona, slowly. ' This

is a very serious step which you pro-

pose. And I must think of Lord
Alwyne.

'

' You see now,' said Alan, ' why
there need be no question of love.'

' But marriage without love 1 Ah!
Alan, you do not know, you cannot
guess what that mil be.

'

' No, Alan,' said Miranda. ' I should

not like you to fall in love with a girl

of that class. Of course it is impos-

sible.'

She spoke with the noble scorn

which always seizes a demoiselle at

the mere mention of the possibility of

a gentleman falling in love with a
maid of low degree. And yet she had
read of King Cophetua, and the Earl

of Burleigh, and Cinderella, and Gris-

elda, and many other cases. Young
ladies, indeed, seldom fall in love with
the sons of gardeners. Pauline and

Claude Melnotte do not form a case in

point, because poor Pauline was gross-

ly deceived. Therefore they argue

that the i-everse case is impossible.

They should put a few confidential

questions to the shop girls, who might
surprise them. But, perhaps, on the

whole, they had better not.

' AVe must not think of love,' Mir-

anda repeated. ' But you must look

for something. Ideas you will not get,

nor companionship.

'

' Not at first. But women are re-

ceptive. Companionship will come.

For the fii-st thing. I want gi-eat

power of sympathy.'
' Cannot Prudence Driver do what

you want without 1
' Mii-anda

could not bring herself to frame the

word.

Alan shook his head.
' No,' he replied. ' She -wall not do.

I want a wife. It is only by the con-

stant companionship of mind with

mind that I can hope to bridge over

the gulf between myself and my vil-

lagers.
'

* She ought to be pretty, too," Mir-

anda went on. ' I should not like to

see you married to a perfectly common
woman.

'

' You will not see me very often,'

he said, 'after I am married I have to

put my shoulder to the wheel, and I

must not look back ; nor regi'et the

days of old.'

There was a little bouquet of cut

roses King on the table, which Mii--

anda had brought in from the garden.

Alan picked out a bud. ' This is a

beautiful bud, Mu-anda—wear it in

your hau- to-night. I will dine with

the Order. It vrill not be many times

more that you will see me among
them.

'

' Oh ! Alan. ' Mii-anda's eyes filled

with tears. She was so stately to all

the rest, and to him alone so womanly.
' Alan, you vnll not desert me, will

you ? \Vhat would my life have been
—what will it be—without you 1

'

Had there been in the enthusiast's

eyes the slightest toiich of softening,
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Desdemona would have sis'iftly and
suddenly vanished from the room. But
there was not. He did not look in

her eve.s, where love lav hiding, but
visible to him, had not his heart been
of stone. He was looking far away.

' I must not be tempted, Miranda,
even hj you. If I marry in the vil-

lage, I shall be tied for life to the

village. One must not leave a young
wife, even though she has red arms.'

Miranda said nothing. The pros-

})ect thus suddenly opened was appall-

ing to her.

There was silence, and presently
Alan i-ose to go.

' We are to help you, then, Alan,'

said the artful Desdemona ;
' liut if

we are to render any real help, you
must promise not to act hastily, and
without consulting u.s.'

' I promise you,' said Alan, ' that I
will marry no one without your ap-

proval. Does that content you, Mir-
anda ?

'

'It ought to, Alan,' she said, smil-

ing rather wearily. ' It is very good
of you.' And then he went away.

' We have got the power of veto,

my dear,' said Desdemona. ' And we
wdl exercise it'

Then she got up and shook her vol-

uminous skirts.

' You GOOSE,' she said, addressing
no one by name. ' Oh ! you goose.

All men here are geese ; but jou^oh

!

you are the most goosely goose. Have
you eyes ? Have you ears ? Have
you imderstanduig ?

'

' Desdemona dear !

'

' Mii-anda, here is a house full of
lively, accomplished, and sweet young
ladies. And Alan is a rich, handsome,
clever, and pleasant young man. That
is all I mean, my dear child—that is

all. And again an 1 again I say—oh!
you GOOSE ! vou goose !

'

Chapter XVIII.

' IiJalian Aphrodite beautiful,
Fresh as the foa'ii new ba'hed in Paphian wells,
With ri)sj-, slender fing-ers backward drew
From hei warm lirnwa and bosom, her deep hair
Ambrosial, ^'olden, round her lucid throat.'

' \,V^E must help him, Desdemona,'
V V said Miranda. Her cheek was

grown suddenly pale, and there was a
strange light of pain in her beautiful

eyes, which she lifted heavily as she

spoke. ' We must help Alan in every-

thing.
'

' Except in this, Miranda, which is

suicide.

'

'It need not be quite so l)ad as

it seems.'

' It is certain to l)e much woise than
it seems, unless,' Desdemona murmured
half to herself, ' unless we can stop

him in time.'

' There must be, somewhei'e, if only

one knew her,' Miranda went on, 'a
girl who would come up to poor Alan's
ideal. I have shamefully neglected

the poor people, Desdemona, and now
this is my punishment.'

' That is nonsense, my dear. It is

true that you have not gone poking
and prying into cottages, like some
ladies. But as to neglect !

'

'She must be, first of all, a good-

tempered girl. Good temper is such
a very great thing.'

' It depends,' said Desdemona,
' gi^eatly on the size of the house. Of
course, in a cottage good temper is

everything. At Dalmeny Hall or

the Abbey you might almost dispense

with it. Some day I -will write an
essay on good temper, especially as

requii-ed for the stage.

'

' Good temper, at all events,' Mir-
anda went on, ' is almost an equivalent

for good breeding among poor people.

'

' Unfoitunately, it generally goes
with stupidity,' said Desdemona. ' But
that will be part of my essay.

'

' She must not be stupid. And she

must have a soft voice. If possible,

she should have taste in dress. But I

suppose we cannot hope for eveiy-

thing.

'
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' A lady's-maid,' said Desdemona,
' would perhaps be the nearest ap-

proach to Alan's ideal. Can you not

spare him your own 1 And, oh !

Miranda, to think that it was my own
doing—mine—to put the notion into

his dear, queer, cracked brain. What
will Lord Ahvyne say, when I tell

him that it was my suggestion 1
'

It is not an easy thing to find a

village gii'l possessed of those vii-tues

which were thought by Miranda re-

quisite for Alan's wife. Perhaps she

looked for too much. Good temper :

gentleness : the gei'ms of good taste :

modesty of deportment : refinement

in personal habits : ready sympathy :

quick wit : and some pretensions to

good looks.

Mii'anda was not above the weak-

ness of her class, which can seldom

acknowledge beauty below a certain

rank. Ladies would have said, for

instance, and doubtless did say, of

Nelson's Emma, that she was a person

who might be called good-looking by
some.—Could all these qualities be

found united in one person 1 And
where was that person ']

' Let us, like Austria, claim the

right to a veto,' said Desdemona, ' and
then we can go exercising it for the

next fifty years or so, until Alan is

quite cured of this folly.'

' Can we have a fete in the Park,

and invite all the girls from Weyland
and the villages i-ound ? Perhaps we
shall be able to see some one who may
be thought of.

'

This idea seemed promising, and
Desdemona began to consider how
such a fete could be organized.

Fii-st, she thoiight it might consist

exclusively of the girls and young im-

mari-ied women of the country-side,

Tiiie that in no rank of life would
maidens look forward with rapture, or

even complacency, to a gathering in

which there were to be no young peo-

ple of the opposite sex. That was a

di'awback. Yet Desdemona thought

that by prolonging the festi\ities till

late in the evening, a door would be

opened, so to speak, for the young-

people of the opposite sex to meet the

maidens home returning in the lanes.

Desdemonia although cut to the heart

to think of assisting at Alan's social

suicide, was a kindly person, and
thoughtful of her guests' happiness.

Then, she thought, independently of

the possibilities of a moonlight ramble
home, each sola cum solo, there would
be a novelty in the exclusion of lovers,

brothers, fathers, mothers and babies.

There should be no children. The
youngest girl should lie at least sixteen.

Every girl in Weyland village and all

the neighbouring hamlets within a

radius of six miles shoidd be in^'ited

to come, and bring with her every

other girl of sixteen an'd upwards
whom she might know.
And then the busy brain of the ac-

tress began to contrive means for

making the thing into a pageant and a

show. She took the Brothers and
Sisters, one after the other, into con-

sultation separatelyand together. Tom
Caledon, who volunteex-ed to do any-

thing that was asked of him except

kiss-in-the-ring, thoiight that if the

Brethren alone had to amuse these

young pei-sons there might be jea-

lousies. Nelly observed that if that

was the arrangement proposed, she

should feel it her duty to put on her

habit and ride about as a mounted
policeman all the day. Mii'anda was
quite sure that the monks of Thelema
might be safely trusted not to fiirt

with village girls. All the monks
present became at once much graver of

aspect than was at all natural or usual

with them ; and Brother Peregi-iiie, in

a sepulckral voice, i-emarked that

monks in all ages wei-e notoriously

above suspicion in that respect. Sister

Cecilia changed the conversation by
asking to be allowed the selection of

the music. She was going to have

nothing but old English tunes and

songs, such as Green !:>leeves, Lihihvl-

lero, and so on. The unappreciated

novelist suggested a reading, and

volunteered to devote the whole after-
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noon, if necessary, to readings from

her own works. Other offers and sug-

gestions were made, considered, and
adojited or dropped, until the tiling

resolved itself into a gi-and series of

entertainments designed to last the

whole of the afternoon and evening.

The fete was fixed for a Saturday

;

it was to be held, if the weather proved

fine, in that part of the pai'k which
lies between the Court and the little

river Wey, which here winds its pretty

course, and makes a great tongue of

land, in which stand noble elms and
sycamores, and where there is a goodly

stretch of sloping grass. The grass,

however, was covered with tents and
marquees, and was gay mth Venetian
masts and bunting of every kind, so

that it was festive to look at. There
were tents for everything, including a

theatx'e and a concert room. The whole
of the amusements except the band
and the choir of boys, were personally

provided by the members of the order,

who were the hosts and hostesses.

Only Miranda begged that there

should be no waiting on the girls by
the Sisters. That part of school feasts

and vUlage festivals, she said, where
the ladies go I'ound ^Wth plates, and
do awkwardly what trained servants

do well, spoils the pleasure of the

guests by making them feel awkward
and ill at ease, and turns hospitality

into condescension. Miranda was one
of the very few people who undei--

stand how to give.

The programme was printed in red

and gold on silk, so that every gii-1

might cany away and keep hers as a
little memento, just as right-minded
men love to keep the menus of good
dinners, and turn to them in after

years, with mingled feelings of regi-et

for the excellent things eaten, drunk
and said, on those joyous occasions.

And it ran as follows—the red and
gold are here unavoidably omitted :

ABBEY OF THELEMA.
Floral Games, July 28, 1877.

To be enacted, represented and perform-

ed for and by the maidens of Weyland
Village and the country round.
The games will commence at three p. ni.

Bnt those who arrive earlier will find din-
ner laid for ihem in the long marquee at
one. The Band will begin to play at two,
and will go on with intermissions all the
day.

At 3 p.m.—There Mill be a canoe race on
the river between Brother Peregrine and
Brother Lancelot. The prize will be per-
mission to bestow a gold locket on any one
of the guests.

At 3.30 p.m.—The Wizard of Assam.
At 4 p.m.^—A game of Polo, in which

the Monks of the Abbey will each worthilj'
play a monkly part.

At 5 p. m. , There will be a running race
for the younger girls. Prize, a new bonnet
to be selected by the winner.

At 5.30, p.m.—Tea in the long marquee.
At 6. 30 p. m.—A Lottery in the Lottery

tent.

At 7 p.m.—The performance of a new
and original village Comedy, written espe-
cially for this entertainment by Sister
Desdemona. Music and songs by Sister

Cecilia. The characters will be sustained
by the Brethren and Sisters of the Order.
At 8 p.m.—A concert of old English

music.

At 8 30 p.m.—Dancing and Lighting of

the Lamps.
At 9.30 p.m.—Supper in the Long Mar-

quee.

At 10 p.m.—A Grand Surprise, by Bro-
ther Peregrine.

At 10.30 —Fireworks.
The guests are invited to enter freely all

the tents, especially that of the Gipsj', and
that of the Magic Mirror.

God save the Queex.

This programme looked veiy pretty

indeed, edged round with flowers, and
beautifully printed, as I have said, in

red and gold. It was presented to

every visitor, on arriving at the

lodge gate.

There were about a hundred and
fifty girls in all. Thej^ came from all

sorts of places for miles round ; they

came on foot ; they came in spring

carts ; they came in omuibusses ; they

came in vans. They came hours be-

fore the time. They came dressed in

their very best, and in the happiest

mood. But though they knew some-

thing of the preparations which had
been made, they were not prepared

for the splendour and beauty of the
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scene which awaited them ; for the

Venetian masts, the streaming ban-

ners, the bright tents, the music

—

which began sooner than was adver-

tised, because there were so many
who came as early as noon—and the

crowd which went to and fro, and

gave life to everything.

There were no men except the ser-

vants, for the monks did not appear

till the time came for their perform-

ances. Ladies there were in plenty

come to see the fete, the real purpose

of which was known only to Desde-

mona and Miranda, but no gentlemen

were admitted with them.

I do not think the n.iral nymphs
lamented the absence of their swains.

Some few might, perhaps, have allowed

a transitory feeliug of regi'et that so

much care on then- appearance would
have no result in attracting some other

girFs young man ; some might have

felt that with a bashful lover at one's

elbow things would have seemed more
complete. But ^Yiih most there was
a feeling that the shepherd swains

would certainly have got drunk, as

they did at Mr. Dunlop's festival, and
so spoiled everything. Fancy a lot of

chunken louts among those beautiful

tents and flags.

Village beauty is a flower of not un-

usual occurrence, as many of my rea-

ders have observed. InGloucestershii-e

there is a prevalent oval tvjie which

sometimes gives a face of singidar

sweetness : in Somersetshii-e the type

is squared off, somehow, and when you
get a pretty face there it carries an ex-

pression of something like sullenness :

the Hampshiie folk, Avith their brown
hair and roiind faces, are sometimes

comely : and the Northumbrians with

theii- long faces, blue eyes, snd gentle

voices, are often charming. At Wey-
land Park, which, as everybody knows,

is in no one of these counties, the

aA"ei"age of Aillage beauty was not,

perhaps, veiy high, but there was
plenty of health in the rosy faces, and
of vigour in the sturdy arms : con-

sidered as the mothers of England's

future sons they afforded i-eason for

rejoicing ; but the general type of face

was decidedly common. Yet there

were exceptions.

No one among them all could have
guessed the real reason of theii- lavish

preparation for a simple gii-ls' merry-
making. To Mii-anda, no expenditui-e

could be too la^-ish, so that it was for

Alan. With a sorrowful heart she

provided this magnificent entertain-

ment as a sort of welcome to his wife;

supposing that his wife was among
the hundred and tifty countiy nymphs
who graced her feast.

The Brothers and Sisters dropped in

one by one, and fell into the places as-

signed to them in the programme.
The canoe race was paddled on the
narrow little river, as tortuous as the

Jordan, by Tom Caledon and Brother
Peregrine, and it was won ly Tom
because his adversary, in his extreme
eagerness to win, lost his balance and
upset, to the rapturous joy of the as-

semblage. But some thought that he
upset himself on purpose, in order to

present the pleasing and interesting

spectacle of a figure dripping wet, em-
bellished wdth duck-weed, and running
over the lawns to change flannels. In
former days this amusement used al-

ways to be provided on Procession-day

at Cambridge ; the boats taking it, I

believe, in turns to sacrifice them-
selves on the altar of public derision.

Sister Desdemona presented Tom
Caledon with his prize, a gold locket

and the permission to give it to what-

ever girl he pleased. There was a

general flutter among the maidens as

he stood like a sultan, the locket in

his hand. They stood gi'ouped toge-

ther in little knots, as if jealous of

each other ; and all eyes were open,

all lips parted in eager expectation of

his choice.

There was one girl among them who
looked at Tom with a kind of confi-

dence—she alone :".mong them all. She
was a fair-haired, lilue-eyed girl : tall>

pretty, and of graceful ligure.

' Alma thinks she's going to get it,'
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they muruiured. ' There's lots pret-

tier than Ahna. ' Tom, however, did not

give it to her. He stepped straight to

where, quite in the back-ground, little

Prudence Driver, Alan's librarian,

stood, little thinking of the honour

that was aljout to fall upon her. She

was not pretty, nor was she graceful,

but Tom knew how Miranda regarded

her, and he thought to please the Ab-
bess. An angry flusli rose to the

cheek of the gii"l they called Alma,
but there was no possibility of disput-

ing the award.

The Polo fell rather flat, although

the Brothers played well and with

address. Polo does not powerfully

appeal to the village maiden's imagin-

ation.

Then there came the lottery—all

prizes and no blanks. The prizes were
ai'ticles of costume, useful and orna-

mental. Nelly held the bag, and each

girl on drawing her number rushed

straight to the lottery tent to see what
was her prize.

Then came the wizartl with his In-

dian conjuring tricks, which made
them breathless with wonder and ter-

roi-. And all this time the music

played under the trees ; and there was
the gipsy's tent in which your fortune

was told for nothing, and you came
out knowing exactly not only what
kind of husband you were to have,

but also, what Mrs. Harris yearned
to extort fi'om Mrs. Gamp, your
" number.

"

And then—ah ! then—there was the

tent of the Magic MiiTor. Within
among many curtains, and in a dim
twilight, sat an aged, white-bearded

man in black robes and wonderful hat,

who asked your name and your age,

and who then invited you to behold

yourself in a mirror. That was not

much to do, but as you looked, your
own face disappeared, and behind it

came a picture—a scene in your future

life. And then this remarkable old

man told you things. These must
have been different, because some of

the gii-ls came out with heaving bos-
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oms, glistening eyes, flushed cheeks,

aud pallid lips, gasping in anticipation

of the promised joy. But some emerged
with downcast looks, pale and ti'emb-

ling, their day's enjoyment gone. The
prophet was no other than Brother Pe-
regrine himself ; it was no business of

any one's that he had with him in the

tent a certain ' wise woman ' who whis-

pered him little secrets about every girl

as she came in. She was invisible be-

hind a curtain. I regret to say that the

fame of this wonderful sorcerer spread-

ing upwards, so to speak, many of the

ladies an^l some of the Sisters sought

the tent of the Magic Mirror. Among
these was Nelly who came out looking

sad and disappointed, and when she

met Tom, sighed and said., ' I am so

sorry that I went into the tent of the

Magic Mirror. Poor Tom !

'

Now Tom knew who was the sor-

cerer, and he gathered that his rival

had taken a mean advantage by means
of his magic spells. Therefore he in-

wardly cursed all necromancers.

Where was Alan ? Miranda was
disappointed at his absence. He had
faithfully promised to come—and now
evening was approaching and the beau-

ty of the fete was over, but there was
no Alan.

The play, which was a light burletta,

.

with village girls and pretty songs, was
well received, and the concert was en-

dured. And then they began to dance,

for the sun was down now, and the sum-
mer twilight was fallen upon the trees

in the park, and they Avere lighting the

coloured oil lamps. It was a newVaux-
hall, only none of those present could

remember the splendoiirs of that place.

And what with the coloured lights and
the band and the glamour of the whole,

a sort of intoxication seized the girls,

and they became, in a way, possessed

of the Bacchante madness, in so much
that they laughed and sang, and seized

each other by the waist and whirled

round madly till they fell. And among
them all ran in and out that tall thin

man, with the lines in his face, whom
they called Bnother Peregi-ine, who
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whispered to one and danced with

another and conjured for a little group,

all at the same time, with unflagging

activity.

As for the rest of the monks, they

were dancing with such as knew how
to dance, except Mr. Caledon, whom
all the girls knew ; and he walked up

ajid down among the lights with Miss

Despard, whom they knew as well.

And her face was melancholy. And
Miranda moved here and there always

graceful, always queenly with her little

court, consisting of Desdemona, Cecilia,

and Mr. Rondelet, happy in her ex-

periment but for one thing, th'at Alan,

for whom this entertainment was de-

signed, was not present.

At ten the supper was served. There

was a sort of high table at which sat

Miranda, with her court. She was
looking up and dowai the long rows of

girl-faces before her with a critical but

disappointed eye.

* They giggle dreadfully,' she whis-

pered to Desdemona, who was sitting

beside her.

' People who live far from the mad-
ding crowd's ignoble strife generally

do giggle,' Desdemona replied.

' And I am not at all sure about

their temper. Look at that black-

haired girl ; should you think she was
good-tempered ?

'

' Certainly not,' said Desdemona,
' I know the sort—short of patience,

hasty in wrath, and unreflecting in

the matter of punishment. She would
box Alan's ears every day till he
brought her to Weyland Court.'

' I have looked up and down the

rows at the , table ; but I can see

no one who iii the least degree ap-

proaches Alan's simple ideal. I des-

pair !

'

' So much the better, my dear, be-

cause the fancy may pass away. We
have always got our right of veto.

Just suppose, however, that these girls

knew U'hat we know. Fancy the airs,

the bridlings, the jealousies with which
these Cinderellas would receive the

gracious Prince when he came. I sup-

pose, by the way, that he will come
some time this evening 1

'

' He said he would. One would
think,' said Miranda, with a little

bitterness, ' that he would feel some
little interest in the assembly.'

But supper seemed to be : vei'. W^iat
was the surprise promised by Brother
Peregrine ?

He answered the question himself
;

that is to say, his Indian servant

brought him a small box. With this

in his hand, he begged Miranda's per-

mission to make a little speech.
' What' ai-e you going to do 1

' she

asked.
' I am going to minister to their

vanity,' he replied. .
' In my experi-

ence of the uneducated—only the un-

educated portion—of your sex, I have
found that to minister to their vanity

is to afibrd them the most lively grati-

fication. I am going to make one girl

supremely happ}^, two or three madly
envious, and the rest proud of their

sex and of themselves.

'

He took Miranda's permission for

granted and advanced to the front,

facing the long tables at which the

girls had taken supper.
' Girls,' he said, holding solemnly

before him the mysterious box, ' I

promised you a surprise with which to

close the day. It is here, in this box.

In the days when the old gods pre-

tended to govern the world, and made
such a mess of it that we have been

ever since occupied in setting things

to rights which they blundered over,

there was once a banquet—not so good

a banquet as this at which we have

just assisted, but still a creditable feed.

And while the gods were sitting over

their wine and the goddesses looking

at each other's dresses '—the girls be-

gan to wonder what on earth all this

unintelligible patter meant— ' some
one who shall be nameless threw

among the assemblage a golden apple

—a golden apple,' he repeated, 'on

which was inscribed, " For the Fair-

est." The adjudgment of this apple

produced great disasters to the human
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race, which mattered nothing to her

who received it, because she scoi'ed a

distinct triumph over her rivals. This

preamble brings me to the box. Trum-
petei's, if you please.'

The tAvo trumpeters of the Abbey,
who had meanwhile stationed them-

selves at either side of the speaker,

but on a lower step, blew a great and
sonorous blast.

' Tliis golden apple,' the orator went
on, ' supposed to have been quite lost

for many thousands of years, has been

miraculously preserved to the present

day. It is in my possession ; it is in

this box. I am about to restore it to

its original use. Trumpeters, if you
please.

'

While they blew again, the atten-

tion of the girls being now thoroughly

aroused and theii* interest excited to

the highest point. Brother Peregrine

opened the box, and took out, suspend-

ed by a silver chain, an apple, wrought,

or seeming to be wrought, in solid

gold.

He handed this to his Indian ser-

vant, who, bearing it reverently on a

cushion, passed down the lanes of the

gii-ls, allo-^Wng them to hold it in their

hands, to weigh it, and to gaze at it.

The dark Indian, with his turban and
white tunic, the silver chain and the

golden apple, and the myster}^ of the

whole thing, filled all hearts with a

trembling eagerness.

' That apple,' continued Brother

Peregrine, ' is offered to the fairest of

you all. The ladies of the Abbey of

Thelema do not propose to enter into

competition. It is for their guests

alone that this gift is offered. Point

me out the fairest.'

There was first a dead silence, and
then a confused hubbub of tongues,

but no one was proposed.
' This will not do,' said Tom Cale-

don. ' Let them separate into com-

mittees and vote.'

It was difficult, but was efiected at

last by the process of dividing them
into groups of ten and making them
select the two prettiest girls from

4

among themselves. This reduced the

number of candidates from a hundred
and fifty to thirty. The thirty were
then ranged in a row, while their less

fortunate sisters sat behind, silent,

and devoured by irrepressible envy.
' The number must be .still further

reduced,' said Brother Peregrine. ' I

must have three presented to me,

among whom I shall choose the faii*-

est.'

Again Tom Caledon managed the

business. He gave them voting-papers

and collected their votes.

There were thirty voters.

When the papers were, unfolded it

was found that there were thirty nomi-

nations.

It thus became apparent that every

girl had voted for herself.

This was discouraging, but Tom be-

gan again, oftering each girl two votes.

The result of this method was, that

there was a distinct and large majority

in favour of three girls, whom Tom
Caledon placed V)efore the giver of the

apple, in a row, and then retii^ed.

It was an impressive scene. On the

platform stood Brother Peregrine

—

tall, thin, with a smile in his eyes,

though his lips were firm. Below him
liis Indian servant, bearing the apple

and the chain on a cushion. At either

hand the gorgeous trumpeters. Be-

hind the ladies and the Brethren of

the Abbey. The three girls standing

trembling with ill-disguised impa-

tience, edging away involuntarily from
each other like guilty persons. And
behind, the crowd of girls pressing,

swaying, laughing, and whispering.
' They are all three pretty,' whis-

pei-ed Miranda to Nelly ;
' and all

three in different styles.'

The first was a tall girl, with per-

fectly black hair and plenty of it,

done in a careless kind of knot which
allowed—though that was perhaps the

effect of dancing—one or two braids to

fall upon her neck. She carried her

head in queenly fashion, and looked

straight before her into the face of the

man who represented the shepherd of
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Mount Ida, with a pair of full lus-

trous black eyes, which were what

some ladies might call bold. Her fea-

tui-es were regular : her mouth was

rather large, and her figure full. Her
limbs were large, and of generous con-

tour. She was Black Bess—her Chris-

som name was Pamela, but everybody

always called her Black Bess—the

daughter of the blacksmith. She was

the girl of whom Desdemona had said

that, if Alan's choice fell upon her,

she would box his ears eveiy day until

he took her to reign at Weyland
Court. And she looked it. As for

forwarding his schemes in the village,

or laying herself out for the Higher

Culture, whatever intentions in this

direction she might start with, the

end of those intentions was apparent.

She wore white muslin with cheriy-

coloured ribbons, which would have

been in excellent taste, and suited her

shape and complexion, but fgr an un-

lucky yellow sash which i-evealed the

imperfectly-educated taste and made
Miranda shudder. In her hand she

carried her hat by the ribbons, and

her face expressed the eagerness of

tumultuous hope.

Next to her, the second of the

chosen three, was a girl not quite so

tall as Black Bess, but with a figure

as commanding and a look as queenly.

She had bro^\'n hair and hazel eyes,

but the eyes were as cold as those of

Black Bess wei'e full and lustrous.

Her hair was piled and rolled upon
her head so that it resembled a hel-

met. Her features were moi-e promi-

nent than those of her rival, and had

a certain hardness in them. Also her

chin was a little too long and square,

and her forehead a little too high.

She wore a dress of some soft lavender

colour, without any ribbons, but a

rosebud at her neck, and another in

her hair. A_nd she, too, carried her

hat by its ribbons.

' See,' whispered Mii-anda. ' She

has taste. But what a cold expres-

sion !'

She was a nymph from a neighbour-

ing village ; Black Bess and the third

were Weyland gMs.
The third, indeed, was no other than

the bailifl's daughter, Alma Bostock.

She was less in stature than the other

two, but as graceful in figure, and far

morelissom. She was a buxom, healthy-

looking damsel, about eighteen years

of age, with light-blue eyes, and light-

brown hah" which fell behind her and
over her shoulders in an abundant
cascade : she had a rosy cheek and a

white forehead : she had red and pout-

ing lips, with a little dimple in either

corner: her nose was just a little

—

perhaps—tip-tilted. She had thrown
aside her hat, and was standing with

clasped hands and trembling figure,

her eyes fixed eagei-ly on the golden

apple, mad to win the prize of Beauty.

She, like Black Bess, was dressed in

white, but she had blue ribbons, and
there was nothing whatever to mar the

simple taste of her costume. Indeed
her mother, the ex-lady's-maid, super-

intended it personally, and made her

discard eveiy sci-ap of colour, out of all

the ribbons which Alma wished to

wear, except the simple blue. So that

of all the girls at the fete, there was
only one, the tall, brown-haired damsel

beside her, who was so well and taste-

fully attired.

And then Brother Peregrine, taking

the prize from his servant—at which

act the eyes of the Chosen Three lit up
suddenly, and became wistful—dan-

gled it thoughtfully before them for a

few moments, and then began, slowly

and with hesitation, to speak.

' I am not Paris,' he said. The
elected wondered what he meant, while

the Monks and Sisters of Thelema
pressed more closely behind him, won-

dering what would happen ; Miranda
vexed that Alan was not there, and yet

half afraid that if he came he might

take some sort of fancy to one of the

Three. ' I am not Paris, the shepherd

of Mount Ida. Nor is this, indeed, the

mountain. And what I hold in my
hand is not, I am siu'e, an Apple of

Discord. You, my very lovely young
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friends'—here he cast an eye upon
Nelly, on whose face there might have

been seen a half-amused, half-con-

temptuous glance, as if nobody under
the rank of a lady could be called lovely—

' are not goddesses, it is true. You
are not Here ; nor you Athene ; nor

you, pretty damsel with the light brown
hair. Aphrodite. Yet, at tliis import-

ant juncture, I feel as if you were re-

spectively, those three divinities.'

He stepped down from his position

of vantage.
' Let me try the chain u})on the neck

of each,' he said. ' Advance, maid of

the ebon locks and lustrous eyes.'

Black Bess understood the look,

though the language was too tine for

her, and stepped forward promptly.
' Let us see,' said Brother Peregrine,

' how the chain looks round your neck.'

He threw it over her neck, and, as he
did so, whispered quickly :

' Wliat will

you give me for it.'

' I will teach you,' whispered the

half-gipsy gii'l, hotly and eagerly, 'how
to wire hares and pheasants, how to

cheat at cards, so that no one shall

know how—oh ! I've taught lots of

men—and how to tell fortunes, and
steal away girls' hearts.'

He laughed, took the chain from her

neck, and called the next one.

' What will you give me,' he asked,
' if I let you have the apple 1

'

Perhaps she had heard the former
question, and had time to make up an
answer.

" I will tell you,' she whispered,
* what girls talk about—ladies, too

—

and what they want, and then you >vill

never be afraid of your wife, and rule

your own house.'

It was an odd thing for a village

girl to say ; but perhaps she had read

books.
' It is the truest wisdom,' Brother

Peregx'ine murmured in reply. ' And
if knowing your wife was the fii^st step

to ruling her, one might be tempted.
But I have known husbands who knew
theii- wives quite thoroughly, and yet
were ruled by them.'

He took the chain from her neck,
and called the third girl.

'

' What will you give me for it ?
' he

whispered, as he put it on.

' Give me the apple and the chain,'

she whispered, with quivering lips.

' Give them to me, and I will give you
as many kisses as you like.'

Brother Peregrine, with a virtuous

frown, took off the chain, and returned

to his platform. The excitement was
at its higliest.

' It is mine,' he said, ' to award the

prize. I have seen the three candi-

dates, I have spoken to them; I have,

before you all, tried them. Girls, I

wish there were three golden apples.

But there is only one. And a prece-

dent has been laid down for us. Like
the Idsean shepherd, I adjudge the
prize—to Aphrodite.'

He stepped down, and laid the chain
once more rovmd the neck of Alma
Bostock.

The other two gii'ls, without a word,
turned away, and, with heavily-laden

eyes, pressed through the crowd, and
so into the outer night. Under the
trees, beyond the light of the coloiu-ed

lamps, they spoke to each other.

' What did she promise to give him V
asked Black Bess, with heaving bosom
and parted lips.

' I don't know—I don't care. A
Cat,' replied the other.

Then they separated by the space of

two yards and a half, and, sitting down
upon the grass, broke into sobbings and
cries.

But within the marquee it was the
hour of Alma's triumph. There was
a murmur of approbation as Brother
Peregrine suspended the chain round
her neck. Indeed, she was the pret-

tiest, and, at that moment, as she stood

there, her eyes brightened, her cheek
flushed, the silver chain round her
neck, the golden apple at her heaving
breast, every eye upon her, the hands
of all applauding her, her whole frame
swaying beneath the excitement and
victory of the moment, Alan Dunlop
entered the marquee. Miranda, Nelly,
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and Desclemona, witli the other Sisters,

were stepping from the platform to

congi-atulate the victor; the band was
striking iip a triumphant march ; the

gii-ls were all laughing and talking to-

gether. Alan concluded, rashly, that

the whole thing had Ijeen got up by

Miranda for his o-wii benefit. In this

sweet-faced A-illage girl, the queen of

the festival, he saw the maiden whom
Mii-anda had chosen for himself, and

he caxight her hand with effusion.

' Miranda,' he whispered, with the

deepest feeling, ' you have found for

me the girl I have been in search of.

I thank vou—for a wife.'

Chapter. III.

' The rank is but the guinea stamp,
The man's the gowd for a' that.'

' A LL is lost, my dear,' cried Des-

r\ demona, when the fete was

over, and the pair were sitting alone

at midnight in Desdemona's cell. ' All

seems lost, that is ; because while there

is no wedding-ring there is hope. But
to think that we have fooled away
GUI' right of veto I

'

Miranda could only sigh.

' The sight of that gij-1, looking

really beautiful, for a girl in her posi-

tion,' contijiued the elder lady, making
the usual i-eservation, ' finished the

man.'
' And he thinks,' said Miranda bit-

terly, ' that I got up the whole scene

for the sake of advising him ! I even

to dream of his mari-^nng Alma Bo-

stock !

'

' It has been all my doing,' Desde-

mona said in sorrowful accents. ' All

mine. I told him he ought to many
;

I advised the fete. I arranged the

Surprise with Brother Peiegrine. 1

only am to blame. And yet, it is

fate.'

Then Miranda began to take com-

fort out of what comfort remained.
' After all,' she said, ' if he is going

to marry a country girl, he might

easily do woi-se. Alma Bostock will

never rise to his level, but she may be
sympathetic ; and perhaps she will

respect him. Oh ! Desdemona, it is a
poor consolation, this ' may-be. ' And
I feel that I cannot any longer sym-
pathise with Alan.'

' No ; that would be difiicult indeed.

A man may make mistakes of all

kinds ; he may even go and live in a
village and pretend to be a farm-

labourer ; but the mistake of such a
marriage he may not make, for Society

will never forgive that kind of mis-

take. A bad marriage '

Here she stopped, and was silent,

thinking, perhaps, of her own married
life.

' There ought, 'she went on, ' to be
special jviries, composed entii-ely of

manied men—and they should be
gentlemen, not green-grocers—to con-

sider cases of mistakes in man iage ;

and divorce should be gi-anted as the

only relief. Poor dear Alan ! Poor
mad Hamlet. Go to bed, my dear
Ophelia, and sleep with happy dreams,

while I think how I can alter the last

act of the plav, and turn it into 'All's

Well that Ends Well."
And when the next day Lord Al-

wyne came on a visit to the Abbey,
Desdemona received him. in fear, not
daring to tell of the impending trouble.

He began to talk at once about his

son.

' I have seen Alan sitting in a labour-

er's cottage, with a stone floor and a

deal table. I have also seen him
masquerading in a smock-frock, with a

cart. And after that, Desdemona, I

felt that there was no further room for

astonishment whatever the misguided

boy might do. It is not a pleasant

thing, however, for an old-fashioned

father to see his son's name floiu-ish-

ing in the papers. The other day they

had a special column and a half de-

voted to an account of a visit to Wey-
land, and an interview with the shep-

herd Squire, as they were pleased to

call Alan.'

Desdemona could say nothing in.
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solace, because what was coining was

a great deal worse than what had gone

before. And they talked of other

things.

In fact, Alan came over without

delay to communicate his intentions

to his father. It was filial of him
;

and I suppose there were still some
remains of ancient prejudice as re-

gards rank and caste about him, be-

cause he approached the subject with

some hesitation.

' I fear,' he said to his father, ' that

you have no sympathy with my pre-

sent mode of life.'

' Why, no, Alan, I certainly have

not.'

Desdemona was present, in fact the

interview took place iii her ' cell,'

where she and Lord Alwyne had been

holding an animated conversation over

certain memories of old days— the

days when she was young, when there

were little suppers after the perform-

ance, and little dinners at Eichmond
on Sunday evenings. Alan's sudden

appearance, with his grave face and
solemn eyes, rudely disturbed this

harmonious duet of reminiscence.

'No, Alan,' his father repeated, 'I

have never attempted the necessary

effort at pumping up sympathy for

you ; it would require too great an
exertion ; but I pity you, my dear boy.

I find I can manage so much without

fatigue.

'

Alan smiled. He could aflbrd to be

pitied ; but he could not afford to fail

and be ridiculed.

' Perhaps you will pity me more
when I tell you what I am going to do

next.'

' I don't think I could,' said Loixl

Alw^v^ne lazily. 'All my available pity,

now that my old friends and I have

to pity each other for the loss of youth,

is yours already. There is only a cer-

tain amount of pity in eveiy man's
constitution. Men differ in this res-

pect, however, as they differ in weight.

You may try, if you like, Alan.'
' I have been long thinking upon

the best way to bridge over the gulf

which divides me from the mind of

the labouring classes.'

' I thought you had answered it by
jumping into the gulf, just as young
Parisians, who think that everything

is finished, jump into the Seine. But
if that did not do -'

' It did not quite. In fact, I have

had to confess lately that my experi-

ment has in some respects been a fail-

ure.'

' Aha ! Now I am really glad to

learn that. I am interested this time.

Then, Alan, I hope that you will give

up masquex-ading as the homely swain,

and come back to our arms as the

country gentleman again. Desdemona
and Miranda will forgive you, and all

shall be forgotten. We will never

allude to tlie dreadful past again.'

Alan shook his head. ' Not yet,

sir, I think. Most likely not at aU

;

because I am now going to commit
myself to an act which is also experi-

mental, and yet, if it fails, can never

be undone.'
' That sounds very serious. Do you

know what he means, Desdemona ?

'

' I am afraid I know too well.'

'In fact,' continued Alan, not facing

his father's eyes, but uneasily playing

with the ornaments on the mantel-

shelf, ' I have come to the conclusion

that the only way for one class to un-

derstand another, is for them to inter-

marry.'
' I see,' said Lord Alwyne slowly,

while a look of pain and disappoint-

ment crossed his face. ' I see—and
yoxi propose—yourself—to intermarry

with the class which is the lowest. Is

that so 1
'

' That is what I mean.

'

' Do you wish to introdiice this as

a general practice, or to illustrate in

your own case how the theory works?'
' I live in the way I think best for

carrying out my own ideas,' said

Alan, with a little pride. ' Others

may follow me or not, as they may
think best. I am only sorry that my
proceedings must shock your feelings.'

' Nothing shocks me,' said Lord AI-
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wyne untruthfully
;

' I am too old to

be shocked by anything. And, be-

sides, your idea is not a new one.

Royal houses have often bridged over

the gulf by marriage—morganatic.

By means of the female branches, in-

deed, all ranks of society must have
been by this time thoroughly under-

stood by the higher class. But pray

go on.'

'I am perfectly serious,' said his

son. ' To intermarry with a family

of the soil will be to create new sym-
pathies, and establish ties which may
lead to all sorts of valuable results.

We will suppose that I am married to

—to a girl of this village, poor, of

course, but creditably brought up by
respectable parents, endowed with as

much mother-Avit as any of her super-

iors, able to give me her experience in

dealing with the class from which she

sprang . . .'

' The situation is novel,' said Lord
Alwyne ;

' but I doubt if my imagi-

nation can follow it in all its conse-

quences . . .'

' Well, but will it not aftbrd me op-

portunities such as I could gain in no
other way, of influencing the villa-

gers ? They will look on me as one
of themselves : I shall be their cousin,

their brother . . . You think this

wild enthusiasm, I suppose ?
' he said

in an altered voice.

' No, my son, not at all ; I think
nothing. You have the advantage of

me by thirty years. Tliat is a gi-eat

pull to begin with. I shall not tiy to

understand where the modern ideas

come from, nor whither they tend. It

might make me uncomfortable. It

might even make me want to follow

you, and, like Don Quixote, go a shep-

herding in my old age. That would
be detestable. But I confess 1 am
interested. Let us see : you many
this girl. You are therefore the

cousin of half the village at once.

That will, as the first obvious conse-

quence, enable them to borrow money
of you. You will live here, at yoiu-

own place 1
'

' No ; I shall live in the village*

Only I shall get a more comfortable
place than I am in at present.

'

' That will be in some respects bet-

ter. As to your wife's relations, now

:

they would be fi*ee of the house ?

'

' Surely ; that is part of my pur-

pose. It would be an education for

them to see how a household may be
simply conducted on principles of the
best taste.'

' In case of a dinner-pai-ty, now, or
an evening—

'

' We should give no dinner-parties.'
' I was only thinking,' said Lord

Alw^'ne softly, ' of an elementaiy dif-

ficulty—that of evening dress. Ex-
cellent as yovu- new relations would
be in all the relations of life, I sup-

pose that a dress-coat is not considered

necessary in their circle ?

'

' Surely,' said Alan, ' in such a mat-
ter as this, we need not stop to discuss

evening dress.'

' Indeed, no. As the poet says :

' " The rank is but the guinea stamp,
The man's the gowd for a' that."

The matter only occurred to me in

thinking of what your o\ati prejudices

might be. Mere prejudices. In smock-
frock or evening dress, what is a man
hilt a man ?

'

Alan moved vuieasily.

' Evening dress—evening dress,'

he repeated. ' What have we any
more to do with evening dress ?

'

' Your wife will be able to receive,'

pursued his father, ' at five o'clock

tea. Desdemona, you will describe to

me by letter, I am sure, hoAv the Sis-

ters of Thelema got on Avith the gen-

tle— I mean the emploijes in smock-
frocks. It will be almost a scene fi'om

the opera .... By the way,

Alan, at such receptions the smocks
are clean, I suppose ?

'

' My dear father, I am serious.

'

' So am I, my son—so am I. Never
more so, I assure you.'

Lord Alwyne's words were genial

enough, but his manner was cold.

Alan knew without these symptoms
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what his father's reception of his grand

project would be.

' And when you return to the Hall,

with your wife, whom you will have

trained by that time in your cottage

to the outward semblance, and per-

haps the bearing, of a lady—what ynW
you do then about the relations ? By
that time, though, they, too, will

have adopted the manners of polite

society, and will be able, I suppose, to

hold their own at a dinner or a ball.

We shall have the smock-frock in so-

ciety at last.'

Alan made a gesture of impatience.

He was thinking of the present, and
here was his father making supposi-

tions about the future.

' I shall* never go back to the Hall,'

he said, with decision. ' My life is

devoted to the village.'

' Yes : that is noble. But what
about the children ? I suppose we
may contemplate that possibility ?

You cannot leave Weyland Court to

any one but your eldest son. He
will, I suppose, be trained to occupy

his position as a gentleman 1
'

Alan refused to contemplate the

possibility of children at all. Chil-

dren would complicate his proposed

arrangements altogether.

Then Lord Alwyne summed up.

He lay back, resting his eyes on the

comely proportions of Desdemona,
and speaking languidly, as if, which
was the case, the business was begin-

ning to bore him too much to talk

about it.

' Of course, Alan, you know, with-

out my telling you, what must be my
feelings as regards this project. In

the benighted days of my youth I was
taught that by bii-th, by education,

and perhaps by the inheritance of

those qualities which jjushed my
fathers to the front and ke}>t them
there, I was one of the natural leaders

of the people. I chose my line, as my
elder brother chose his ; and while he

very properly accepted the position of

politician, a sacrihce which must re-

quire a great deal of resolution, I, for

my part, preferred to become a leader

in society. Up to the present I have
seen no reason to regi-et my choice.

The country never had better states-

men or better soldiers than when they

all came from one class. And I think

it never will again have better, be-

cause our men have nothing to gain,

either in money or rank. The other

classes may produce poets, novelists,

artists, lawyers—all sorts of worthy
and delightful people—but has not

yet produced great administrators or

great genei'als. And, in my opinion,

that comes of descent. For work
which requires a cool head and un-

flinching courage in the storms of un-

popularity or ill-success you want a

man who inherits those qualities. That
is my simple creed, Alan. The Fon-

taines have been to the front for six

hundred years or thereabouts. The
Dunlops, your mother's people, have

been country gentlemen, knights and
soldiers for as long. And all the time

we have kept on intermarrying. We
have kept to our own class. You will

marry out of it. For my own part, I

do not wish to bridge over the gulf

between myself and my servants ; I

would rather let that gulf remain.

The country allows those to rise who
are strong enough to rise. Let the

weak stay where they are.'

' Social economy— ' began Alan.
' My dear boy, let us not begin with

social economy. It will teach us no-

thing. We will discuss this aflair no
longer. Hencefoi-ward, Alan, I shall

be very glad to see you, personally, in

London, but I can come to Weyland
Court no more after vou are mar-

ried.'

' I am soiry ; I am deeply sorry to

pain you, sir,' said Alan ;
' but when

higher duty than that of deference to

your wishes falls upon me '

' Very well, Alan,' his father inter-

rupted him. ' We understand each

other, which is quite enough. Go your

own way, and forget the old notions,

if you please. But I cannot go along

with you. Shake hands, my boy : we
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have not quarrelled, ami do not intend

to.'

Alan went away, his face rendered

sadder. Out in the park his eyes sud-

denly lit up, and he raised his head.

Was he thinking of that bright and

blooming girl who stood before them

all in the marquee, the light of the

lamps upon her face, her lips parted,

her bosom heaving, her eyes dancing

with pride and joy while Brother Pere-

grine gave her the golden apple 1 It

is quite possible. Man is but man.

Even Aristotle, as everybody who has

read the ' Lay of Aristotle ' knows,

succumbed to a pretty face. And as

Alan proposed to many her he was

dans son droit in letting his thoughts

iim upon his future wife. But perhaps,

after all, he was thinking how Miranda
would approve of this additional self-

sacrifice.

When he was gone, Lord Alwyne
turned to Desdemona, raising his

hands before his face, palms outward.

It is the gesture of sorrow, disappoint-

ment, or disgust.

' Poor Alan !
' he said— ' poor boy !

All his fine theories have come down
to this : to live in a cottage, work as a

common labourer, and marry a labour-

ing man's daughter. I always told my
wife that bringing him up at home
would be his ruin. Marry a labourer's

daughter !—bridge over the gulf !

—

oh ! Desdemona, for the first time in

my life I regret that we are not in

France, before the Revolution, and
that I cannot get a lettr-e de cachet.'

' He is not married yet,' said the

actress.

' Not yet ; but he will be married

before long.'

' I say he is not married yet.'

' Do you mean, Desdemona, to hold

out hopes V
' I do,' she said. ' I will tell you

nothing more : but 1 have hopes, and
I shall set to work.'

Lord Alwyne reflected.

' I will not ask now,' he said. ' I

would rather not know. I cannot plot

against my son. But, Desdemona, in

memory of our long friendship, help

me if you can.'

She did not answer for a while, sit-

ting in thought. Presently her clear

eyes became heavy with teai-s.

' Ours has been a long fiiendshij),

Lord Ahvyne,' she said, ' and it is my
gi'eatest pleasure to think about it. It

is thu-ty years since tii'st you stood by
the young actress and protected her

reputation against cruel attacks that

were made upon me, and are always

made on women of my profession. I

am grateful for that. And it is five

and twenty years since when, in my
day of trouble, there was no one in the

woi'ld but you who had the courage to

take me away from it, and to do it

openly, so that no one couid throw a

stone. As dear as my honour is to

me. Lord Alwyne, so deep is my gi-ati-

tude to you.'

Meantime in Alan's brain was ring-

ing the name of the girl he had seen

last night, her face lit up and sur-

rounded as by a nebula of joy and
pride.

' Alma Bostock.'

And while the name went clanging

in his brain, he began to think of his

future father-in-law. The outlook in

that dii'ection was not promising.
' He is crafty,' said Common Sense.
' He is not a man of broad views,

but hard-working,' said Enthusiasm.
' You suspect his honesty,' said

Common Sense.
' That is because I am growing sus-

picious,' replied Enthusiasm.
' He thinks bad beer and you think

fine claret,' said Common Sense.
' Then we will teach him a liking

for claret,' said Enthusiasm.

And so on, carrying on the conver-

sation for a mile and a half, until all

that could be said against the worthy
Bailiff had been said, and the result

remamed that, if ever there was a fit^

ting subject for the operation of ex-

ample, precept, and exhortation in the

du'ection of the Higher Culture, Bailiflf

Bostock was that special subject. And
he could be sfot at readily by means of
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his daughter, Alma Bostock ! Now
that the idea of marriage was assuming

a concrete form instead of a vague and

shadowy vimbra, like a ghost to look

at and quite as terrifying, it did not

seem so dreadful a business. When
Panurge was suftering from those cruel

doubts of his concerning marriage, he

had no one, so far as we liave been in-

formed, in his eye. Now Alma Bo-

.stock appeared to Alan the very gii'l

made to his hancL There must be, he

had always said, some approach to

delicacy in his ^vdfe. This he could

hai-dly expect to find in the coarse and

red-handed daughter of a ploughman.

His wife must belong to the class

among whom he was about to live.

Alma's father was 1:)ut a step re-

moved, while her mother was herself

the daughter of a cottager. Here he

made a great mistake. Bailiff Bostock

considered himself much more than a

step above the labourer. Just as the

Queen must find it difficult to under-

stand, even with the help of Miss

Yonge's novels, the little distinctions

of middle life—how the chemist is a

gi-eater man than the grocer ; how the

smallest professional man keeps apart

from trade : how the curate cannot

break bread with a retailei'—so Alan
Dunlop did not understand that his

BailiflF stood upon a platform a gi-eat

deal higher than his labourers, and
that Alma, whatever she might do,

would certainly not be likely to sym-
pathise with the mstics.

Alma Bostock was the one girl in

the village who would do for him—of

that he was quite certain. All the rest

were coarse, commonplace, repulsive.

He spent an agitated evening, wan-
dering into the libraiy and out of it,

talking in a purposeless way with

Prudence, his librarian. There Avas no

one else there, of course.

' Prudence, you must be lonely, sit-

ting hei'e every evening, and no one

coming here but yourself.'

' No, su.-, not very lonely ; I've got

the books.'

' We mu.st find some one to come

here a good deal, and brighten-up

thmgs for you.

'

He was thinking in some vague

way how Alma would set the exam-

ple of spending an evening or two

eveiy week among the books, and how
that example would spread. The next

morning; instead of going off to the

farm work, he put on the ordinary

habiliments of an English gentleman,

and went over to the farm-house.

It was nine o'clock when he started.

Miranda, he thought with a pang,

reflecting how his marriage would

separate him from her, was at that

moment taking breakfast, probably at

the Abbey. Tlie members of the

Order would be dropping in one by

one in their lazy fashion. There

would be devising of plans for the day,

talking over all the things which re-

joice cultivated men and women ;
and

all in the pleasant softness of ease,

and art, and luxury. And he was

going to cut himself off at one stroke

from this Castle of Indolence. Was
it yet too late 1 Yes : the experiment

must be tried : his long-matured

scheme for the regeneration of man-

kind must be carried out to the Yevj

end. Farewell, Thelema : farewell,

Desdemona : farewell, Miranda. For

here he was at the garden-gate, and

there, in the garden, was the veiy

girl whom he came to woo.

I think that even Miranda, Nelly,

and Desdemona, jealous as they are

of conceding beauty to women of the

lower class would have acknowledged

that Alma Bostock, standing in the

garden, made a pretty picture in the

morning sunlight. It was a long,

narrow garden, sloping down the hill

on which the house stood. On either

side was an orchard, and stray apple

trees were standing in the garden it-

self. These were old, and covered

with yellow lichen, which contrasted

with the dark branches, and the light

green leaves. Behind the garden was

the farm-house, a picturesque and

gabled red brick house, with ivy

climbing over one end of it, and
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throwing ai-ms round the angles so as

to embrace the whole house. Facing
the garden, a window on either side,

was a broad and massive porch of

wood-work, round which the creepers

clung and clambered. The garden
was planted with gooseberiy-bushes,
currant liushes, raspberry canes, and
strawberry beds. There was a narrow
walk in it, from the porch to the

garden-gate, bordered with box, and
behind the box an edging of flowers

—such as gilly-flower, double-stocks,

sweetwilliam, candytuft, Venus's look-

ing glass, London pride, and mignon-
ette—the kind of flowers which require
least gardening : and there were a
few standard roses close to the house
itself. Under the apple-trees, with
the soft light of the sunshine broken
up into a thousand fragments bv the
dancing leaves before it fell upon her,

stood Alma herself. She was out
there to gather red cui-rants, and she
had a basket on her arm for the piir-

pose ; but she was not gathering cur-

rants at all, only standing with head
bare, and thi'own back, gazing into

the distance, lost in meditation.

Alan thought of certain lines of

poetry, and his heart softened to-

wards the damsel. She looked dainty
all over. Her head was shapely and
her profile clear ; her dress fitted her
pretty figure perfectly ; in fact, her
mother, formerly lady's maid to Alan's
mother, made it for her. And it was
of a soft gi-ey colour, which suited the
light greenery of the apple leaves.

One of her arms was bare ; and it was
not a red and browsy arm—not at all—it was as white as any arm could be,

and as well shaped. And on either

side of the garden lay the orchard,

with little glades of sunlight and of

shade, ^^^lile Alan looked, the girl

tied a handkerchief over her head,

which set her face in a white frame,

and made her look ten times as pretty.

So pretty a girl, Alan thought, could

not be other than bright and sympa-
thetic, and quick to feel and to respond.

Besides, was she not the selection and
choice of Miranda \

As for Alma, indeed, opinions

among her acquaintance were divided.

For her enemies, who were the young
women of the place, declared that she

was deceitful and treacherous. They
also said that she Avas by no means so

pretty as she thought herself. The
young men of the place on the other

hand—curious what diversity of opin-

ion may exist in the smallest village

—declared that there was nobody so

pretty as Alma Bostock. The only

objection they had to her was that she

held her head so high and made believe

to be a lady.

Meantime, she stood beneath the

trees, a very pretty picture. Did a

painter want to draw the ideal coun-

try girl , engaged in the ideal countiy

occupation, he woidd find no more
charming picture than that of Alma
in the garden, with her basket ready

to hold the ripe red currants.

A very pretty picture, and a sug-

gestive picture. Alan's thoughts flew

with a rush to the Arcadian life he

had imagined, which would, with the

help of Alma, begin as soon as the

wedding-bells should ring.

He lifted the latch, opened the

garden-door, and stepped in to begin

his wooing.

(To be contiuUL'd.)
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THOMAS CAMPBELL.

A CRITICISM.

BY PROFESSOR LYALL.

AT a time when, a statue is being

raised to his memorjijrby his fel-

low citizens in one of the principal lo-

calities of his native city, it may not

be inopportune to recall some of the

merits of Campbell as a poet, and some
of the particulars respecting him as a

man. Erected in the same square in

which the statue of 8ir John Moore
has long had an honoured place, the

hero of Corunna, and the poet who has

embalmed his memory, may well share

the honours of the town which gave
them birth, and which they have illus-

trated by their fame. The name of

Thomas Campbell is one which every

Scotchman will pronounce with pride.

It may not have gathered around it

the prestige of the name of Burns, and
it may not be a talisman to conjure

with like that of Sir Walter Scott, but
it has a prestige all its own, and a re-

putation as imperishable as the writ-

ings which have made it famous.

Campbell was essentially the poet of

freedom, and of patriotism as well.

He sounded the tocsin of the nations

on the downfall of Poland, and his

martial odes exerted a powerful in-

fluence in stimulating the national

ardour in the conflict with Napoleon.
The ' Battle of the Baltic,' and ' Ye
Mariners of England ' are as spirited

compositions as may be found in the

whole range of poetry. There is soul

in every line and genius in eveiy word.

There is a sparkle in the style of Camp-
bell— a dash almost of chivalry

—

which distinguishes it from that of any
other poet. The influences which sur-

rounded his boyhood, and accompanied

him to manhood, gave a bent to his

genius and may account in part for the

peculiar intensity of his style. He was

the youngest and the petted son of a

large family. The father, at one period

an aflluent merchant in the queen city

of the West of Scotland, at the time

of the poet's bii-th was living upon the

wrecks of a fortune amassed in the

Virginia trade, but which was nearly

all lost on theoutbreakof theAmerican

War. A younger scion of the Camp-

bells of Kirnan, in Argjdeshire—them-

selves a branch of the Ducal clan, and

tracing theirown lineage to Gilespic-le-

Camile, first Norman Lord ofLochawe,

something of the pride of such an an-

cestry may have tinged the spirit, if it

was not allowed to affect the preten-

sions of the poet's family. It would be

absurd to say that it went for much
with the poet himself, but it, no doubt,

had its own influence, though not very

manifest, as tire tempers the steel, and

you see not where the annealing pro-

cess begins or ends. Born in Glasgow,

there were lines of thought and asso-

ciation which connected him with one

of the most interesting poi-tions of the

Highlands of Scotland—interesting for

its wild and romantic scenery, and its

high deeds of bravery for which the

Campbells of Argyleshire have been

ever renowned. Campbell felt he was

not one of the common herd, that had

no ancestry to count, and no tradition-

ary fame to form a sort of summons to

similar high achievement, whether in

the field, or the Senate, or in any of
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the varied paths in which ambition

may distinguish itself. That it exerted

a certain influence upon him, all un-

consciously to himself, is seen in the

verses which he composed on visiting

the scenes of his ancestry, concluding

after some musings on the vicissitudes

of fortune, with this fine stanza :

Be hush'd my dark spirit ! for wisdom condemns
When the faint and the feeble deplore ;

Be strong as the rock of the ocean that stems

A thousand wild waves on the shore !

Tl rough the perils of chance, and the scowl of dis-

dain,

May thy front he unalter'd, thy courage elate !

Yea I even the name I have worshipp'd in vain

Shall awake not the sigh of remembrance again :

To bear is to conquer our fate.

It is well known that the Argyle

family have always been on the Whig
side of politics, and among the fore-

most assertors of right against wrong
in every age. Archibald, Earl of

Argv'le, was one of the Lords of the

Congregation at the period of the Re-

formation. A Marquis of Arg}de died

on the scaffold in defence of the Cove-

nants of Scotland. The great duke,

as he was called, the maintainer of the

cause of Royalty, against the Earl of

Mar, in the Reljellion of 1715, was
the most influential statesman in the

reign of George the Second, and the

defender of Scotch rights and liberties.

"Whether all this had an\i:hing to do

with Campbell's love of freedom, which

is so conspicuous in all his poetry, it

imports not to say. A peculiai" spirit

of liberty or otherwise often runs in

the blood of families. I suppose it

would be impossible for a scion of the

noble house of Russell to be other than

a champion of constitutional liberty.

Another cause to which this peculiarity

in Campbell has been traced was the

influence which the lectures of Miller,

Professor of Law in the University of

Glasgow, exerted over his young and
susceptible mind. A great admirer of

Miller he caught much of his spirit.

He was an enthusiastic reader also of

Demosthenes and of Cicero, and thus

drank at the A^ery fountain-head the

inspirations of freedom ; while the

speeches of Burke on the impeach-

ment of Warren Hastings probably

inspired him -v\-itli that horror of Eng-

land's treatment of India, which

breathes in the lines denunciatory of

India's wrongs in ' Tlie Pleasures of

Hope. ' We cannot deny ourselves the

pleasure of quoting the lines—for the

sake of the lines, not for the sake of the

withering denunciation of England's

wrong-doingwhich they contain. After

alluding to the suflerings endured un-

der the sway of Timoiu-'s ii'on sceptre

the poet proceeds :

' When Europe sought your subject realms to gain.

And stretch'dher giant sceptre o'er the main,
Taught her proud bark her winding- way to shape.

And brav"d the stormy spirit of the Cape ;

Children of Brama ! then was Mercy nigh
To wash the stair- of blood's eternal dye ?

Did Peace descend to triumph and to save

When free-born Britons cross'd the Indian ware ?

Ah, no !—to more than Rome's ambition true,

The nurse of Freedom gave it not to you I

She the bold route of Europe's guilt began.
And, in the march of nations, led the van !

' Rich in the gems of India's gaudy zone.

And plunder piled from kingdoms not their own,
Degenerate trade ! thy minions could desjnse

The heart-born anguish of a thousand cries :

Could lock, with impious hands, their teeming store.

While famish'd nations died along the shore :

Could mock the groans of fellow-men and bear
The cuise of kingdoms peopled with despair

;

Could stamp disgrace on man's polluted viame.

And barter with their gold, eternal shame !

' But hark ! as bow'd to Earth the Bramin kneels.

From heavenly climes propitious thunder peals !

Of India's fate her guardian spirits tell.

Prophetic numbers breathing on the shell,

And solemn sounds that awe the listening mind.
Roll on the azure paths of every wind.

' Foes of mankind ! (her guardian spirits say,)

Revolving ages bring the bitter day.
When Heaven's unerring arm shall fall on you.
And blood for blood these Indian plains bedew

;

Nine tunes have Brama's wheels of lightning hurl'd

His awful presence o'er the alarmed world ;

Nme times hath Guilt, through all his giant frame ;

Convulsive trembled, as the Mighty came ;

Nine times hath suffering Mercy spared in vain

—

But Heaven shall bui-st her starry gates again !

He comes I dread Brama shakes the sunless sky
With murmuring wrath, and thunders from on high,

Heaven's fiery horse, beneath his warrior form.

Paws the light clouds, and gallops on the storm !

Wide waves his flickering sword ; his bright arms
glow

Like summer suns, and light the world below !

Earth and her trembling isles in Ocean's bed ;

Are shook : and Nature rocks beneath his tread !

' To pour redress on India's injured realm.

The oppressor to dethrone, the proud to whelm ;

To chase destruction from her plunder'd shore

With arts and arms that triumph "d once before.

The tenth Avatar comes I at Heaven's command
Shall Seriswattee wave her hallow'd wand I

And Camdeo bright, andGanesa sublime.

Shall bless with joy their own propitious clime !

Come, Heavenly Powers 1 primeval peace restore !

[ Love !—Mercv !—Wisdom ! rule for evermore !

'
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It is customary to characterise

Campbell's finest passages as nothing

more than rhetoric, but we would
stake our ability to judge of poetry at

all if these lines are not in the truest

spirit of poetry, reaching even to the

highest sublimity of thought and con-

ception. Poetry is often a matter of

fashion as well as other things. The
fashion now is the Tennysons and
Brownings and Swinburnes—it is not

Wordsworth or Byron or Campbell or

Scott. It is a test of mind, it would
seem, to appreciate .the former : any
one, it is thought, may appreciate the

latter. We have often tried in vain

to see 'a meaning in Browning. Of
Swinburne, unfortunately, we know
little or nothing ; what we do know
is certainly not favourable. Tennyson
it would be unpardonable not to have
read, and not to admire—but Camp-
bell, in some respects, is the finer ge-

nius of the two. Campbell is the

more spontaneous : he is not so ai-ti-

ficial. Tennyson is the trained fencer :

he has studied point and tierce—every

pass—-every attitude—every move-
ment. He has obviously made the

laws of verse his intent study. He
^ must have practised all the varieties

of metre, and with a care and assiduity

which are sometimes too painfully

obvious. If we are not mistaken he
is the inventor of the peculiar stanza

in which ' In Memoriam ' is written.

Campbell has made no such study of

poetical composition. His fine ear and
genius adapted every subject to its

appropriate stanza. We might give

instances, but we refrain. It woixld

have been well, perhaps, if Campbell
had given himself to the study of

poetry more than he did. It has al-

ways struck us as matter of regret

that he did not practise blank verse

more. His lines, ' On the view from
St. Leonard's,' and ' On the dead
Eagle ' at Oran, show what he could

have done in that way. Campbell
had a finely meditative mind, and he
always wrote in the interest of free-

dom, virtue, and religion. Had he not

always waited till some theme invited
his muse, and had he not fettered him-
self with the trammels of rhyme, but
poured out his thoughts in the verse
which has been sanctioned by the
practice of the greatest of our classic

poets, I venture to say we would have
had a great deal more poetry worthy
of him, and which the world would
not have willingly let die. It strikes

us Campbell would have written a fine

drama. He had breadth of mind
enough, quick and shrewd perception,
playful and lively wit and fancy, the
power of pungent remark where the
foibles of life were concerned, but high
appreciation of all that was noble in
action or conduct, while his faculty of
language wf#s undoubted. All this is

seen in his poems : it is seen as well
in his prose writings, in his epistolary

correspondence, and in the specimens
we have left to us of his familiar
talk. He intended at one time to

write a poem, to be entitled, ' The
Queen of the North,' the Queen in

this instance being Edinburgh. Had
he chosen this subject for a drama, the
Queen being ' Mary, Queen of Scots,'

we might have had a drama that Avould

have anticipated the " Bothwell " of

Swinburne, and a finer drama than the
' Queen Mary ' of Tennyson, as un-
doubtedl}' the subject was a finer one
for dramatic efiect, presenting greater
contrasts, more poetic situations, a
greater variety of passion, and incident

altogether of deeper pathos, and more
moving tragedy. The picturesque and
romantic sceneiy of Scotland might
have added zest to the composition.

Campbell had not fallen upon the times
when so much was given for a poem

—

when it could command so ready and
extensive an acceptance with the pub-
lic. He had to write for his daily

bread, and prose compositions, and the
editorial work of a magazine, dis-

tracted his attention from what might
have been to him more congenial em-
ployment. But why did Campbell go
to America for a subject of a |X)em ?

He should have left ' America to the



190 THOMAS CAMPBELL.

Americans.' He liad to call up from

fancy the scenery te embodied in liis

poem. He could not have the com-

mand of it which he had of the scenes

that were familiar to him from his

boyhood, and which he intended to

poiirtray in 'The Queen of the Korth.

'

It is much to be regretted, accordingly,

that he was diverted from this theme

by some unlucky chance, or by an un-

fortimate train of circumstances which

we are left to conjecture. Campbell

was afraid of his own powers. The

shadow of his own fame, it is thought,

havmted him, so that he was afraid to

risk the laurels he had won. In ' Ger-

trude of Wyoming,' notwithstanding,

he has presented us with a poem which

even an American might^own for the

tidelity of its pictures, and the appo-

siteness and beaiity of its imagery.

The poem sketches, all too briefly it

must be confessed, a settler on ' Sus-

quehanna's banks'—an emigi'ant from

'Green Albin'—the father of a fail-

daughter, whom no one can read about

without loving—whose childhood and

youth are exquisitely represented

—

wooed by ' a stranger of a distant

land '—a stranger, however, who had

before been known as the child of her

father's early friend—when some love

passages ensue, which are given with

admii-able felicity and delicacy, and

great beauty of description. This

strange*- becomes one of the family,

but their peace is soon broken up by

the invasion of a hostile tribe of In-

dians, whose miirderous assault is told

vd\\\ nuich animation and power. A
chance shot takes the life of Albert, the

father, and of his daughter, the beau-

tiful Gertrude. Tlie passionate grief

of the husband is feelingly pourtrayed.

OntalLssi, the same faithful Indian

who had borne her Waldegi-ave when
a boy from a similar scene of savage

attack to her o^^^l early home in 'fail-

Wyoming '—where they met as chil-

dren, afterwards, as we have seen, to

meet in more interesting circumstances

—this Indian sings her death-song,

and the poem rather abruptly con-

cludes with the spirited death- chaunt.

This is but the barest outline of a

poem, which itself is rather sketchy

—

meagre in its details, and not woven
together with much skill of invention
—but which abounds, nevertheless,

with the finest touches of nature, and
vnth the most beautiful creations of

fancy. Tlie tenderness of aflection was
never more delicately conveyed. Two
such hearts seldom meet, and still more
seldom in circumstances so favourable

for their being welded together in one.

We do not think it all sentiment,

however, when the poet thus apostro-

phises love in their case :

—

' O Love I in such a wilderness as this,

Where transport and security entwine,
Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss.

And liere thou art a g(id indeed divine,
Here shall no forms abridge, no hours confine,

The views, the walks, that boundless joy inspire !

Roll on, ye days of raptur'd influeiice, shine

!

Nor, blin I with ecstacy's celestial fire,

Shall love behold the spark of earth-born time
expire.'

The idea contained in the last line

is not vei-y obvious, but if it means
that love contemplates no end to its

bliss, that the spark of ' earth-born

time ' will never be extinguished by
any mishap, the poet has all too soon

to alter his strain. The change comes :
•

Wyoming is laid low: and

' Where of yesterday a g'arden blooDi'd,

Death overspread his pall, and blackening ashes
gloomed.'

The circumstances in which Walde-
gi-ave is introduced to Gertrude, or

rather comes upon her retii-ement, are

thus given, and we cannot fail to note

the felicity and beauty of the descrip-

tion. We go back to an earlier part

of the poem :

' Apart there was a deep untrodden grot,

Where oft the reading hours sweet Gertrude wjre ;

Tradition had not named its lonely spot ;

But here (methinks) might India's sous explore

Their fathers' dust, or lift, perchance, of yore,

Their voice, to the Great Spirit—rocks sublime
To human art a sportive semblance bore.

And yellow lichens colour'd all the clime,

Like moonlight battlements, and towers decayed
by time.

' But high in amphitheatre above.

Gay tinted woods their massy foliage threw :

Breath'd but an air of hea\ en, and all the groTe
As if instinct w;th living spirit grew,
Rolling its verdant gulfs of everj' hue ;
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And now suspended was tlie pleasiny^ din,

Now from a murmur faint it swelled anew,

Like the first note of organ heard within

Ciatliedral aisles,--ere yet its symphony be'^iu.

' It was in this lone valley she would charm
The linjfciitiK noon, where flowers a couch had

strown
;

Her cheek reclining, and her snowy arm
On hillock by the pine-tree half o'erjfrown ;

And aye that volume on her lap is thrown,
Which every heart of human mould endears

;

With Shakspeare's self she speaks and smiles alone,

And no intrudinif visitation fears,

To shame the unconscious laujfh, or slop her sweet-

est tears.

' And noug^ht within the grove was seen or heard
Buc stockdoves plaining through its gloom pro->

found.
Or winglet of the fairy humming bird,

Like atoms of the rainbow fluttermg round
;

When lo ! there entered to its inmost ground
A youth, the stranger of a dista'it land

;

He was, to weet, for eastern mountains bouii 1
;

But late th'equator sun his cheek had tann'd,

And Calif: rnia's gales his roving bwsom fanned.

' A steed, whose rein hung loosely o'er his arm.
He led dismounted ; ere his leisure pace.

Amid the brown leaves, couli her ear alarm,
Close he had come, and worshipped for a space
Those downcast features ; she her lovely face

Uplift on one, wh ise lineaments and frame
Wore youth and manhood's intermingled grace.
Iberian seemed his boot—his robe the same.
And well the Spanish plume his loftj- looks became.'

It is a pity that the plan of the poem,
so brief in its story, so limited in its

scope, allows of so few passages of de-

scription like the above. Campbell
did not possess the inventive faculty

in a high degree. His ' Theodric ' is

equally poor in this respect. In drama
this faculty would not have been
equally taxed. The incident of the

drama itself would have been ready to

his hand, and Campbell, we are per-

suaded, was capable of entering into

the thoughts and feelings of others.

But it is vain to speculate on what
might have been done by our poet

;

we are to judge of him by what he has

done, and we quote the death-chaunt

of the Indian Chief, as an example of

his lyrical skill—where, after all, per-

haps, he was most at home :

—

' And I could weep ;'—th'Oneyda Chief
His descant wildly thus begun ;

' But that I may not stain with grief
The death-song of my father's son,
Or bow this head in woe !

For by my wrongs, and by my wrath !

To-morrow Areouski's breath,
(That fires yon heaven with storms of death,)
Shall light us to the foe :

And we shall share, my Christian boj"

!

The foeman's blood, the avenger's joy !

' But thee, my fi -'w'r, whose breath was giv.ii
Hy milder genii o'er the deep.
The spirits of the white man's heaven
Forbid not thee to weep ;

—

Nor will the Christian host,
Nor will my father's spirit grieve,
To see thee on the battle's eve,
Lamentintr take a mournful leave
Of her who loved thee most;
She was the rainbow to thy sight !

Thy sun—thy heaven -of lost delight !

' To-morrow let us do or die 1

But when the bolt of death is hurl'd.
Ah whither then with thee to fly,

Shall Outalissi nam the world?
Seek we thy once-loved home ?

The hand is gone that cropt its flowers
;

Unheard their clock repeats its hours !

Cold is the hearth within their bowers !

And ?>houId we thither roam,
Its echoes, and its i mpty tread.
Would sound like voices from the dead !

' Or shall we cross yon mountains blue.
Whose streams my kindred nation quaff 'd.

And by my side in battle true,
A thousand warriors drew the shaft?
Ah ! there in desolation cold.
The desert serpent dwells alone.
Where grass o'ergrows each mouldering bone,
And stones themselves to ruin grown
Like me are death-like old.

Then seek we not their camp- for there
The silence dwells of my despair !

' But hark, the trump I—to-morrow thou
In glory's fires shall dry thy tears

;

Ev'n from the land of shadows now
Mj' father's awful ghost ajjpears,
Amidst the clouds that round us roll

;

He bids my soul for battle thirst-
He bids me dry the last -the first

—

The only tear that ever burst
From Outalis-i's soul

;

Because I may not stain with grief
The death-song of an Indian Chief !

]

Campbell will always be chiefly

known as the author of 'The Pleasures
of Hope,' although some prefer his
' Gertrude of Wyoming,' and Camp-
bell himself preferred it to the earlier

poem. It is the production, perhaps,
of a maturer mind, more experience of

life is thrown into it : it is character-

ized by fine description which 'The
Pleasures of Hope' must in the very
nature of the case be destitute of ; des-

crijjtion could only be incidental to it,

not of the very essence and texture of

the poem itself. There are less traces

of juvenility in ' Gertrude of Wyom-
ing '— the unrestrained ardour and
enthusiasm of a youthful mind. But
the poem with all its excellence has
nothing of the grandeur and sublimity

of the elder composition. The two
poems in fact have altogether a differ-

ent sphere and object. A portraiture
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of character, and a picture of the mov-

ing scenes of life were not the object of

the one : a descant upon that animat-

ing principle which

—

' Springs eternal in the human breast,'

was not the aim of the other. It is

questionable if Campbell, with all his

maturer powers, could have written

' The Pleasures of Hope ' at the age

that produced ' Gertrude of Wyoming.

'

Such a poem, perhaps, required the

enthusiasm of youth for its production.

Youth is peculiarly the season of hope,

and could better descant upon it. It

is wonderful, however, that such a

poem could have been the production

of so young a man as Campbell was

when ' The Pleasures of Hope ' took

the woi-ld by surprise. His powers

must have had a very precocious deve-

lopment, which was actually the case

from the earliest. Campbell was a man
when he was yet a boy. He exhibited

a matuiity of thought in his college

exercises which was altogether remark-

able. His translations of the Greek

choruses made at that time stand in

his published works at the present

day. Was the subject of 'The Plea-

sures of Hope ' suggested by the fol-

lowing paragraph in the letter of one

of his college friends, written in the

free and easy spirit of familiar corres-

pondence, between the terms of Col-

lege % ' We have now three " Plea-

sures " by first i-ate men of genius, viz

:

—" The Pleasures of Imagination "

—

" The Pleasures of Memory," and "The
Pleasures of Solitude." Let us cherish

"The Pleasures of Hope " that we may
soon meet in Alma Mater.' Thrown
out in this careless way, without the

remotest purpose perhapstowards such

a contingency, it is not unlikely that

this was the first suggestion of the

future subject, which, brooding in his

mind, was aftei'wards expanded into

the immortal poem which Campbell

gave us under the precise title. As
Campbell himself has written :

' —How our fates from inimomentous things
May rise like rivers out if little springs !'

The brook, however, passes away in

the very river of which it is tlie source

;

not so the poem which had its origin,

if it had its origin, m this casual al-

lusion. It flows on, and will flow on
to latest ages.

' The Pleasures of Hope ' is intend-

ed to depict the scenes that may lie in

the future at any of the different

periods of life, and extending even in-

to a future existence—to paint the

obstacles that may obstruct or prevent

the realization of these,tyranny,wrong-

disappointment of every kind

—

' The spectre doubts that roll

Cimmerian darkness on the parting soul.'

and the triumph of Hope over all \

The pictures which Hope represents

to itself at different times, and in every

varying situation, are finely given.

History is laid under contribution for

examples to illustrate the power of

this principle. The endurance of the

soldiers under Charles of Sweden

:

the wrongs of Poland—the hopes of

that sufi'ering nation quenched in the

fh'es of Warsaw: the chief of Congo
torn from his native soil, and doomed
to drag out his remaining days in

slavery : Hope has its sustaining

power in the worst of these situations,

or it is the object of the poet to show
in what extremities even hope must
fail.

The relation of ideas—the transi-

tion from theme to theme—may some-

times, in this finished composition,

not be very obvious. The thread of

connection is sometimes slender enough.

This is confessedly a weakness. One
would desire the connection to 1 )e more
visible—the pai-ts to be in better har-

mony with each other, and with the

general theme.

But this, after all, is a small matter

when put beside the far greater excel-

lencies of the poem. From beginning

to end it is one unbroken strain of

elegant, refined, impassioned poetry

—

now tenderand pathetic, anon generous,
sublime, indignant against wrong,

and, with the inspiration of prophecy,
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predicting a brighter destiny to all the

oppressed and enslaved of humankind.
Campbell had not fallen on those

days when Scepticism Ls a ^Ti'tue, and
infidelity has its chosen missionaries

among the poets themselves. He had
not passed throngh that strange pro-

cess by which a mind with clear per-

ceptions, and high imagination, could

negative all the finer sentiments of

humanity, and welcome a state of pure
nescience in principle, and animalism
in feeling. Campbell would have gro^\^l

pale at some of the bold impieties of a

Swinburne, and his pen would have
dropped from his gi-asp ere he would
have allowed himself to indulge in

many of the pruriences which stain the

pages of the latter.

We are tempted to quote, even at

the risk of repeating passages that

must be familiar to most of our readers.

' When first the Rhodian's mimic art arrayed
The Queen of Beauty in her Cyprian shade.
The happv master mingled in his piece
Each looli that charmed him in the fair of Greece.
To faultness nature true, he stole a grace
From every finer form and sweeter face

;

And as he sojuura'd 0:1 the .E^^eau iales,

Woo'd all their love and treasurd all their smiles
;

Then glowed the tints, pure, precious, and refined.

And mortal charms seem'd heavenly when combined I

Love on the picture smiled ! Expression pour'd
Her mingling spirit there—and Greece adored .'

So thy fair hand, enamour'd fancy I gleans
The treasur'd pictures of a thousand scenes ,

Thy pencil traces on the lover's thought
Some cottage home from towns and toils remote.
AMiere love and lore may claim alternate hours
With peace embosom'd in Idaliau bowers I

Remote from busy Life's bewilder'd way,
O'er all his heart shall taste and beauty sway !

Free on the sunnv slope, or winding shore,
\\'ith hermit steps to wander and adore !

There shall he love, when genial mom appears.
Like pensive beauty smiling in her tears,

' o watch the brightening roses of the sky !

And muse on Nature with a poet's eye I

And when the sun's last splendour lights the deep.
The woods and waves and murmuring winds asleep ,

WTien fairy harps th' Hesperian planet hail.
And the lone cuckoo sighs along the vale.
His path shall be where streamy mountains swell.
Their shadowj- grandeur o'er the narrow dell.
Where mouldering piles and forests intervene,
Mingling with darker tints th'.- living green

;

No circling hills his ravish'd eye to bound
Heaven, Earth, and Ocean blazing all around !

Our other quotation will be from that
portion of the poem in which we have
the strong protest against infidelity,

beginning with the apostrophe to Hope
as the daughter of Faith ; we quote,
however, only the former part of the
passage :

Unfadnig Hope ! when life's last embers bum.
When soul to soul, and dust to dust return !

Heaven to thy charge resigns the awful hour !

Oh : then thy Kingdom comes : Immortal Power '.

AVTiat though each spark of earth-bom rapture fly
The quivering lip, pale cheek, and closing eye !

Bright to the soul thy seraph hands convey
The morning dream of life's eternal daj-—

'

ihen, then, the triumph and the trance begin.
And all the phoenix spirit burns within I

Oh .' deep-enchanting prelude to repose,
The dawn of bliss the twilight of our woes !

Vet half I hear the panting spirit sigh,
" It is a dread and awful tiling to die !"

Mysterious worlds, untravell'd by the sun '.

Where Times' far wandering tide has never run.
From your unfathom'd shades, and viewless spheres,
A warning comes, unheard by other ears :

'Tis Heaven's commanding trumpet long and loud.
Like Sinai's thunder jjealmg from the cloud .'

\Vhlle Nature hears, with terror-mingled trust,
The shock that hurls her fabric to the dust.
And like the trembling Hebrew when he trod
The roaring waves and called upon his God,
With mortal terrors clouds immortal bliss
And shrieks and hovers o'er the dark abyss I

Daughter of Faith I awake, arise, illume.
The dread unknown, the chaos of the tomb ";

Melt and dispel, ye spectre doubts that roll
Cimmerian darkness on the parting soul '.

Fly like the moon-eyed herald of dismay,
Chas'd on his night-steed by the star of "day
The strife is o'er—the pangs of nature close.

:.

And life's last rapture triumphs o'er her woes !'

Campbell lived before the age of
what is known as the subjective school
of poetry. That school is generally
traced to its source in the great up-
heaval of the French Revolution,
though on what grounds is not always
so clearly explained. Certainly, that
event could not happenwithout deeply-
seated causes in itself, and without
deeply affecting the whole framework
of the social state. Mind was thrown
more in upon itself. The foundations
of the moral, religious, and social

worlds were shaken. Principles were
brought to the tribunal of public
opinion which had nevei' so much as
been called in question. Mind paid
not so much deference to authority,
and looked into itself for its principles
of action and grounds of judgment.
The Lake poets were for a time carried
away by the tide, and inaugurated the
great change in poetic thought. They
stood the test, however, of principle
both in morals and religion ; and in
politics, thou:,h oscillating for a while,
they soon found their equilibrium
again. Campbell, perhaps, was not so
profound a thinker, or rather he was
too just a thinker, to be disturbed in
his opinions, except to have his mind
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thrown forward in the line of political

freedom, in the very direction in which

the Pantisocrasy halted. He had,

perhaps, been too well fortified by his

Presbyterian upbringing to be stag-

gered for a moment in his i-eligious

beliefs. Byron and Shelley were the

legitimate product of the French

Revolution. An influence from Ger-

man thought, however, it was that

gave the- peculiar cast to our more re-

cent poetry. Campbell did not par-

take of that influence. We see no-

thing of it in Burns or Scott. It is

not an unfavourable influence. It

brings out the poetry of our deepest

thought—it is often the poetry of

thought itself. Or it is thought and

feeling so blending with the outward,

that the one is fused in a kind of

amalgam with the other. This cer-

tainly has been carried too far, and
Campbell w^as at least free from the

obscurity which attaches to much of

our modern poetry. Campbell is al-

ways plain and intelligible. There is

no fetching at meanings or subtleties

which elude the grasp even of the

mind which is aiming at them. We
may admit that he wants many of

the subtler beauties w^hich are se-

cured in this peculiar efibrt. He
has nothing of the shot-silk, if we may
so speak, of poetry. There is nothing

of the opal tendency in his imagination;

all is on the surface and meets the eye

:

it does not need to be held in a par-

ticular light • before it displays its

beauties. Perhaps Campbell, accord-

ingly, has not the profound analogies

which many of our modern poets in-

dulge, in their more introspective ten-

dencies of thought. We would match,

however, some of Campbell's pieces

with anjrthing in modei'n times for

suggestiveness and beauty. We re-

gard the ' Lines on the View from St.

Leonard's,' for example, as superior to

Byron's famous address to the ocean

in 'Childe Harold.' The suggested

thoughts are finer, and not so obvious

—they have more originality certainly

,

and have more exquisite finish and

gracd In thesameway Campbell's 'Last

Man ' may be paralleled with Byron's
' Darkness,' and is more definite in

its meaning, and more statuesque in

its eftect. Itwas in a conversation with
Campbell that the subject of Byron's

poem was suggested to the latter,

and Campbell complains that some of

the thoughts even were stolen from
himself—especially the expression 'the

majesty of Darkness,' which Campbell
happened to employ in the course of

their colloquy. Campbell's is surely the

grander idea, the key-note of the

whole being the last stanza, in which
that last of our race, addressing the

sun, whose sinking rays expire with

his own expiring breath, says :

—

'Ge, Sun, while nierey holds me up
On nature's awful waste,

To drink this last snd bitter cup
Of yrief that man shall taste

—

Go tell the nit;lit that hides thy face,

Thou saw'st the last of Adam's race,

On earth's sepulchral clod.

The darkening universe dejy,
To quenr.h hia immortality.
Or shake his trust in God !'

Byron supposes the inhabitants of

earth, overtaken by the darkness of

the universe, without a sun, or with

a sun whose light had been quenched,

and all the nameless horrors of that

state ; an idea which lacks consistency

;

for if the sun is to go out in darkness,

according to the Bible doctrine, the

other doctrines consistent with that

should not have been ignored, and
surely the doctrine of immortality is

one of these. We are not, however,

attempting to show the superiority of

Campbell over Byron ; he was his in-

ferioi' in many respects—in ])0wer and
compass of mind, in versatility, in

vividness and force of imagination, in

copiousness and abundance of I'esour-

ces, in ingenuity and inventiveness of

thought. Campbell, however, would
not have wi-itten, if he could, much
that Byron's pen has indited

—

such as the dramas of ' Manfred

'

and ' Cain,' ' The Vision of Judg-

ment,' ' Beppo,' ' Don Juan,' kc.

Campbell's mind did not describe the

same circle as Byron's ; but, for that
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veiy reason perhaps, -while it was not

so expansive in its range, it was loftier

in its aspirations and intenser in

its glow. His imagination burned

more fervidly, and gave otf sparks of .

greater brilliancy. We are more '

anxious, however, to compare him
|

with the subjective poets of the day.

And it is in contrast with them that

we recognise the tendency now exist-

ing to disparage such poets as Camp- '

bell, and even Byron himself, to exalt

the particular favourites of the hour.

It will be acknowledged at once that

we have a new school of poetry^ in our

Tennysons and Brownings and Swin-

bui-nes and Morrises. Of course the

present age demands this subtler style

of thought—it has grown to it^no
less penetrating analysis will suffice.

It must see into and around a subject.

It lives on the borders of both worlds
;

it harmonizes the two ; it holds them
as it were in a sort of solution ; it is

difficult to distinguish the one from

the other, if they are distinguisha1)le

—and all this while the world of

sense is truly the one which alone is

recognised, or there are grave doubts,

at least, of the existence of the other.

It is not determiued whether there is

a spii'itual world or not ; even the

poet's fine essence may evaporate in

gas I We may indulge our fine imagin-

ings for a time. We may revel in our

own creations, and have -s-isions of any

amount of beauty—but they will all

mingle with the clods of the valley at

last. There is no God—no personal

DiA'inity presiding over mind. Our
o-wTi minds are but a finer essence, a

subtler vapour, a more ethereal lilos-

som ! Poetry and science have joined

hands in Comte's philosophy, and

Comte is the High Priest of both.

We have no hesitation in saying

that we regard much of our modern

poetry as no better than raving, beat-

ing the brains to bring out inanity : it

is seeing meaning where there is none

to be seen : aifecting a profounder

wisdom, and a subtler insight, when,

if the oracle was penetrated, it would

be found to have uttered nothing
worthy of the god !

Is there anything in the whole
range of our subjective poetry to sur-

pass the * O'Connoi-'a Child,' the
' Hitter Bann,' ' Reullura,' ' Lines

on leaving a scene in Bavaria,' the

war lyrics, ' Hallowed Ground,

'

' Lochiel's Warning. ' The ' O'Connor's

Child ' is a poem of thrilling pathos

and exquisite beauty ; the ' Bitter

Bann ' embodies a touching incident

of the age of ballad and romance

;

' Reullura ' carries us back to the times

of the ' dark-attired Culdees,' and pre-

sents an exquisite panoramic glimpse

of Scotland's ' Western isles ;' the
' Lines on leaving a scene in Bavaria

'

is pervaded by a fine spii-it of medita-

tion, and by all the poet's amiableness

of heart ;
' Hallowed Ground ' is in-

stinct with noble sentiment and poetic

fire ;
' Lochiel's Warning ' every

one has by heart. The war lyrics

are confessedly the finest war songs

in the language. Tennyson's ' Charge
of the Six Hundred,' and his latest

composition ; while they strike a note

that accords peculiarly with the

spirit of the time, have not the

poetry of Campbell's odes. The ' Bat-

tle of the Baltic' is in an exquisite

measure, and is characterized by the

noblest conceptions and the grandest

imagery. The introduction to the ode

is very fine. You almost see the

ships falling into line, or taking up
their position before the walls of Cop-

enhagen. What could be finer than

the silence of the advancing ships, and
the breathless expectation of the

mariners, as described in the second

stanza ?

' As they drifted on their path.
There was silence deep as death ;

And the boldest held his breath,
For a time.'

I

The grandeur of the imagery in the

succeeding stanza will be acknowledged

! by all:

' But the might of England flush 'd

To anticipate the scene
;

And her van the fleeter rush'd
O'er the deadly space between—
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" Hearts of Oak !" our caplain cried ; when each
gun

From its admantine lips

Spread a death-shade round the ships.

Like the hurricane eclipse

Of the sun.'

The cessation of the contest is finely-

conceived, after the briskest of the

fight:

' Again ! again ! again I

And the havock did not slack

,

Till a feeble cheer the Dane
To our cheering sent us back ;

—

Their shots along the deep slowly boom :

—

Then ceased, and all is wail.

As they strike the shattered sail ;

Or in conflagration pale
Light the gloom.'

The ode closes with a fine tribute to

those who died on the ' deck of fame '

' With the gallant good Riou.'

It was worthy of the heart of

Campbell to introduce them into his

song :

' Brave hearts ! to Britain's pride
Once so faithful and so true,

On the deck of fame that died ;

—

With the gallant good Riou :

Soft sigh the winds of Heaven o'er their grave !

While the billow mournful rolls

And the mermaid's song condoles.
Singing glory to the souls
Of the brave !

'

The ' Mariners of England ' is a

favourite with all British hearts, and
we have no doubt has nerved to the

conflict on many an occasion, when even
British bravery would, if possible, have
faltered. It has been sung on the

deck of many a ' man of war ' in

England's navy, and its elevated and
inspiriting sentiments must have
entered into and formed the very fibre

and texture of the mariner's courage,

as he stood unblenching in the thickest

of the contest, his comrades falling by
scores around him. ' Hohenlinden '

is a unique composition. Formed
on the simplest model, by a few
graphic strokes it l)rings before us the

veiy scenery of the combat, as Camp-
bell himself witnessed it from the walls

of a neighbouring monastery. Brief

as it is, it touches at once the most
opposite chords of the lyre, the truest

sublime and the tenderest pathos.

We are tempted to quote the ' Song
of the Greeks,' and it might not have

an unsuitableness in the present junc-

ture of the ' Eastern Question,' but

space does not permit. Beside this we
would put the stanzas on ' The PoM^er

of Russia,' which might almost seem
to have been written in view of the

present crisis, as if in fact Kossuth had
inspired them. They speak volumes

for Campbell's sagacity and political

foresight, and show, as his efibrts also

in behalf of the Poles, that he was a

man of action as well as of imagina-

tion.

The readers of Campbell will recall

with pleasure such poems as 'Glenara,'

'Lord Ullin's Daughter,' ' The Exile

of Erin,' 'The Soldier's Dream,' so

familiar to our childhood, ' Field

Flowers,' ' The Wounded Hussar,'
' To the Rainbow,' &c.. &c.

Campbell did not waste his poetry

on subjects that had no meaning. The
themes that invited his pen are always

worthy of his muse. He did not

weave a gossamer web out of materials

of which it would be as hard to grasp

the purport as to give the significance.

We are not speaking at present of the

Ai'thurian poems of Tennyson, al-

though even of them we are inclined

to say, if not too good, they are at

least too subtle

' For Human Nature's dailv food.'

We cannot subsist long in such an

atmosphere. We must come down
from these mountain-tops, and breathe

the air of the valleys, converse with

ordinary beings, and on familiartopics.

King Arthur need not have been a
fabulous person : Sir Lancelot and Sir

Galahad may have had their proto-

types in these ages of chivalry and
romance. We can easily imagine a

character like Guinevere in actual his-

tory, and the stoi-y of Merlin and
Vivien may often have had its counter-

part in actual life. But ' The Holy
Grail ' is so purely fabulous that one

is disposed to ask what ls the use of

attem])ting to body fortli what is so

entirely an imaginary creation 1 Our
present quarrel, however, is with a.
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very difierent school of poets from

that of Tennyson, though all may be

classed under the general designation

of the subjective school. Campbell

M'ould not recognise himself among the

singing fraternity did he survive to

the present day. Would "Wordsworth,

or Scott, or Southey 1 It is either a

great change for the better, or it is a

marvellous change for the worse. We
cannot pretend to the insight which

sees th« superiority of the modern
school. The old to us is better. We
choose to retain our senses, and not to

be hood-winked into the belief of a

meaning wliere we can discern none,

and of a beauty which is invisible to

all but the initiated.

We take our leave of Campbell
whom we twice voted for, to be Lord
Eectorof our venerable 'Alma Mater'

—the University of Glasgow. We
joined the procession which welcomed
him when he came the second time to

be installed into office. We well re-

member the enthusiasm which greeted

him, and the enthusiasm with which
he greeted his constituents, on the oc-

casion. It is gone like a dream, but

the memory of it is inspiring even at

this hour. We well recollect the slight

but well-knit frame, and the fine

Italian face—the sparkling eye—black

as a coal^the thin lip—the quivering

voice—the tension of gesture—when

he rose to address us—the ' tout en-

semble ' of a poet. Campbell was a

fine prose writer as well as poet. His
lectures on Greek Literature were
highly prized when they were delivered,

and when they were afterwards given

to the public. His ' Specimens of the

British Poets ' is a classic and standard

work at the present day. He was
characterized by exquisite taste. His
published i)oems would form a much
bulkier volume had he not exercised

the pruning knife to the extent that

he did, and to which it would be well

perhaps that other poets had done with
regard to their works.

Taste that like the silent dial's power,
That when supernal lii^ht is given.

Can measure inspiration's hour,
.\nd tell its height in heaven !

Beautifid words, which he himself

applied to the famous actor, Kemble,
on his taking leave of the stage. They
were as appropriate to the poet as to

the actor. Campbell had a playful and
lively wit, which overflowed in his

conversation and his letters. He was
a most genial friend and companion.

He was essentially a philanthropist,

especially in the cause of the Poles.

His exertions in behalf of that down-
trodden nation relaxed not till his

dying hour. Some earth from the

gi'ave of Kosciusko was strewed on his

coffin as it descended to its last rest-

ing-place in Westminster Abbey.

THE MINSTREL'S GOOD NIGHT.

BY M. H. NICHOLSOX.

' Ich singe wie der Vogel sinjt
Uer in den Zweigen wohnet.'— GoefAe.

QOOD night to all : The shadows o'er the lea

Are stretched like fallen turrets gray and long,

A lamlient gleam still trembles on the sea

That haunts me with an overpowering song.

Deeper than music of the gay-plumed throng

To which I listened by the morning's gate

And tried to give response. If that was wrong.
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Here only for your pardon do I wait

Ere I retire alone, but not all desolate.

Affection for my country and mankind

—

Unnoticed though it be—encheers me still ;

And I have striven with an eager mind,

The promise of my childhood to fulfil
;

But as steep rocks may turn aside the rill

And waste its virtue in the arid sand.

So sternest hindi'ances obstruct my will.

And most it grieves me that my native land

Heaps nothmg from my thought and little by my hand

This hai-p, to every various feeling true.

Has often in some lone, obscure retreat.

Been wet with tears, but tears are heavenly dew

—

Benignant showers for ardent bosoms meet

Else would the young afiections, opening sweet,

With dust of daily life become impure.

Or passion's rays would kiss them into heat,

Then, like unshaded flowers, they would be sure

To wither ere their time, to die and not mature.

All earth is tuneful when the infant leaves

First whisper to the idle breeze's play
;

Yet scarce less joyous when her lap receives.

The golden tribute of an autumn day.

The highest instinct that our lives obey

Points forward—never to a darkened close,

Nor would it help us on the destined way
If, with the soft allurement of repose.

The desert that we tread should blossom like the rose.

Thus in no dreary mood I bid good night

;

A liberal patroness has Nature been

In furnishing, if only for delight,

The sources whence some scanty tiiiths I glean.

Not in the halls where learned men convene,

But by the wave, and in the cloistered wood
Where, mufiled in their cloaks of sombre gi-een

Are i-anked the aged trees—the brotherhood

On whom the Holiest looked and saw that it was good.

I still the chords and on th' Acadian birch

Suspend my harp. Perchance the airy note

Of some kind chenib on his earthly search

Shall make diviner spell around it float.

If this should be, the day is not remote

When I shall take it from its voiceless rest,

And all its powers, with steadier touch, devote

To the prime motive of the patriot's breast*

And its achievements high with which our race is blest.
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LEVER'S MILITARY TALES.

BY J. L. STEWART.

SOME authors are the favourites of

the young, while others fiiid sym-
pathetic readers only among the mid-

dle-aged and the old. The stoiy-telling

gift, with or without other intellectual

endowments, makes a writer dear

to the heart of youth, while more
mature minds demand that the stories

shall display a knowledge of life and
character at least equal to their own.

Who has not wondered, on again read-

ing a book which charmed him in his

boyhood, what made it so attractive to

him once? The boy's eager-eyed love

of the marvellous, his capacious cre-

dulity, and his lack of insight into the

complex machinery which forms the

motive power of mankind, must be

recalled in order that the crude tale

may regain its power to please. It is

by no means true, however, that all

the books which please us in youth
lose theii- charm in maturity, as every

one knows from his own experience.

Some of the simplest works in every

language are among its finest specimens

of literary art, and we love them the

more when we have grown wise enough
to discover the secret of their power
over us. The books which have no
charm for us iri youth, and become
interesting when the studies, passions,

and experiences of manhood have ex-

panded our mental horizon, are much
more numerous.

The world is fond of ideals, and the

young have the power as well as the

vvill to believe in them. The New
Testament reveals the ideal man. Mil-

ton has given us the ideal devil, and

Dante has showTi us the ideal hell.

Defoe created the ideal castaway, and

every shipwrecked mariner who tinds

refuge on a savage or silent coast, is

still compared to Robinson Crusoe.

Cooper transformed the treacherous,

dirty, drunken and cruel Indian, into

the ideal savage, with unerring instinct,

sleepless eye, noiseless foot, undying-

gratitude, relentless hatred, and Ossi-

anic rhetoric. Marryat depicted the

ideal sailor. Porter drew the ideal

exile, and Lever sketched the ideal

Irishman, w^ho is widely accepted as a

faithful representative of his I'ace.

The works of Charles Lever, while

possessing considerable interest for

most mature minds, are much more
popular with the young. Eveiy boy
has read them, or heard other boys
sing their praises, until he longs to do
so. They possess qualities which will

make them dear to their youthful

mind for all time. They are autobio-

graphical stories, most of them, and
have little or no plot. The hero is the

central figure, and the intei-est lies

wholly in his ha])s and mishaps. The
other characters, as a rule, are dis-

missed unceremoniously when they

cease to afi'ect the career of the chief

personage of the tale. This is often

veiy provoking to inquiring readers,

as some of these secondaiy people are

very interesting, and are involved in

intrigues which rendef their safety

doubtful. The style is bold, dashing

and careless. There is no attempt at

close analysis of motives or balancing

of probabilities. The hero relates his

own adventvires, and leaves his aud-

ience to guess at the motives which

actuated those with whom he came in

contact. Incidents follow each other in
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i-apid sviccession. When one clanger is

escaped by tlie hero, he immediately

gets into another scrape of some kind.

We are kept in a state of constant

concern for him. Either his liberty is

threatened by the machinations of

enemies, his life endangered by duels,

or his hope of winning the one woman
who can make him happy on the point

of being changed to despair by his tem-

poraiy yielding to the fascinations of

pretty women, withwhom he is In-ought

into contact. He is no monster of per-

fection, like many heroes who are

popular with the young, but endowed

with a fair share of human weak-

nesses.

Lever's popularity came to him when
he was not expecting it. His ' Harry
Lorrequer, Avith his Confessions,' was

intended only for the pages of The

Dublin University Magazine, and was

begun rather as a series of sketches

than as a serial story. But the public

fell in love with Harry at his fii-st in-

troduction, and Lever was only res-

ponding to the popular demand when
he made his erratic hero acquire a for-

tune and many a wife. Although

surprised at the success of this work,

Lever was shrewd enough to follow up

the popular view he had thus un-

wittingly struck, and a line of young
Irish military heroes, whose advent-

ures in love and war are related with

much humour and skill, followed in

quick succession, giving their author a

high and enduring place in English

fiction. He has written works of an-

other kind, works making greater pre-

tensions to literary art, but these Irish

military tales made his reputation and
form the basis on which it rests.

Hariy Lorreciuer, the hero of the

first of the series, could only have been

drawn by an artist familiar with the

Celtic race. What a fresh, breezy, rol-

licking fellow he is ! What scrapes he

gets into I Warm-hearted, mercurial,

sanguine, impressible, he is ever ready

for friendshi]), lighting, love-making or

carousing. He throws himself into

everything he undertakes with head-

long enthusiasm, and follows any
phantom which attracts him with as

much earnestness, as if he thought it

real. He engages to play a part, and
forgets that he is not acting. He is

never dull, never listless, never utterly

idle. The world grows greener and
more enjoyable the more he sees of it.

He is never bored by companions,

duties or amusements. He fears ridi-

cule or dishonour only, and would
rather face a cavahy charge than a

laughing mess. What a contrast such

a character presents to the lisping,

lolling, low-toned victims of ennui, who
are now, as they were then, so numer-

ous as to give tone to cei'tain fashion-

able circles, and create imitators of

drawling speech, vacant stare and list-

less yawn ! It is no wonder that the

world turned from its pasteboard gal-

lants to this flesh-and-blood ofispring

of the imagination with a sense of

relief that fovmd expression in the

manifestation of a wai-m welcome.

The artificial, in life as in literature,

grows wearisome, so wearisome that

an affectation of naturalness is often

morewelcome than the geniiine article,

because it presents a greater contrast

to that which has gi-own unendurable.

It is thus that one mannerism leads to

another. Lever did not wholly escape

the subtle influence of this tendency

towards the opposite extreme, when he

drew Harry Lorrequer as a contrast,

and a rebuke to the fashionable mili-

tary type of the time, but his sins were

those of exaggeration, rather than of

caricature or affectation. He did not

exhibit a mask or a mummy and call

it man, nor set up a clown as a gentle-

man.
It was not only as a healthy contrast

to the military lounger of the day, that

Harry Lorretjuer was welcomed, but as

a new and natural type of the ficti-

tious autobiographer. His confessions

possessed all the frankness of Rous-

seau's, without their morbidness and

delusions regarding the rest of the

world, and he was loved for his faults

as well as for his vii-tues. The perfect
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hero, and the monster of iniquity, had
had their day, and the natural man
was waited for.

(When will biographers learn the

lesson which siiccessful novels are daily

teaching,—learn to give the faults of

their subjects sufficient prominence

to relieve the monotony of their vir-

tues, and thus gain the confidence of

readers by real or artistically feigned

frankness f)

Harry Lorrequer begins the story

of his adventures in Ireland, on his

return fi-om the wars, by describing

the festivities with which the citizens

and corporation of Cork welcomed the

soldiers, and quickly gives us an in-

sight into his character. At one of

these entertainments which begins at

three in the afternoon and ends no man
of his acquaintance knows when he

makes himself agreeable after the fol-

lowing fashion :

—

' After walking for about an hour
with one of the prettiest girls I ever

set my eyes upon, and getting a tender

squeeze of the hand as I restored her to

a most affable looking old lady in a

blue turban and red velvet gown, who
smiled most benignly on me, and
called me ' J/ee/or,' I retired to recruit

for a new attack, to a small table,

where three of ours were quaffing,

^ ponche (I hi Roniaine,' vf'\t\\ a crowd of

Corkogians about them, eagerly inquir-

ing about some heroes of their own
city, whose deeds of arms they were
surprised, did not obtain special men-'

tion from ' the Duke. ' I soon ingra-

tiated myself into this well-occupied

clique, and dosed tliem with gloiy to

their hearts' content. I resolved at

once to enter into their humour ; and
as the • ponche' mounted up to my
brain, I gradually found my acquaint-

anceship extended to every family,

and connection in the country.

'

' Did ye know Phil Beamish, of the

3-th, sir ?
' .said a tall, red-faced, red-

whiskered, well-looking gentleman,

who bore no slight resemblance to

Feargus O'Connor.

'Phil Beamish!' said I. 'Indeed

I did, sir, and do still ; and there is

not a man in the British army I am
piouder of knowing.' Here, by the

way, I may mention, that I never heard

the name till that moment.
' You don't say so, sir,' said Feargus

—for so I must call him for shortness

sake. ' Has he any chance of the com-

pany yet, sir 1
'

' Company !

' said I in astonishment.

'He obtained his majority three months
since. You cannot possibly have heard

from him lately, or you would have

known that 1
'

' That's true, sir. I never heard since

he quitted the 3-th to go to Versailles,

I think they call it, for his health.

But how did he get the stej), sir 1

'

' Why, as to the company, that was
remarkable enough,' said I, quaffing off

a tumbler of chanqm,gne, to assist my
invention. 'You know it was about

ionr o'clock in the afternoon of the

18th, that Napoleon ordered Grrouchy

to advance with the first and S'econd

brigade of the Old Guard, and two
legiments of chasseurs, and attack the

position occupied Vjy Picton, and the

regiments under his command. Well,

sir, on they came, masked by the smoke
of a terrible discharge of artillery,

stationed on a small eminence to our

left, and which did tremendous execu-

tion among oi;r poor fellows—on they

came, sir, and as the smoke cleared

partiallyaway we got a glimpse of them,

and a more dangerous lookmg set I

should not desire to see : grizzle-bearded,

hard-featured, bronzed-fellows, about

five-and-thirty or forty years of age

;

their beauty not a whit improved by
the red glare thrown upon their faces,

and along the whole line by each flash

of the long twenty-fours that were
playing away to the right. Just at this

moment Picton rode down tlie line

wdth his staff, and stopping within a

few paces of me, said :
' They're coming

up ; steady, boys ; steady now ; we shall

have something to do .soon.' And then,

turning round, he looked in the dii'ec-

tion of the French battery, that was
thundei'ing away again in full force.
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' Ah, that must be silenced,' said he.

' Where's Beamish 1 '—' Says Picton !

'

interrupted Feargus, his eyes starting

from theii' sockets, and his mouth
growing wider every moment, as he

listened with the most intense interest.

' Yes,' said I, slowly ; and then, with

all the provoking nonchalance of an

Italian improvisatore, who always

halts at the most exciting point of his

narrative, I begged a listener near me
U) fill my glass from the iced punch
lieside him. Not a sound was heard as

I lifted the bumper to my lips ; all

were breathless in their wound-up
anxiety to hear of their countryman,

who had been selected by Picton—for

what, too, they knew not yet, and in-

deed, at this instant I did not know
myself, and nearly laughed outright,

for the two of ours who had remained

at the table had so well employed their

interval of ease as to become very

pleasantly drunk, and were listening

to my confounded story with all the

gravity and seriousness of the world.
' "Where's Beamish 1 ' said Picton.

'Here, sir,' said Phil stepping out from

the line, and touching his cap to the

general, who, taking him apart for a

few minutes, spoke to him with great

animation. We did not know what he

said ; but before five minutes were
over, there was Phil with thi-ee com-
panies of light-bobs drawn up at our

left ! their muskets at the charge they

set off" at a round trot down the little

steep, which closed our flank. We had
not much time to follow their move-
ments, for our own amusement began
soon ; but I well remember, after re-

pelling the French attack, and stand-

ing in square against two heavy charges
of cuirassiers, the first thing I saw
where the French battery had stood,

was Phil Beamish and about a hand-
ful of brave fellows, all that remained
from the skii-mish. He captured two
of the enemy's field-pieces, and was
Captain Beamish on the day after.'

' Long life to him !
' said at least a

dozen voices behind and about me,
while a general clankino; of decanters

and smacking of lips betokened that

Phil's health with all the honors was
being celebrated. For myself, I was
really so engrossed by my narration,

and so excited by the ' ponche,' that

I saw or heard very little of what was
passing around, and have only a kind

of dim recollection of being seized

by the hand by ' Feargus,' who was
Beamish's brother, and who, in the

fulness of his heart, would have hugged
me to his breast, if I had not oppor-

tunely been so overpowered as to fall

senseless under the table.'

It is the same determination to make
himself agreeable, and to shine con-

spicuously in all companies, that makes
him the life and soul of the garrison

entertainments which are given in re-

turn. He is especially great in pri-

vate theatricals. ' In the morning,' he

says, ' I was employed painting scen-

ery and arianging the properties ; as

it grew later I regulated the lamps

and looked after the foot-lights, medi-

tating occasionally between angry liti-

gants, whose jealousies abound to the

fidl as much in private theatricals as

in the regular coi'ps dramatique. Then
I was also leader in the orchestra and

had scarcely given the last scrape in

the overture, before I was obliged to

appear to speak the prologue.' What
an amusing picture is this of irrepres-

sible activity and all-grasping versa-

tility ! What more natural than that

so Ijusy an artist should sometimes

'forget his professional duties, or blend

them with his theatrical occupations %

His first serious scrape in consequence

of his pre-occupation with the drama
grows naturally out of the antecedent

events and his own character. It is,

it may be remarked in passing, one of

the strongest proofs of the instinctive

art which guides the author's rapid

pen, that the numerous incidents which

enliven his stories are always in har-

mony with the circumstances in which

they hap]:)en, and that the scrapes into

which his heroes fall; not less than

the acts which they deliberately per-

form, are such as might be expected
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to follow from the lives they lead and

the company they keep. The succes-

sion of good and ill haps, whose recital

forms the burden of the story, have an

air of prol>aliility, a harmony with

time, place and person, equal to that

which makes the adventures of Signor

Gil Bias de Santillane so captivating.

The yiarticular adventure alluded to

above is described in the author's best

vein, and must necessarily lose its

charm when more briefly told. The
colonel, a regular martinet, is strongly

opposed to the regimental theatricals,

and will not countenance them in any
way. Hariy, as the chief offender in

this respect, is marked out for harsh

treatmentwhen occasion arises to justi-

fy severity. He knows the colonel's

amiable intentions, and is on his guard
against any breach of discipline. But
of what use are the prudent resolves

of such as he ? An unusually success-

ful performance, in which ourhero is the

great attraction as Othello, is followed

by a champagne supper on the stage,

when the noble Moor sits at the head
of the table in fid 1 costume, and leads the

singing, toasting, speaking and drink-

ing, until the portly Desdemona car-

ries him to his quarters. He is aroused

next morning by the beating of the

dnim, and his horritied to find the re-

giment under arms for drill. With
his head in a whirl, his military and
theatrical ward-robes sadly mixed, and
his toilet-table, glass and wash-basin

absent at the theatre, he dresses as

well as he can and hurries down to

where the fx-owning colonel and the

i-est of the officers are awaiting him.

A general titter passes along the line

as he proceeds, and lie reaches the

group of officers in indignation at such
a disrespectful reception. What is his

surprise when the officers Itreak out
into a general roar of laughter the

moment they catch sight of him. He
looks down at his costume, expecting
to see tliat he has made .some mistake
in dressing, liiit all is correct. He
catches tlie infection and laughs also.

Then the officers fairly grow hysterical

.
with mirth. The colonel, who has been

!

examining some of the men, comes

I

angrily up to the gi'Oiip, and Harry,
t respectfully touching his cap, wishes-

!

him good morning. The colonel, pur-

ple with rage, and faii-ly shaking with
passion, cries, 'Go, sir, toyoiir quarters::

,
and before you leave them a court-

martial .shall decide if such continued
insult to your commanding officer war-
rants your name being in the Army
List.' ' May I beg. Colonel Garden,'
says HariT. ' To your quarters, sir,'

roars the colonel. It is with a heart
swelling with indignation at the laugh-

ter of his comrades and the tyranny of

the colonel that Harry summons his-

servant, on his return to his quarters,

to ask for information in regard to the
cause of the sensation he has caused..

The servant laughs likes the rest, and,,

in reply to his master's fimous de-

mand for an explanation of his levity,,

says :
' Oh, sir, surely you did not ap-

pear on the parade with that face !

'

Harry springs to the glass, which had
been replaced, and there is the black
fape of Otliello glowering at him under
a bear-skin shako.. Then it is his turn
to laugh. But when his friend the ad-
jutant comes to warn him that the-

colonel will not believe it was an ac-

cident, but is firmly convinced that it

was an intentional insult, our hero
characteristically resolves rather to

risk the impending court-martial than:

endure the laughter of the regiment,,

and boldly declares that the colonel is

right ; that it was no mistake ; that

he had made a bet that the colonel

should see him as Othello, andhad won.
So the adjutant goes out to reawaken
the laughter of the regiment, at the

colonel's expense this time, and Harn"
goes to the colonel's quarters and by
very humble apologies for the accident,

succeeds in making his peace. Every
dinner-table in Cork laughs at the poor
colonel, and Lorrequer becomes more
popular than ever.

He is punished for this escapade by-

being sent into the interior on the first

detachment duty that ofiers, and, find-
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ring no other outlet for his surplus

'energies, falls violently in love.

Tlie Earl of Callouby, whose country

seat is near his place of banishment, is

an old friend of his uncle. Sir Guy
Lorrequer, and ajiparently under the

impression that Harry is the favoured

nephew who is to inherit the baronetcy

and the estates, makes him take up
r^ iliiB residence with the family. Harry

thinking it time that his relationship

to Sir (tuv should be of some advan-

tage to him, accepts the offered hospi-

tality, and is soon on the most intimate

-.termswith every member of the family

except the eldest daughter, Lady Jane,

with whom he is too deeply in love to

be familiar. One morning, after each

member of the family in turn, with the

exception of Lady Jane,, claims him in

fulfilment of a different engagement
for the day. Lady Callouby cai-ries him
off" to the conservatory to decide dis-

putes al)out some new plants. She
calls his attention to a scrubby little

thing, which he proceeds to examine
minutely, while the gardener waits in

intense anxiety for his decision on it.

' Collins will have it a jungei-mania,'

says Lady Callouby. 'And Collins is

right,' Harry promptly adds, making
the gardener look ridiculously happy.
' What a wretch it is !

' says Lady
Catherine, theyounger daughter, cover-

ing her face with her handkerchief,

and he sees that one at least has dis-

covered him.

The same accommodating disposition

induces him to assist in the canvass of

the county, and to take an active part

in discussions on agriculture, rents,

tithes, and other topics of which he
knows as little as he does of botany.

It also leads him into the writing of

several autogx-aphs of distinguished

men, including Napoleon, for a lady

who desires to add to her collection.

More than this, he accepts a challenge

to mortal combat from a man he has

never heard of, for an offence he is

ignorant of, rather than disoblige the

gentleman, his friend the adjutant

jocularly saying that .if he shoots the

challenger they ' might worm out the

secret (the cause of quai*rel) from his

executors.

'

Lever's novels are rich in the litera-

ture of the duello. Most of his heroes
' go out ' more than once, with varying

results. His tone, when he descends

to moralizing, is condemnatory of the

code, but his descriptions are well cal-

culated to popularize it. His tire-eat-

ing seconds, and his general treating

of the subject, have been copied so

faithfully by many other authors that

one feels already familiar with these

scenes when reading Lever for the

first time. Dr. Finucane, who acts as

the friend of the challenging party in

this duel for an unexplained cause, is

the original of many of the seconds

who figure in later novels. Small of

stature, active, polite, self-im{)ortant,

utterly reckless of his friend, but

ready to stand in his place if required,

the doctor })icks out ' a sweet spot
'

and places the men. Harry's hat is

ventilated, and his opponent receives

a bullet in the leg. The doctor cooly

pronounces the wound of no conse-

qvience, and Ijriskly presents pistols

for another shot, but loss of blood

weakens his principal until he faints

and falls. When he rallies he fixes

his eyes upon the doctor, and with

pale lips, and in a voice quivering

from weakness, thus mournfully repro-

aches his friend :
' Fin, didn't I tell

ye that pistol always threw high—oh

!

() Fin ! if you had only given me the

saw-handled one that I am tfscd to; but

it is no good talking now.' This fight-

ing Irishman is Giles Beamish, the
' Feargus ' of the ball-room at Cork,

and his thirst for blood was caused by
the discovery that his brother Phil,

of whose exploits Hany had given so

glowing an account, had run away
with the regimental treasure the day

before the battle of Waterloo.

Father Malachi Brennan, to whose

house the duelling party repairs, with

the wounded man, could only be drawn
by an Irishman, and could only be lo-

cated in Ireland. He may or may
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not have been drawn from the life,

but it is certain' that he has been gen-

erally accepted as a possibility, if not

a reality, instead of being probated

against as a libel on the priesthood.

His short, fleshy and muscular figui'e;

his large and rosy face, with an ex-

pression of boundless good humour
and inexhaustible drollery ; his bald

head, with its ring of hair at the base
;

and his rich voice and mellow brogue,

make him what Lever had often pic-

tured to himself as ' the beau ideal of

his caste.' He loves good fare, hot

punch, good company, and jokes, good

or bad. The famous quarterly dinner

at the parsonage, which Harry and
his friends attend, must be fresh in the

memory of every reader of Lever.

The mirthful priest, ready to hoax
part of his guests at the expense of

the others, introduces Harry as Lord
Kilkie, eldest son of their landlord,

and the adjutant as the new Scotch

steward and improver. Harry's dis-

claimer is drowned by the enthusias-

tic cheering which greets him, and,

with his fatal facility for falling into

the humour of the moment, he soon

finds himself listening blandly to the

grievances and petitions of those

around him—lowering rents, deliver-

ing debtors from jail, abolishing ar-

rears, making roads over impassible

bogs and inaccessible mountains, and
even conducting water to a mill which,

as he learns next morning, had always

been worked by wind. When drink

and drollery have produced the proper

frame of mind in which rivalry in

good works will make men forget their

ordinary caution with respect to mo-
ney matters, the priest introduces the

serious business of the evening, a con-

tribution on behalf of some Church
fund. The author's description of the

progress of the plate gives more in-

sight into the good father's manner of

working upon the feelings of his

parishoners than alengthy essay would,

and the temptation to quote it is too

great to be resisted :

—

He brought a plate from a side-

table, and placing it before him, ad-

dressed the company in a very brief

but sifitable speech, detailing the ob-

ject of the institution he w-as advocat-

ing, and concluding with the following

words :
' And now ye'll just give-

whatever ye like, according to your
means in life, and what ye can spare.'

The admonition, like the ' morale '

of an income tax, having the im-

mediate effect of putting each man
against his neighbour, and suggesting

to their already excited spirits all the-

ardor of gambling, without, however,
a prospect of gain. The plate was.

fii'st handed to me in honour of my
' rank,' and having deposited upon it a

handful of small silver, the priest i-an

his finger through the coin and called

out :

' Five pounds ! at least ; not a far-

thing less, as I'm a sinner. Look,,

there—see now ; they tell ye the gen-
tlemen don't care for the lil^e of ye,

but see for yourselves. May I trouble

ye'r lordship to pass the plate to Mi'.

Mahony—he's impatient, I see.

'

Mr. Mahony, about whom I per-

ceived very little of the impatience

alluded to, was a grim-looking old

Christian, in a rabbit-skin waistcoat,

with long flaps, who fuml)led in the

recesses of his breeches pocket for five

minutes, and then drew forth three

shillings, which he laid upon the plate-

with what I thought very much re-

sembled a sigh.

' Six and six pence, is it % or is it

five shillings 1—all the same, Mr.
Mahony, and I'll not forget the thrifle

you were speaking about this morning
anyway ;' and here he leaned over a&
interceding with me for him, but in

reality to whisper in my ear, ' The
greatest miser from this to Castlebar.

'

' Who's that put down the half-

guiaea in goold 1
' (and this time he

spoke the truth. ) ' WTio's that, I

say 1 ' ' Tim Kennedy, your rever-

ence,' said Tim, stroking his hair down
with one hand, and looking proud and
modest at the same moment.

' Tim, ye're a credit to us anyday
„
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rand I always said so. It's a ganger

he'd like to be, my lord,' said he,

tixrning to me, in a kind of stage

whisper. I nodded and muttered

something, when he thfinked me most

profoundly as if his suit had pros-

})ered.

' Mickey Oulahan—the lord's look-

ing at ye, Mickey.' This was said

})ianissime across the table, and had

the eflect of increasing Mr. Oulahan's

donation from five shillings to seven

—

the last had being pitched in ver-y

much in the style of a gambler making
his final coup, and crying ' va hanque.^
' The Oulahans were always dacent

people—dacent people, my lord.'

' Begorra, the Oulahans was niver

dacenter nor the Molowiieys, anyhow,'

said a tall athletic young fellow, as

he threw down three crown pieces,

with an energy that made every coin

leap from the plate.

' They'll do now,' said Father Bren-

nen ;
' I'll leave them to themselves,'

and truly the eagerness to get the plate

and put down the subscription fully

equalled the rapacious anxiety I have

witnessed in an old maid at loo, to get

possession of a thirty-shilling pool, be

the same more or less, which lingered

on its way to her in the hands of many
a fair competitor.

Such is our side of Father Bren-

nen's character, and many authors

have shown their appreciation of it by
borrowing its peculiarities for priests

of their own creation.

Our hero makes a half avowal of

his love for Lady Jane, believes that

she loves him in return, encourages

himself to hope for the earl's consent,

and gets leave of absence after the

departure of the Calloubys for Lon-
don, for the pvirpose of appealing to

his uncle for such a settlement as will

justify his pretensions to the hand of

the lady. He no sooner marks out

the road before him than he ah'eady

fancies himself successful in all things.

His uncle settles upon him part of the

estates intended for the favoured ne-

phew, the lady flies into his arms, and

the earl says, ' Bless you, my children.

'

All this is plain before his mind's eye,

and doubt never enters to mar the

picture. After perpetrating a huge
sell on a fellow passenger in the pac-

ket, and being delayed four or five

weeks by injuries from the iipsetting

of the Liverpool and London coach,

he arrives in London to find that the

Calloubys have gone to Paris. Then
he posts down to Elton, sure of being
able to persuade his uncle to make a

good settlement on Lady Jane in case

she became the wife of Harry Lorre-

quer. But before he opens his heart

to Sir Guy, he learns from him that

his cousin is the guest of Lord Cal-

louby in Paris, and the favoured sui-

tor for the hand of Lady Jane. Let-

ters have passed between the earl and
the baronet on the subject, and the

match is regarded by the old gentle-

man as good as made. Then Harry
sees clearly what he had suspected

before, that the earl had mistaken him
for the heir of Sir Guy, and supposes

that his adored one shifted her affec-

tions on learning that she had been
deceived in regard to her lover's ex-

pectations. He sinks instantly to the

lowest depths of despair, and sees no
gleam of hope piercing the blackness.

He conceals his mission from his uncle,

and cuts his visit short.

But it is not in the nature of Harry
Lorrequer to brood long over his woes.

Mischief, fun and frolic are abi'oad,

and they soon find him out. Jack
Waller, an old dragoon acquaintance,

picks him up and asks his assist-

ance in carrying ofiT the fail- daughter

of a rich old India otficer who lives

near Cheltenham. He demurs at first,

but soon allows himself to be drawn
into the scheme, makes the acquaint-

ance of the family, and is on the point

of proposing for the lady when Jack
runs away with her. That adventure

was one of the most amusing and least

satisfactory of all his escapades, and
cannot be recalled by any reader with-

out laughing.

After a halt in Dublin, where he
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meets Tom OTlaherty, Mrs. Clan-

frizzle and other amusing people, he

i-eaches his regiment, having a laugh-

able stage-coach adventure en route,

engages once more in the management
of private theatricals that end in grief,

becomes ludicrously involved in a

friend's abortive attempt to elope with

the daughtei' of a rural magnate, and
is sent with a detachment to an assize

town where trials are in progress which

agitate the public mind considerably,

and gives him an insight into the me-

thods employed by the magistracy and
constabulary for the detection and
punishment of parties guilty of rick

l)urning and other crimes only too

popular then and now among the

masses in that country.

Harry is astounded, and transport-

ed once more into the regions of the

blest, by the reception of a letter from
Lord Callouby, playfully upbraiding

him for silence and absence, and cor-

dially inviting him to join the family

in Paris. He cux-ses his folly in so

readily believing the rumour about his

cousin's success, fancies that the fair

Jane is destined for him after all, and
rises once more to the seventh heaven
of blissful expectation. Another
leave is obtained, and once more he
starts ofi" with the purpose of propos-

ing for the fair and beloved Lady
Jane. After a day of fun in Dublin
his sorrows begin. He accepts, against

the warnings of his better genius, the

care of two ladies en route for Paris,

one of them being young and pretty.

They are helpless, and Hariy has to

care for them. He loves Lady Jane
with his whole heart, but Miss Isabella

Bingham is near him, depending on
his protection, looking to him for

amusement, and how can he help be-

ing very tender towards her? He
feels his danger, and yet he knows
there is no escape, for how can a

man, and such a man as Harry Lor-

requer, run away from a pretty girl ?

The intimacy grows greater every

day, the mother smiles approvingly,

and he already has a warning

glimpse of an entanglement which
may ruin his dearest hopes. The
young couple walk on in advance
of the cai-riage, wander from the high
road, are left behind, and, having pro-

cured a conveyance, are arrested and
detained because they arewithout pass-

ports, those necessary documents be-

ing in the carriage with mamma. The
dismal night at the inn, the ludicrous

blanket adventure, the examination
before the maire, and the reunion with
Mrs. Bingham, follow, and Harry
arrives at Paris to find that the Cal-

loubys are at Baden.

A few hours in Paris are sufficient

for him to get involved in a riot in a

gaming house, after he has broken the

bank, to become the confidant of Mr.
Arthur O'Leary's amusing love adven-
tures, to receive a wound in a duel

with a Frenchman, and to become, to

all appearances, hopelessly entangled
with Miss Bingham. But he honour-
ably escapes from the fair Isabella's

toils, no thanks to his own discretion

or management, and succeeds, by the

accidental exchange of passports with
a fellow-traveller, in escaping arrest

on account of the aflair in the gaming
house before getting over the frontier.

At Strasburg he is lionized in the

character of the celebrated composei-

whose passport he has, and given a re-

gular oration at the opera.

On his arrival at Munich he hastily

procures a suit for a ball that evening,

at which he exjtects to meet the Cal-

loul/ys, telling the over-worked tailor

to dress him like the Pope's Nuncio,
or the Mayor of London, if he liked,

but only enable him to go to the ball,

and is supplied with a diplomatic uni-

form. At his appearance in the ball-

room he is saluted by a court function-

ary as ' your excellency,' presented to

the King, and treated with the great-

est respect and familiarity hj his

majesty and all the great personages

in his train. He is at a loss to account
for the warmth of the royal reception,

but accepts the situation and enjoys

himself without vexing his mind in
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the searcli for reasons. Loi'd Callouby

finds him, when he aiTives, playing

whist with the King, Prince Maximi-
lian and the Prussian ambassador. He
is astonished, of course, and his as-

tonishment is not lessened, later in the

evening, when the grand mareschal

invited Harry to dine with his majesty

the following day. Lord Callouby

imparts the information that Guy
Lorrequer is expected to join them
soon, and Harry is so much afiected

by this discovery of his cousin's con-

tinued intimacy with the family that

he loses consciousness. An aid-de-

camp comes from the King to ask after

his health, a court carriage is placed

at ' his excellency's ' service, the Min-
ister for Foreign Affairs remarks to

Lord Callouby that he ' fears his ex-

cellency has been gi-eatly overworked
lately—his exertions on the subject

of the Greek loan are well known to

his majesty,' and is greeted as ' mon
cker colleague ' by the venerable Min-
ister.

Next morning, when summoned to

breakfast with the Callouby family,

he is stai-tled to learn that the town is

ringing with the story of his having
hoaxed the King by passing himself

off on him as the new English chargi

iVaffaires, who arrived the evening be-

fore the ball but did not attend it, and
has hard work to convince his friends

of his innocence. They make his peace

with the Court, but it is long before

he ceases to be addressed as ' your
excellency' and questioned about the

Greek Loan.

Sii" Guy Lorrequer arrives ; and
Harry's new-blown hopes of happiness

are changed to despair by the infor-

mation that the old gentleman has
drawn up a marriage contract for his

cousin and Lady Jane, and only awaits

the coming of the bridegi'oom. It was,

it appeared, the long-cherished wish of

both gentlemen to unite their houses,

and Harry is looked upon merely as a

friend of all parties who is expected to

unite in the general joy over the union.

Fancy the joyfulness witli which he

receives the information and accepts a
commission to go to Paris and hasten

Guy's coming. He insists, however,

that Lady Jane's consent to the mar-
riage be obtained before he takes any
steps for its futherance, and Lord Cal-

louby, who has taken that forgranted,

goes to his daughter and learns that

she is resolved not to marry their

chosen one. The old gentlemen la-

ment this failure of their cherished

plans, and Harry, inspired with a hope
that makes him tremble, says he might,

perhaps, win her consent to accept Sir

Guy Lorrequer's nephew. ' Name
your price, boy,' cries Sir Guy, ' and
keep your word.' Then Hai-ry sug-

gests that his own name be substi-

tuted for Guy's in the contract. They
are stunned for a moment, and then

Lord Callouby says :
' Fairly caught,

Guy ; a bold stroke, if it only suc-

ceeds. ' 'And it shall, by G ,' cries

the uncle. 'Elton is yoiirs, Harry
;

and with seven thousand a year, and
my nephew to boot, Callouby won't
refuse you.' Lord Callouby consents

for him to try his fortune with the

lady, and he rushes after her like a

maniac, catches her in his arms, pours

out the story of his old love and his

new fortune together, is accepted,

and the wedding follows the next week.

This synopsis of the story gives a

better idea of Harry Lorrequer's char-

acter than could Ije imparted by de-

scription of his characteristics, but it

scarcely conveys more than a hint of

the superabundant wealth of anecdote

and incident with which Lever en-

riches his tales. When his characters

are not engaged in adventures of a more
or less lively character, they are relat-

ing interesting episodes in theii- own
or others' lives.

There are two references to Canada
\i\ this story. In one of them Halifax

is located in the West Indies, and the

other gives an account of the manner
in which the Buffalo Fencibles were
frightened l>y the witty commander of

a small British garrison at Fort Peak,

onthe Niagara river, into surrendering



LEVERS MILITARY TALES. 209

their arms and ignominiously fleeing

for their lives.

Tn ' Charles O'Malley, the Irish

Dragoon,' we have a hero with a

strong family likeness to Harry Lor-

requer. His career might, but for

certain subtle differences of character,

almost be supposed to Vje that of

Harry previous to the introduction of

that versatile gentleman to the public.

The likeness is rather superficial, how-
ever, and grows weaker as we study

the two men. O'Malley comes on
the stage at seventeen, the heir

of a ruined Irish Squire's mortgaged
estates, and is transformed all at

once into a man by falling desper-

ately in love with a young lady he
can scarcely hope to win, and by seri-

ously wounding aman in a duel. What
a picture of a contested election we
have in the opening chapters. The
story of the escape of Godfrey O'Mal-
ley from his creditors (when the dis-

solution of Parliament rendered him
liable to arrest), by pretending to be

dead, travelling from Dublin to G-al-

way as a corpse, and addressing the

electors from the top of the hearse on
his aiTival, is told with Irish wit of

the most pungent description. The
conversation of Sir Harry Boyle and
the other conspirators in the mortuary
fi'aud is very amusing without being

absolutely irreverent, and Sir Hai-ry's

vain attempt to compose an obituary

notice without a bull must make every-

body laugh. Godfrey O'Malley owes
everybody, entertains everybody, and
is always ready to fight with a foe, or

drink with a friend. His tenants

love him and cheat him, and all the

paupei's and vagabonds bless his muni-
ficence and his mildness. ' There was
nothing else for it, boys,' he explains to

his constituents ;
' the Dublin people

insisted on my being their member, and
besieged the club-house. I i-efused

—

they threatened ; I grew obstinate

—

they furious. ' I'll die first,' said I

—

' Galway or nothing !

' (' Hurrah,'

from the mob. ' O'Malley forever !

')

And ye see I kept my word, boys

—

6

I did die ; I died that evening at a

quarter past eight. There, i-ead it for

yourselves ; there's the paper ; was
waked and carried out, and here I am
after all, ready to die in earnest for

you—but never to desert you.' Of
course he is cheered deafeningly, and
borne in triumph on the shoulders of

his admirers ; but when the real

secret of his escape leaks out his popu-

larity raises to a white heat, and his

progress is that of a returning con-

queror, so great is the general joy over

his escape from the officers of the law.

His success in the election is I'endered

sure by this exploit. No man who
has not shot a sheriff, broken out of

jail, or tarred and feathered a judge,

could stand before such popularity as

his, and the opposing candidate re-

tires. The bravery, hospitality, quar-

relsomeness, humour and ferocity of

the Irish character are indicated in

the opening chapters, with the clear

but seemingly careless touches of one
who speaks from a full knowledge of

his subject and does not for a moment
expect to be accused of having been

inconsistent.

In dealing \vith Irish electoral con-

tests Lever never sinks the artisan in

the partisan, as Lover and others who
have followed in his wake have done,

but gives both sides credit for about

an equal amount of unscrupulousness.

Honours are easy and it is the odd
trick that wins.

Captain Hammersly, the English-

man in whom Harry recognises a

dangeroiis rival for the hand of Lucy
Dashwood, although somewhat haughty
in bearing and heavy in the saddle, is

not painted, as a less accomplished

artist would have depicted him, in a

ridiculous light, but proves himself a

daring and accomplished rider, al-

though he finally comes to grief at the

sunk fence, the last and most dangei'-

ous of Harry's leaps in the fox hunt,

where they test the mettle of theii'

horses, and the strength of their own
bones, and acts the part of an honour-

able man throughout. Xo Englishman
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need blush at such, a representation of

his race. Few finer types of his class

are to be found in English fiction. He
fails in his sviit merely because the

lady cannot love him, and not Itecause

his deserts are less than his rival's.

It is to be hoped that, if young

O'Malley's college career was sketched

from life, a reform has taken place in

the University of Dublin. His room-

mate, Frank Webber, must ever re-

main the monarch of scapegrace stud-

ents. With talents enough to take the

highest prizes, he fails at every exami-

nation, and never rises higher than the

freshman foi-m. His genius for hatch-

ing mischief is only ecpialled by his

dexterity in executing it. No one can

help laughing at his impish perfor-

mances, and the more we laugh the

more we deprecate the folly A\"hich

leads him to waste his youth and

talents in winning the applause of

those who have his own distaste for

study, but lack his brains. His suc-

cess in making Dr. Mooney believe

that the Dean's drinking habits are

responsible for the noise which nightly

proceeds from the -wong in which they

are both quartered ; his street imper-

sonations of wandering minstrels ; his

conversation \sdth an imaginar}^ escap-

ing convict in the sewer, which di-aw

an eager crowd, and closes with the

frantic announcement tliat the poor

man has fainted, on which the mob go

madly to work and dig up the street

Avith the hope of rescuing the poor

fellow, thus bringing down the police

and military, and creating a serious

riot ; his assaults on watchmen, sere-

nades to professors, and transposition

of signs ; his wonderful success in

eluding conviction, and escaping pun-

ishment when fairly caught ; and the

crowning hoax of personating General

Dashwood's unknown sister-in-law,

visiting him in that character on the

night of his daughter's ball, and as-

tonishing the company by singing,

' The Widow Malone ' at the supper

table, have seldom been equalled in

real life or fiction.

But a commission in the Light Dra-
goons rescues O'Malley from the in-

glorious position of first lieutenant in

Webber's brigade, and he begins real

life in the Peninsula. The people he
meets over the punch-bowl, at the
mess-table, or around the bivouac fire,

with their reminiscences of other days;

his flirtations with the Dalrymple
girls at Cork, and the beautiful Senora
at Lisbon ; his dashing galantr}' in

several battles, varied experiences in

outpost duty, and mad leadership of

the forlorn hope in the storming of

Ciudad Rodrigo ; his meeting with

Lord Wellington, whom he un^vitting-

ly oflfends more than once ; the state

of his feelings for Lucy Dashwood

;

and a duel and other dangerous adven-

tures with V hich he breaks the monot-
ony of campaigning, afford the authoi-

full scope for his marvellous story-

telling powers and racy descriptive

faculty. Then the scene is changed to

Galway, where the young dragoon re-

turns to see his dying uncle, sells his

commission, settles down as a country

gentleman, and by careful manage-
ment, rescues the burdened estates

from the grasp of the mortgagees, and
has an interesting flirtation with a

pretty cousin. On the eve of Waterloo
he rejoins the army as a volunteer, is

appointed an aid-de-camp to General

Picton, taken piisoner at Quatre Bras,

escapes in time to give Wellington im-

portant information concerning the

French forces, distinguishes himself

on that bloody battle-field, marries

Lucy Dashwood (whom he had rather

unaccountably despau-ed of winning),

and is welcomed home by a rejoicing

tenantry.

So simple the stoiy which Lever's

genius invests with absorbing interest.

The tale is more varied in scene, and
richer in incident, than ' Harry Lorre-

quer,' and is only inferior in a certain

indescribable personal charm which

makes Harrv' so dear to every one who
forms his acquaintance.

But what a mixed company of glori-

ous good fellows and amusing oiiginals
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we meet in Charles O'Malley's com-

pany, and how interesting they become

to us all. There is Fred Power, the

magic of whose name rescued the hero

from the Dalrymple matrimonial net,

and who is eveiy inch a soldier, and

one of the best fellows imaginable ;

O'Shaughnessy, riotous, profane, good-

natured, drunken, full of the marvel-

lous fox-hunting and duelling exper-

iences of himself and his relations, yet

tender-!; earted, brave and true ; Dr.

Maurice Quill, ready with tales of ad-

ventures, a charming companion in all

circumstances, and as cool under fire

as the bravest in the army
;
poor

Sparks, with his unfortunate facility

for falling in love with the wi'ong

woman ; Major Monsoon, the wine-

absorbing, romancing, pillaging and
borrowing commissary, who confiden-

tially informs his comrades that he
' would have Vjeen an excellent ofiicer if

Providence had not made him such a

confounded drunken old scoundrel
;

'

Wellington, Crawford and Picton ; the

fire-eating Considine ; and the immor-
tal Mickey Free, the Prince of Irish

valets, the singer of good songs, the

irrepressible humourist, the faithful

servant, who has no equal in English

fiction. There is but one Mickey Free.

He is familiar without impertinence;

has a hand in everything, but is not

meddlesome ; is ubiquitous, but never

in the way. On the road, in camp or

tavern, when the narrative would
otherwise be dull, there is Mickey with

his original songs, his reminiscences,

his observations on men and manners,

his flirtations with pretty girls, his

consequential imitative airs, and his

efibrts to spread the fame of his master
and himself. From his first introduc-

tion, when he cheers Charley's sick-

room with the account of his negotia-

tions with FatherRoach for the release

of his father from purgatory, we never
meet him without laughing at him, ex-

cept when we see him madly rushing

around in search of his master after a

battle, half frantic for fear he has been
killed.

The nominal hero of ' Jack Hinton,

the Guardsman,' is Jack himself, but

his friend Phil. O'Grady, the beau
ideal of a dashing Irish ofiicer, ele-

vates himself to the chief place in the

autlior's good graces before the story

is half told, and is sketched with a

loving hand. Hinton, a very young
ofiicer in the Guards, is sent to Ire-

land as an aid-de-cam]) to the Vicerov,

and gradually learns the ways of the

people, leaving his English prejudices

and his heart on Irish soil. He is a

manly, spii-ited fellow, always rising

equal to the occasion, but drifts in

the current of events instead of taking

the helm and steering. This is quite

in keeping with his position. His
father is a high ofiicer in the army,
his mother a woman of fashion, his

god-father a royal duke, and his pro-

motion sure as a matter of favour.

He finds himself thrown upon his own
resources for the first time in Ireland,

and has to think out a great many
things for himself before he is as

worldly wise as yoviths less favoured

by birth. The Irish bar, the Vice-

roy's Court, Dublin's shoddy society

and steeple-chasing and duelling, are

introduced, and Irish life and char-

acter presented in many phases. The
Rooneys, whose vulgarity is partially

redeemed by their hospitality and
goodness of heart, are the most de-

lightful examples imaginable of aspir-

ing shoddyism, trying to make the

lavish outlay of money make up for

the want of birth and breeding, and
giving costly entertainments to those

who laugh at them across their own
table. We cannot help liking the

Rooneys, notwithstanding all their

vain endeavours to attain social emin-
ence, but theii' inability to appreciate

rebufifs and detect partially veiled con-

tempt keeps our liking from changing
to the uncomfortable feeling of indig-

nation at the treatment to which they

are frequently subjected by their guests.

Long may honest Paul manoeuvre be-

tween the client, the counsel and the

juiy, and may his fair and fat spouse
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give dinners a.\\(\ fetes until the end of

time. Father Tom Loftus has a strong-

family likeness to Father Brennen,

strong enough to show that the earlier

creation must have been welcomed ap-

provingly. The type has become

stereotyped in tale and drama since

these stories were puljlished. He
caiTies out the apostolic injunction

—

be all things to all men—and evident-

ly holds that the women are included

ill the command. There is nothing

clerical about him, except his good

heart, and he is more than once in

danger of being rebuked for levity by

his bishop. Corny Delaney, O'Grady's

servant, is a strong contrast to the

mirthful Mickey Free, but fully as

original in his way. He keeps up his

title of Cross Corny by exhibitions of

ill-temper that nothing but his heredi-

tary hold on his master would render

compatible with continued service, and

only his honest devotion palliates.

The free spoken servant has been por-

trayed in many instances, and lives in

many anecdotes of great mens house-

holds, and Corny is no more improb-

able than the majority of the tribe.

Irish ferocity and rascality are worth-

ily illustrated by XJlick Burke, a

cousin of the lady Hintoii falls in love

Avith in the tenth chapter and only

wins in the last, who, after a career

of crime in Ireland and France, escapes

to the United States, ' where, by the

exercise of his abilities and natural

sharpness, he accumulated a large for-

tune, and, distinguished by his anti-

English prejudices, became a leading

member of Congi-ess. ' Lever could not

have expressed more contempt for the

United States and theii- institutions

if he had wi'itten a book for that ex-

press purpose. In that one sentence

he revenges himself on the piratical

publishers who stole his books, and on
those who gave his name to ^vTetched

imitations of his style. Ulick Burke
himself might almost have been satis-

fied with vengeance so sardonic, al-

though it was not the kind he was in

the habit of taking.

" Tom Burke of Ours " is very dif-

ferent in tone from its predecessors,

although Ireland is still the land where
the chief scenes are laid, and many of

the most stirring incidents take place,

and militaiy men are the principal cha-

racters. Tom Burke's life is blighted

in the bud by the utter neglect and
dislike with which he is treated at

home, all his brutal father's love and
care being bestowed on the elder son.

He herds with the servants and the

dumb animals on the estate, keeps his

best thoughts and aspii-ations buried in

his young breast, broods over his

wrongs, and feels deejily the lack of

love and sympathy. At the death of

his father he finds himself apprenticed

to the family attorney, a rascal forwhom
he has an iatense antipatljy, and runs

away with a wandering piper, the fa-

mous Darby the Blast, who is one of

the most active and useful of the united

Irishmen. Darby fills his young mitid

with hatred of English oppression, Avith

ardent aspirations for the liberty of all

people, and with hope for the success

of the cause which the United Irish-

men were banded together to promote.

He also compromises him, to some ex-

tent, in the doings of the society, al-

though Tom is too young to be ad-

mitted and taken into its councils. A
young French ofticer, engaged in se-

cretly preparing the malcontents for an
outbreak, opens Tom's eyes to the real

character of the movement, shows him
that the patriots confined themselves

to the murder of defenceless landlords,

the pillage of country houses, and the

perfection of a scheme for the slaughtei-

of members of the Irish Parliament

who advocated the union, instead of

open rebellion, arouses within him an

intense admiiation for Napoleon, and
supplies him A\T.th letters to infiuential

people in France. After the death of

Charles de Meudon, Tom goes to Paris,

narrowly escaping from the officerswho
are on his track, studies at the Poly-

technique, receives a commission in

the Fi'ench army in due course, and
serves in several campaigns under the
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Emperor. But the evil genius that

blighted his Ijoyhood still follows him.

He is alone amid the crowd. Circum-

stances make him an object of suspicion

to the Government, and the knowledge
of that fact dries up the very springs of

sociability in his soul. He worships the

Emperor as a great hei'o, h)ut begins to

see that his victories do not secure tl^e

liberty of oppressed nations, or remove
the fetters from personal freedom in

France. The proud thovight that he
is aiding in the overthrow of tyranny,

such as Ireland suffers under, so that

national slavery should give way to

independence, soon dies out, and he

realizes that military glory and French
aggi-andizement are the sole result of

victory. He feels the depressing influ-

ence of his position as an alien, and
sighs because he has no country. His
heart is heavy even when his career

is the most })romising. When not^

withstanding his bravery in battle, and
personal services rendered to the Em-
peror himself, he is again treated as an
object of suspicion, on account of his

having associated with a Bourbonist

gentleman, and expressed opinions ad-

verse to the police espionage which is

practised, he i-esigns his commission in

proud resentment, and returns to Ire-

land. There he is arrested for partici-

pation in the outrages which preceded

his departure, narrowly escaping con-

\dction, and takes possession of the

family estates, which had fallen to him
by the death of his brother. But he

sees or fancies he sees that he is re-

garded with susi)icion, looked upon
as a rebel, when he goes into the

society of the country gentlemen of

his own class, and so he proudly stands

aloof from them, and keeps company
only with his own thoughts. He turns

his attention to his tenants, and tries

to gain theirconfidence and better their

condition. But he soon finds it im-

possible to do anything for their pei--

manent improvement. They wonder
how he can feel for the poor and not

hate the rich, accept relief for present

wants, as nothing but a passing kind-

ness, and ' strain their gaze to a govern-

ment or ruling power for a boon im-

defined, unknown, and illimitable.' He
can not flatter their hopes for a legis-

lative change that will abolish poverty—
' that the act of a parliament will

penetrate the thousand tortuous wind-

ings of a poorman's destiny,'—and they

repose no confidence in his opinions.

'The trading patriot who promised

much, while he pocketed theii' hard-

eamed savings, the rabid newspaper-

writer, who libelled the Government,
and denounced the landlord, were their

standards of sympathy, and he w^ho

fell short of either was not their

friend.' Finding that the confidence

of the people could only be purchased

at too high a price, he gives up all

hope of human fellowship, and lives

an isolated life. His unspoken pas-

sion for Marie de Meudon, whom he

had met at Josephine's receptions, and
who had become the wife of his best

friend in the French army, shuts him
off from the wish for familiar compan-
ionship, and he is as lonely and cheer-

less a man as the kingdom affords.

But when Napoleon's disastrous re-

treat from Moscow lays France open

to invasion, when the conqueror who
had marched victoriou.sly over Europe is

struggling to protect his own frontiers,

when he who had distributed crowns
among his generals as rewards for

their services is in danger of losing his

own, Tom Burke forgets the insult

which drove him from the Imperial

service. His desire to agaiii feel the

maddening inspiration of battle grows

so strong that he cannot resist it, and
he hurries over to France and joins

the army. Men of his stamp are

needed, and he is welcomed back and
restored to his old grade of captain.

In the short and bloody campaign
which followed, in which Napoleon,

like a caged tiger, springs wildly at

the walls of bayonets which enclose

him, Burke acts the hero's part, and,

so freely are honours and promotions

scattered among the brave and faith-

ful, that he is a colonel when the Em-
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peror abdicates the throne of France
j

and accepts banishment to Elba. Marie

has become a widow, and when Tom
summons up courage enough to ask

her to be his wife she consents. He
returns to Ireland with his bride, and

must be supposed to have been 'happy

ever after.' It is to be hoped that

the gentle Marie exorcised the demon
of distrust which events had conspired

to make his familiar spirit and taught

him that much of the world's coldness

was but the reflection of his own
manner.

This story lacks the dash and spon-

taneity of Lever's other military tales,

but displays a conscientious study of

the men and events referred to which

is by no means characteristic of his

style. Tom Burke's mental attitudes

are carefully described, and harmon-
ize well with nature and the influences

acting on him. National character-

istics are made striking by natural

contrasts, rather than by the agency

of exaggeration, and the desire to do

justice to all parties is apparent. Land-
lords and tenants, Kapoleonists and
Bourbons, are shown with that mix-

ture of good and bad qualities which

the student of human nature finds

among every people, class, and party.

Napoleon is worshipped as a military

hero, but the disastrous eftects of his

careei- on the nation that shares his

glory, and the petty tyranny of his

rule, are plainly indicated.

Many of the people with whom Tom
Burke comes in contact deserve much
more attention than can ))e given them
here. Darby the Blast is the trusted

emissary of the conspirators who plot-

ted the overthrow of English rule in

Ireland, and is as thoroughly unscru-

pulous about the means to be iised in

striking terror into the governing

classes as any of his associates. He
is the spy who gets information that

is wanted, and the courier who keeps

up communication between the bands.

His pipes, songs, and stories make
him welcome everywhere, and few

suspect such a humorous vagal)ond of

cherishing ardent national hopes and
being trusted with the secrets of a

widespread revolutionary organization.

Major Barton is as respectable and
agreeable as an active, daring and
zealous civil otiicer in Ireland could

possibly be, and hounds down victims

in the interests of the state rather

1^han for the gratification of private

malice. Cliarles de Meudon, dying in

the land where his hopes had died,

touches one's sympathies deeply. He
had expected much, had abandoned
much, had risked his life a long time,

and awoke at last to find that he had
been deceived, that dishonour instead

of glory was the only reward to be

won. Capt. Bubbleton and the sour-

visaged Anna Maria have the air of

unreality which many of Dickens's

characters wear on a first acquaintance,

and we have to get to know them well

enough to like them before we can

believe that they actually exist. Bub-
bleton can be accepted only as a verj^

broad caricature on a possible cap-

tain of infantry, and as such he is a

very laughable and likable person. He
is all heart and imagination, without

a particle of brains, and romances with

a luxuriance that could not possibly

pass muster out of an insane asylum.

Maiti-e d'Armes Francois is unsur-

passed as a representative of the duel-

ling mania. He is not so bad a fel-

low, notwithstanding his love of dis-

playing the deftness of his passe eti

tierce at the expense of his brother

oflicers, and is as ready to face a bay-

onet in l)attle as a small-sword on the

duelling gi'ound. His account of his

meeting with his bosom friend and
foster brother Piccotin, the only man
who rivalled him as a duellist, after

retui-ning from Eg}-pt, shows how
fully the subject occupied the minds

of both. They nished into each other's

arms, and 'Ah! moncher, how many?'
was Piccotin's first question. ' Only
eighteen,' replied Francois, sadly, 'but

two of them were Mamelukes of the

Guard.' 'Thou wert ever fortunate,

Francois,' Piccotin said, wiping his
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eyes witli emotion, ' I have never

pinked any but Christians.' After

spending most of the night in talking

over their adventures, they set out for

their quarters. In the centre of the

park, where a little bronze fountain,

with four cedars around it were lighted

up by the bright moonbeams, Piccotin

came to a sudden halt, seized his com-
panion's hand, and broke the medita-

tive silence which had existed some
time with the question

—

-^ Francois,

cans't thou guess what I'm thinking

of ?
' Frangois looked at him, looked

around, and answered— ' Yes, Piccotin,

I know it, it is a lovely spot.' ' Never
was anything like it,' ci*ied Piccotin in

rapture ;
' look at the turf, smooth as

velvet, and yet soft to the foot ; see

the trees, how they fall back to give

the light admittance ; and then, that

little fountain, if one felt thirsty—eh !

—what say you ?
'

' Agreed,' said

Frangois, grasping him by both hands;

' for this once—once only, Piccotin.'

' Only once, Franqois ; a few passes,

and no more.' 'Just so—the fii'st

touch.' 'Exactly—the first touch.'

As the result of this friendly fencing

Piccotin was run through the chest,

after blood had followed several touches

on both sides. ' You killed him !

'

cried three or four of the listening

officers at the end of the story, ' Ma
foi ! Yes. The coup was mortal—-he

never stirred after.' De Beauvais,

Duchesne, Pioche, Crofts, Tascher, and
Minette, the brave vivandiere, are

shai-ply outlined types of character,

and the historical ])ersonages who are

introduced are handled with the evi-

dent purpose of representing them as

they really were.

The female characters do not take

any prominent place in these novels.

Most of them were created simply

because it is necessary to have some
one for the heroes to fall in love

with. They are slightly sketched, for

the most part, and yet each one

has an unmistakable individuality.

They are not brought on the scene,

except when their presence is absolu-

tely necessary to the movement, and
are not allowed to do much of the

talking then. The author does not

pretend to analyze their motives, or

trace the progress of ideas through
their minds, but allows their actions

to speak for themselves. Their feel-

ings, during all the years that elapse

between their conquest of the heart

and their capture of the husband, are

not exposed to view, but certain gen-

tle hints give the initiated to under-

stand that they are anxiously waiting

for the proposal all the time. There
are, of course, some obstacles in the

way of immediate union, but nothing

to prevent the interchange of tender

words and notes, by way of making
the probationary period less unplea-

sant. Lady Jane Callouby, Lucy
Dashwood, Louisa Bellew, Lady Julia

Egerton, and Marie de Meudon, are

worthy, in every respect, of the fine

fellows who win them. Donna Inez

is a very reckless flii-t, and seems to

enjoy rather more freedom than Por-

tuguese etiquette permits. It is to

be feared that Fred Power did not

consider his marriage with her as the

luckiest event of his life. No fault

is to be found with Lady Hinton, as

a character study, bvit it hardly seems

the correct thing for Jack to paint

such a portrait of his mother. He is

not the one to expose her fashionable

follies, weaknesses, selfishness and
affectation, and the half-contemptuous

tone in which he speaks of her is un-

natural and repugnant.
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THE SCARS OF A RECENT CONFLICT.

BY DAXIEL CLARK, M. D.

'X'HE first thing of a minor nature

that is noticeable to a stranger in

the United States is the profusion of

national flags displayed on almost

every occasion; and the ubiquity of

the image of the eagle, the bird of

freedom, which is seen on all sides,

seeming perpetually prepared to soar

at a moment's warning from a mast-

head, a bowsprit, the top of a pilot-

house, the apex of a monument, or the

stamp on a pill-box. These two na-

tional emblems of this energetic peo-

ple gi'eet the eye at every corner on
week days, holidays, and Sundays.

Were the emblem of the British Lion,

whether raTnpant or couchant, to mul-
tiply to such an extent, John Bull

would begin to think he had fallen in-

to a den such as my namesake found
it luicomfortable to remain in. This
trait for a display of this kind wanes
very perceptibly as a stranger travels

south of Philadelphia and St. Louis.

The pulse of patriotism for the whole
Union grows weaker, and fidelity to a
State takes its place. Since the re-

cent war an observer can perceive a

sullen reserve and a forced submission
to the powers that be among all classes

of the whites. In the Southern cities

the national flag may be seen waving
over Federal oflices and national ceme-
teries; but seldom is it flung to the
breeze by pi'ivate citizens out of love

for the Union. After seeing the exu-
berance of bunting in the North, this

absence of flag manifestation is very
marked in all the South. On the
other hand, the Confederate flag, em-
blematic of " the lost cause," is still

printed on the title page of giiide

books, and proudly engraved on the
pages of works of Southern authors.

In the museum of State trophies in

the Capitol at Richmond are war-worn
Confederate flags, and other relics of

the war connected with the prowess of

the vanquished soldiers. A few weeks-

ago the writer saw in the City of Nor-
folk, Virginia, a military funeral of an
ex-Confederate colonel. The survivors

of his command during the rebellion

mvistered in the gi'ey unifoi-m to do
honour to his memory. An ex-captain

in the same brigade was buiied on the
same day with equal consideration.

Next morning the city papers pub
lished eulogistic biographies of the de-

ceased, and gave prominence to the
fact that these soldiers fought for their

native State in the hour of its greatest

need and peril ; in other words,
against the Union. These commen-
dations are read with pleasure by the
patrons of these newspapers. Ex-Con-
federate soldiers and citizens look upon
the Noi'th as a victorious enemy, who
conquered a weak but dauntless peo-

ple by the possession of unlimited re-

sources, and with the aid of legions of

armed men, who were freely sacrificed

to disseminate and destroy a compara-
tively feeble foe. There seems no de-

sire to renew the conflict should an
opportvmity arise, but it will take a

century to quench the bitterness en-

gendered by that four years' conflict.

The monuments erected in memory of

their dead ; the acres of graves in their

cemeteries, or in the pine woods ; the

widows and fatherless children of the

slain; the maimed wrecks of humanity,
who can be dailv seen in their streets.
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and byways, the remains and eviden-

ces of the sanguinary sti'uggle ; the

paralysis of business and tinancial ruin

to so many of a proud aristocmcy con-

sequent thereon, all tend to perpetuate

the heart-burnings and rancoiu* which

doubtless yet exist, and must for years

to come. This is human, and is no
more than might be expected after so

recent a sanguinary war, in which the

worst of human passions must neces-

sarily have been aroused. It is just

to North and South to say that earn-

est men—on both sides—are faithfully

endeavouring to bridge ovei- the bloody

chasm, which only fourteen years ago

di^'ided the two sections of the Union.

A civil war is always bitter, and every-

where in the South remain the scars

of the contlictr—as reminders of what
they have lost and suflered.

Last month the w^riter re-vLsited

many of the l)attlefields that lie around
Kichmond and Petersburg. A few
words about theii- present condition

and appearance must l)e of interest to

many Canadians who, on one side or

the other, took pai-t in the contest It

is said on good authority that 30,000
of ovir young men served in both

armies, and of these thousands pined

away from disease in the hospitals

—

perished on the battletields, or re-

turned to theii- homes maimed for life.

There was scai-cely a regiment which
did not contain some of our youths,

and our medical men coiild be coiuited

by dozens wherever the suflering and
dying needed their services. The earth-

works on Carlington Heights, across

the Potomac from Washington, also

on the Maryland side of the river still

show their red clay faces as when tii-st

erected. A goodly member of the

breastwoi-ks are covered with grass.

The national cemetery on the Lee
estate is kept in good condition. It

is sad to walk about and among the

gi-aves of thousands of soldiers in all

the soldiers' ljur}ing gi-ounds, and to

see engi-aven on the small plain white
marble grave-stones the word ' un-

known.' Some firesides have vacant

chairs because of their absence—some
loving hearts have missed them, and
have been wning by anguish fiom

hope deferred. All the tidings aboiit

the unknown are :
' They went to the

war and were present in such a battle,

but we never heard of them after-

wards.' Fredeiicksburgh has grown
rapidly since the war. The gi-een

slopes and low gi-ound over which the

Federal troops charged, after crossing

the river ; against the Stoneicalls of

Jackson are fast being utilized. The
railroad-station and .streets running

from it are so built up and renovated

that a war pioneer would scarcelyknow
where he ' marched up the hill and then

marched do^^-n again.' He wouLl not

fail to recollect the corners and build-

ings behind which it was comfortable

to find temporary shelter, when streets

and hill-sides seemed so many vol-

canoes, and shells uitermingled with

cannon and rifle balls were sending

muskets, wheels, ammunition waggons

and fragments of men into the earth

or ail' in horrible confusion, both on

the advance and the sudden retreat,

when little attention was paid to the-

order of going.

In the wilderness there is little

change in the general appearance of

the country. The clumps of dwarf

pines, the oaks, ash, and patches of

shrubbery, with the sandy fields and

shabby farm houses ai-e unchanged

from what they were in those sultry

May days of 1864, when a quarter of

a million of men struggled for the

mastery over a front of twenty miles.

The hideous panorama seems like a

nightmare—slaying in the thicket

wdth the ferocity of demons—shooting

in the ravmes as if hell were let loose

—sabreing in the opening with fiend-

ish savagery—clubbing one another

to death with musket-butts, when
other weapons of destruction failed

—

pounding serried ranks of men in the

prime of life, and crushing into shape-

less masses of hitman flesh in a few

hours, the thousands and tens of thous-

ands, with shell, round shot, grape and
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•canister, are only salient points in the

pictiii'e, which memory conjui-es up in

theminds of the participants. The dust,

the lowering, sullen, sulphurous smoke
settling down on the combatants like

a pall, the crescendo and diminuendo
of a terrible symphony, the pattering

of the skirmish-firing, anon swelling

into a continuous roar ; the staccato

;notes of isolated cannon, the bellow

from commingled noises of moans,
: shrieks, cheers and musketry, now
near, now far away ; the surging of

the ebb and flow of the conflict, dur-

ing long hours of every day of a week
;

with a savage and intense unanimity
of purpose to conquer or die ; the very

sun in mourning, and like a bloody

eye of Mars peering through a cloud,

the long trains of gory and reeking

•ambulance diibbling to the I'ear ; the

parched lips, blackened faces, bloody

hands ; the agony, despair, rage ; the

mangled and unrecognizable forms of

those who in the moining were full of

hope and vigour. The cords of arms
and legs piled up in sections, out of

sight in some sequestered corner near

Tude operating tables, round which
moved the blood-begrimed surgeons,

whose words brought to the wounded
'Comfort or despair, all seem like a hide-

•ous dream. These reminiscences, with
the thousand-and-one minoi- incidents

which the law of association conjures

lip in a moment, came before my mind
-as I travelled over the l>lood-conse-

ci'ated ground between the Rappahan-
nock and Richmond, on theanniversaiy

of the first Battle of the Wilderness,

which raged with such fury round the

little tavern at the cross-roads and
-along the Stevensburgh Plank Road
when Longstreet's and Hill's corps,

with Ewell's Vjrigade, held their ground
so firmly against the re})eated charges

of the advanced host of Grant's army.
Between this point and Coal Harbour,
within which eiglit distinct Ijattles had
been fought, there is little evidence of

the struggle. A solitary grave-yard

•now and then is seen, or, it may be, the

.faint outlines of a hastilv constructed

earth-work, is all that remains. Around
Richmond the rifle-pits, trenches and
forts have been, to a great extent

levelled. The track of the retreat of

McGlellan fi-om Mechanicsville through

Fair Oaks (Seven Pines) to the James'
River can scarcely now be traced, ex-

cept by the scars on the trunks or

branches of the trees where the ar-

tillery were most active in the forest,

or whex-e this arm of the service had
made a determined stand to cover the

retreat of the army—the pirrsuers at

the same time obliged to drive in a

sullen foe by the same means. Every
commanding position was taken advan-

tage of l)y the contending forces. The
Confederates were eager to l)ring the

Union army to bay and capitulation,

and McClellan was anxious, especially

at Malvern Hill, to stay their advance

until he could embark his army at

Deep Bottom, near by, and seek a

more congenial spot. Desperate as

was that seven days' struggle, there

remain few traces of it. The fortifica-

tions of Fort Darling, near the James'

River are in a good state of preserva-

tion. They still show the red lines so

conspicuous from the look-outs erected

on the river-banks during the war, and

Ijeyond whose battlements I have often

gazed to catch a glimpse of the glitter-

ing spires of Richmond, so near at

hand, so hard to reach, and so bravely

defended. The works on Drewry's

Blufi" are fast disappearing, and the

earth defences of Hewlett's Battery,

that was so venomous in its tire and

correct in its aim, is fast being corroded

by the tooth of time. The defences of

Chapin's Blufi" are still quite conspicu-

ous. The outworks, where so many
braA^e men fell in the repeated assaults

of sections of the army of the James,

under Butler, in Septemlter and Octo-

ber, 1864, can scarcely be traced. The
Dutch Gap Canal, which Butler

amused himself with digging across a

tongue of land to make a short cut for

the James River, and to enable the

gun-l)oats and monitor without risk to

I'un past and outflank formidable bat-
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teiies on the heights beyond, remain a

monument to his folly. The enemy
erected batteries at the head of his

ditch, bnt their services were never

required. I suppose in the walls

of its watery depths yet remain

the holes which gave shelter to sol-

diers and negi'oes, when the note of

warning was given that a Iniming shell

was corning on a visit of hostile intent.

These unwelcome visitoi's not only

caused mules, carts, spades and })icks

to dance reels to the discoi-dant music

of the explosions, but I can certify to

a close hugging of mother earth in

these cells until hustling fragments of

iron had ceased their horrid humming
in the air. Varince (Aiken's Land-
ing) still looks natural. Here the ex-

change of [irisoners often took place.

The negro huts, the sugai- and tobacco

houses, the old-fashioned i-ed-brick resi-

dence near the river, and the little

pier are mostly unchanged. Ex-Gov-
ernor Aikens was tlie ownei- of a large

estate hei-e. His brave daughter re-

mained in the house, with a hostile

army behind and in front of it, and
men-of-war in the river at the foot of

the garden. Day and night for nine

long months she could hear the fusi-

lade of the skirmish line and the shriek

of shells. The roof of the house and
the walls had been injured, when light-

ing took place on this extensive farm,

but she pluckily told me that Butler

must knock the ho\ise down over her

head before she would leave it. Her
father was a prisoner at the Rip Kaps,

and her two brothers were in the Con-
fedei'ate . service when I visited her.

An aged negress was her only atten-

dant, except a sentry at the gate. I

often wonder what became of the

gritty young and little lady. She
could not have been over 17 years of

age but she was a good tyi)e of Vir-

ginian courage and determination.

In Richmond no tangible evidences

of the war are seen. A stuccoed build-

ing of plain design is pointeil out as

having been the residence of Jeft'.

Davis dmino- the war. It is now used

for school purposes. A modest brick

house in a street near-ljy had Ijeen the

temporary abode of General Lee's fami-

ly at the same time. We can imagine

what must have been the anxiety of

the membei-s of the families of these

two prominent characters when it is

remembei-ed that foi- months the can-

nonade of the enemy could be heard

fi-om their doors. The same could be

said of thousands of others in the city

and vicinity. The Capital is historic

and as devoid of architectural Ijeauty

as is that model of composite design

called the Parliament Buildings on the

Front Street of Toronto. The notori-

ous Libby Prison is a plain three stoiy

brick building near the rivei-, and on

the corner of two streets. The iron bars

are still on the windows which were

put there during the war. The place

is pointed out where -50 prisoners bvn-

rowed under the walls of the building,

aci'oss a street, and through the face of

the wharf near by, and thus escaped.

The most of them were i-ecaptured

Libby is now used as a bone-mill and

a sumac factory. One square from this

prison is another plain brick building

called Castle Thunder. Here were im-

prisoned spies, deserters and citizens,

who were known to be Northern

Sympathizei-s. One of the guards was

a savage blood-hound, which was said

not to be unfamiliar with the taste of

human flesh and blood. Executions

were of common occurrence in this pri-

son, with no appeal from a dnmi-head

Court-Martial. The Castle is now a

tobacco factory. Another prison was

on Belle Isle on the James River.

Properly speaking it was a prison

camp, for all the prisoners lived in

hilts or tents. The earthworks, which

were thrown up on a commanding
knoll in the centre of the Island, have

been levelled, but the large fort on the

mainland opposite is still in existence.

The river runs veiy rapidly hei-e. In

LS62 a despei-ate attempt was made to

escape by a large number of prisoners.

They attempted to elude pursuit by

swimming across the rivei', which at
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this place must be half a mile in width.

As might have been expected, a large

-part of the number were drowned,

some were shot in the water by the

guards, and the most of those who got

safely across were recaptured. A nail

factory now occupies the island. The

National Cemeterv' is reached by the

Williamsliurgh road. It is pleasantly

situated on a hill commanding the best

view of Richmond and the sur-

rounding country. It is aljout two

miles from the Capitol, and like all the

other National burial plots, is well

kept by a family who reside in a pretty

cottage on the grounds. It contains

the bones of thousands of Federal

soldiers who fell in the vicinity, and

of many who perished on the more
distant battle-tields of Virginia. The
graves are neatly turfed, and each has

a neat headstone. Hundreds of these

are lettered ' unknown,' and some of

them have on them the inscription

' /^owrunknown,' in one common grave.

The City Cemetery is called Holly-

wood. It is a beautifid ' city of the

dead,' and contains about eighty acres

of gi'ound. On a rising ground in one

corner is the final resting place of

about 6,000 Confederate dead. The
little stakes and stones which mark
the graves are numbered, and are

planted in rows closely together. On
the highest part of this })lot is erected

a cairn of uncut granite blocks like a

pyranud in shaj)e, foi'ty feet square

and nearly one hundred feet in height.

Ivy and the Virginia crcejjer are run-

ning their vines over it. They give it

a pleasant mixture of green leaves and

grey stones peeping through the luxu-

riant verdure. Built in the west side

is a tablet on which is inscribed ' Erec-

ted by the Ladies of Hollywood Me-
morial Association, A.D. 1869.' On
the east side was wi-itten ' To the

Confederate Dead,' and on the north

the motto was ' jNIemoria in Sterna.'

At the time of my visit, \vi-eaths of

flowers were seen in great jjrofusion

on and around this monument, as well

as on nianv of the graves. They were

still fresh, for the ' Decoration Day '

had only passed a few days before.

The most of the prominent Confeder-

ate officers are l)uried in family plots.

Gen. J. E. B. Stuart, the Murat of

the Confederate cavalry, was killed

only a few miles out of the city, and
is buried in his family ground, in

which is erected a suitable monument
to his memory. About a mile and a

half east of the city is Oakwood Ceme-
tery, in which are buried nearly 20,000

Confederate soldiers. There remains

one consolation in the midst of so

many evidences of the recent carnage,

and that is, that a large proportion of

the dead at last got decent burial.

It was sickening during the war to

come suddenly upon bodies—it might

be in a wood or in some nook of a

valley—lying for days and even weeks

unburied where they fell or where

they crawled away to die. Decompo-
sition having set in, the nearest friends

or relatives could not tell one from

the other of these bloated and fester-

ing corpses. Even among the buried

was often seen the bended knees, pro-

truding hands and feet, or grinning

upturned faces from which the rains

had washed away the loose sand or

red clay with which they had been

recently and hurriedly covered. In

driving over the old tracts of the war,

I almost unconsciously looked mto
familiar jilaces for these horrid relics

of humanity.

As far as possible the bones of the

fallen have been gathered together in

central localities and not left to bleach

in the sun, wind and rains of heaven.

In spite of the humane efforts of a

paternal government, or of individuals,

thousands and tens of thousands of

the half a million of men who per-

ished must remain undiscovered until

the final restitution of all things. Could

an earthipiake shake up the ground

where the trail of rapine, cruelty and

conflict had once been seen, a prophet

could still have furnished to him many
a valley of dry bones in all their ghast-

liness and repulsive oiitlines.
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Grant was at first foiled in his at-

tempts to capture Richmond. His
usual tactics were resorted to in this

advance. Possessing superior forces

he kept grinding away at the enemy,

and by piecemeal reducing their scanty

forces. The loss of men was to him
of secondary importance, but to Lee
it foi'eshadowed disaster. He had no
reserves to fall back on to replenish

his depleted ranks. Grant kept mov-
ing by the left flank, endeavouring to

cut otf Lee's supplies and communica-
tions. At Mechanics\'ille and Coal

Harbour Grant got too near the de-

fences of Richmond to persevere in

this continuous attempt with safety.

Lea^"ing Lee's army and Richmond to

the right, he threw the most of his

army across the James and Appomat-
tox rivers, and advanced from the

east on the beleagured city. He made
Bermuda Hundreds, and City Point
(being at the confluence of these rivers)

his base of supplies and the point

from whence to continue his final oper-

ations against Richmond. It was still

a further movement by his left flank,

which was continued with dogged per-

tinacity until the final capitulation.

Butler had been in possession of Ber-

muda Hundreds for some time, and
had been detailed with the army of

the James for the expi-ess purpose of

advancing and cutting off" the railroads

and public highways running into

Richmond from the south and east,

and at the same time isolating Peters-

burg. He was, however, as Grant
said, ' bottled up ' between the two
rivers by a few militia in the neigh-

bourhood until the army of the Poto-

mac came to his relief. In this way
the necessity arose to establish two
large field hospitals at Point of Rocks,

on the James, and at City Point. Few
evidences of the former remain, but

the temporary buiying gi-ound at the

latter has been made a permanent
cemetery on the bank of the Appo-
mattox. Here about ten thousand
are interred. The old site of the hos-

pital is partly under cultivation. On

the brow of the hill, at the river's

edge, where were pitched the tents of

the medical oflicers of the different

corps, has sprung up a luxuriant

growth of trees, some of which are at

least 20 feet in height. I tied my horse

among the old gravestones of a grave-

yard OA'er a century old, which will

be well remembered by some of my
readers, and wandered about on the

edge of the ravine near by, but so

thickly had the shrubs and trees gi'own

up that I had some difliculty in find-

ing my hoi-se again. The acres of white
tents, the huge water tank on the edge
of the hill, the wheezy steam engine
on the margin of the river, the steamer
' Planter,' loaded with drugs and medi-

cal comforts at the temporary pier, the

green oats sown and grown in fantas-

tic shapes at the tent doors, the bough-
covered avenues, the [jale faces and
limping cripples, the familiar slings

around the necks and Vmndaged heads,

the embalming houses outside the

camp, where shrewd men plied their

ghastly trade, the hum of voices modu-
lated to the expressions of joy or woe,
the detachments of convalescents

marching to the front, the companions
of disabled chronics crowded on the

hospital steamers and sent to the rear,

the platoons being carried to their last

resting place, the well-known faces of

companions and the strains of martial

music had passed away like a dream
or pageant, and on a quiet Sabbath
day five weeks ago no sound was heard
on this lonely spot but our own voices,

the sigh of the ^dnd among the leaves,

and the hum of insect life. The con-

trast was as striking to me as if the

City of Toronto with all its busy life

had been wiped out of existence at

one fell blow, and that fourteen years

afterwards a large graveyard and lux-

uriant verdure only remained on its

site of desolation. The Point, about
two miles away, has changed verv
little. The little brick church, in which
were militaiy offices, has lapsed to its

legitimate use. The temporaiy sheds

for prisoners are gone, and citizens
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liave taken possession of the few good
'

houses in the village that were occu-
j

pied by heads of departments. The

earth redoubt still remains on a rise

of ground near by. The breast-

works, several miles in length, around

the Point are still in a good state of

preservation, and serve as a wall to

protect several good-sized farms, ex-

cept wliere pierced by the railway or

country roads. Several miles beyond

this were erected the tirst Confederate

lines of defence, extending from the

Appomattox River on the left and east

of Harrison's Creek to the Jerusalem

Plank Eoad on the right—a distance

of about twelve miles. These lines

were cari'ied in June, 1864, by the

Federal troops, and an advanced posi-

tion taken by the latter as far to the

left as the Weldon railroad. Here a

desperate struggle took place for the

possession of this important thorough-

fare. Formidable works were thrown

up around this avenue for sui)plies,

but they wei-e carried by storm, and

finally the Federal lines were extended

to near Hatcher's Run. The outlines

of the military railroad which was

built from City Point to Poplar

Springs at the extreme left—a dis-

tance of about twenty miles, are seen

in places, especially where cuts were

made, but the exigencies of agricul-

ture have obliterated lai-ge sections of

it.

The first bastioned fort erected by

the Federals before the final move on

their right, was Fort McGilvray. It

is near the river, and is now well sod-

ded over and covered with a crop of

grass. The Hare and Page farms on

which it and the ovitworks were erected

are under cultivation. Fort Stedman,

a little to the left, towers up over

Poor Creek as defiant as ever. The

red tongues of flame—the curling

smoke—the humming bullets and

screeching shells no longer shoot out

from the embrasures with continuous

or intermittent venom as in days gone

by. The enemy's works of equal

strength were only 600 feet distant.

At this point, the opposing picket lines

were only about 200 feet apart, and in

the evening, when the infernal din of

cannon sometimes ceased, the voices

could be distinctly heard in the trenches

of each. Sometimes an agreement
would be entered into by both sides to

have a truce of hostilities. The lielli-

gerents would then meet unarmed half

way between the lines and exchange
newspapers, sugar, coftee and tobacco.

A friendly game of cards was some-

times indulged in on the grass. Then
an end would come to the armistice.

A timely warning would be given by
both sides— especially if a command-
ing otticer should happen to be ap-

proaching—and in a few minutes the

vengeful fire would commence in dead
earnest—on the least exposure of the

person of him who had been discuss-

ing the fine points of ' high, low. Jack
and the game ' with the shooter. Two
feet in depth of shelter, with only

loose earth in front, and it might
be a head guard in the shape of a stone

or notched stick, is not the most com-
fortable position a man could be placed

in, when only 65 yards away are hun-
dreds of rifles ready to make a target

of even a human finger. There were
two principal places where for months,

the firing was always severe. These
were at Fort Stedman and Fort Sedg-

wick. The latter was built in a con-

spicuous and commanding position on
the Jerusalem Plank Road. Here
the rebels had also erected a foi-mid-

able redoubt nearly opposite, called

Fort Mahone. So ' hot ' was the fire

of these two forts that the unionists

called Sedgwick by the euphonious

name of 'Fort Hell.' Theii- rebel

opponents not to be outdone, chris-

tened theirs ' Fort Damnation. ' On
the Union side was another called

* Fort Blazes.' Any one who has lain

in the trenches between them, while

an interchange of ball practice took

place, would agree with the fitness of

the appellations. Both those historic

forts stand frowning at one another

yet, but are mute forever. Fields of
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grain, pasture meadows, and domestic

animals between them, softened the

grim visage of the picture. I picked

wild strawberries and plucked wild

I'oses on their parapets. Nature is

doing her best to cover up the ugly

scars made by ' man's inhumanity to

man.' At these points all the ingenu-

ity of man was employed to prevent

surprises. In front were wire traps

set, abatis of the most formidable

kind, and palisades were erected with

great skill. Many of these still exist

but are badly out of repair. In an
assault gaps had to be made in these,

while looking down the muzzles of

blazing rifles and belching cannon, not

fifty feet away. The leaden and iron

showers pitilessly poured down on

many a forlorn hope, and made streets

in the assailing ranks, only to be tilled

up and swept away in the same pelt-

ing torrent. For miles along this

front every foot of advance had been
contested. Rifle-pits had to be I'e-

morselessly dug with bayonets, and
shovelled out with tin cups, of suf-

ficient capacity to cover the crouch-

ing Vjody before the dawn of day.

If undisturbed a line of these might be

dug into one another and form a ditch.

By a sort of Darwinian development
these became lunettes and finally gi-ew

into bastioned forts. Fort Morton
situated between the two forts men-
tioned above is in a good state of pre-

servation. In front of it is the Poor
Creek Ravine, and on the hill beyond
was a Confederate fort. The 48
Penns. Volunteers were camped here,

and having been coal miners in theii"

native state, they conceived the idea

of digging a passage into the hill side

as far as the enemy's fort. In this

way by putting a magazine of gun-
powder under it they could blow it

into the air. They had only a few
pioneers' tools and old timber gathered
from houses and bridges in the neigh-

l)ourhood. Hand barrows were made
out of biscuit boxes. The sides were
timbered as dug. At one place about
50 feet from the enti*ance marl was

met with and in order to avoid it an
incline upwards for about 100 feet was^

made. It is interesting to trace the
galleries yet, of such an ingenious ag-

gressive movement. V sections of it

are as good as when built. From June
25th to July 30th the work of excavat-

ing went on. The hostile fort was-

reached after digging over 500 feet.

In a chamber prepared for it was put
8,000 lbs. of powder in eight distinct

depositories. The passage was blocked
up with stone and earth near the

magazine. Early in the morning be-

fore daylight, troops-—white and black

—were massed nearby and made ready
for an assault at the opportune time,

after the anticipated explosion. The
dawn broke hot and sultry, and the

participants waited with bated breath

to witness the tragedy about to take

place in and about the doomed fort.

The enemy knew that the fort was;

being undermined and could hear the
work going on. They sank a crescentic

counter mine in front of the fort to

checkmate this aggression but it was
never completed. Pegram's battery of

four guns occupied it. (Gen. Pegram.
could almost look into his dismantled

home away to the light of him. ) It

displayed a good deal of heroism in

40 men to remain in an isolated fort,

when they knew the certainty of being

blown into the air at any moment.
It is comparatively easy to charge with
legions of armed men in the whiii-

wind of battle, when the nervous sys-

tem is stmng up to its utmost tension

and comrades brave and true are on
both sides of you, but to patiently

wait day after day and night after

night the catastrophe of an exploding
mine under your feet excels the

heroism of the historic Roman sentinel,

who perished at his post amid a lava

shower because he had not been re-

lieved of duty. The fuse was lighted

near the tunnel's mouth—a shudder
crept along the ground—a column of

eai'th like a water-spout, followed by
flame shot into the aii', mingled with

cannon, timber, arms and men. For
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a feAv moments there was silence—then

the sliarp word of command rang out

distinct and clear in the ominous still-

ness. Cheers followed and a rush for the

crater was made, in anticipation of an

easy victory and of breaking the

enemy's lines at this point. A desper-

ate hand to hand conflict took place,

and a sanguinary repulse was the re-

sult. The chasm made was 25 feet in

depth, 60 feet Avide and over 200 feetin

length. In this the dead and wounded

were piled up three and four deep, or

buried in the earth. At night the

Confederate flag waved in triumph

over the pit in and round which, with

desperate courage, raged all day long

the deadly combat. The old Virginia

Brigade, Wright's Georgians, and

Sander's Alabamians had not time to

form line of l^attle after the explosion

before the enemy was upon them. It

became a small Inkerman, in which

each man fought in the way he could

do the most execution. It thus be-

came a hand-to-hand contest, full of

personal prowess and savagery. The

indentation where this fort stood, and

on which was offered up a bloody holo-

caust, must always be of interest to the

historian of the Ci\^ War. Along

these lines, and in their rear, may
still be seen the excavations in which

the soldiers sheltered themselves

during the winter. On the rebel side

they were mere caves of the rudest

description, and having been dug into

the red clay were damp and unhealthy.

The rain percolated into many of them

to such an extent as to requii-e baling

out. On the Union side the bomb-

proof huts were mostly above ground

or in the face of a bank and well con-

structed. The sides were cased with

wood. Two or three feet of earth

were put upon a timber roof, and in-

side the doors of many of them an

earth and timber partition was erected

to prevent pieces of shell from flying

into these cabins. Clusters of the re-

mains of these rude dwellings are seen

on all hands, and will be for many
vears to come. Not far from the site

of the old ' Poplar Spring Meeting
House,' so often used by both armies

in succession, and situated a short dis-

tance west of the Weldon Railroad,

was erected a neat rustic church by
the 50th New York Volunteer Engi-

neers. The timber was furnished by
the woods near l)y. When the final

movement foi'ward was made, a neat

wooden tablet was put up over the

main entrance, on which was inscribed

' Presented to the Trustees of the

Poplar Spring Church by the 50th

Regiment New York Volunteer Engi-

neers.' Near by is a National Ceme-
tery, neatly kept, and in which are

buried 3,000 Union soldiers. A short

distance to the west is the signal tower,

built of timber to the height of 150

feet, with an observatory at the top.

These were placed at regular intervals

above the lines for observation pur-

poses. A signal corps had possession

of them, and l)y lights at night and

flags by day telegraphed information

to one another of the doings of the

evening. I climbed one thatwas erected

on the bank of the James River, oppo-

site Dutch Gap Canal, and were it not

that my friends in the monitor ' Onon-

dagac,' which was lying in the river

below, were watching me, I would

have gladly descended before reaching

100 feet on the vibrating ladders, and

would have given a goodly bonus for

the privilege. The wooden and shaky

platform at the top was only six feet

square, with three able-bodied men on

it, and one of them decidedly uncom-

fortable at this giddy height, having

an ever increasing longing for a safe

landing on terra firma. A Confederate

battery had been paying its respects to

this undesirable sentinel for weeks,

and round its base was abundant evi-

dence of ' malice aforethought ' in

broken fragments of iron and unex-

ploded shells.

It would take volumes to write

sketches of the episodes of the war,

even in connection with one regiment.

The same is true of a full description

of all the forts and lines inclosing
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these two entrenclied c imps. The
Union lines of the army of the Poto-

mac, extending from the Appomattox
River on the right to F'ort Fisher on

the left ; then by a returning line in

the rear to Fort Bross on the edge of

Blackwater swamp ; thence to the

James' River, is a distance of over

forty miles in length. Imagine an en-

trenched line of formidiilile works from

Toronto to Hamilton, every foot of

which would be guarded, and some
idea is given of the extent of these for-

tifications. Then plant on command-
ing eminences along this line forty-

one bastioned forts A\'ith guns of heavy
calibre in each, and fully equipped

^\dth magazines, and bomb-j)i-oof dwel-

lings in all. Draw another line within

this in which are erected eight forts

to complete the plan on the Union
side. Do the same for the rel)el army,

and you have a ma}j of military works
over one liundi'ed miles in length, not

to calculate the zigzag course they took,

to meet the exisfencies of defence. Add

to these the lines of the Army of the

James, stretching from the Appo-
mattox River in its centre ; then to

a point beyond Chapin's Bluff, on
which its right rested, to complete

the whole four facing Petersburg and
Richmond, in half a circle. The con-

tinuous front of these two Union
armies was OA^er forty miles, in length,

not to mention the defences on the

rear and flanks.

I am told that the A-isits of stran-

gers to these historic places are few.

A rush is made to the focal point at

Richmond, and here the journey ends.

It is like A'isiting Brussels and calling

it going to see Waterloo. Principally

round Petersburg was enacted the ter-

rible drama of the final siege, and no
one can have any conception of the

magnitude of the strife in Virginia,

who has not travelled along these

lines from end to end, and traced in

the i-emains of these warrior ' mound-
builders ' the sanguinary ' footprints

on the sands of time.'

SONNET.

BY ENYLLA ALLYNE.

SO you and I, with all our joys and sorrows,

Will never meet in this wide world again
;

We can anticipate no glad to-moi-rows,

And no to-morrow^'s mingled grief and pain.

'Tis true, alas ! I know how vain, how vain,

Our aspirations are ! how vain our fears !

In life's stern battle. See the maimed and slain.

And who for such have time for sighs or tears ]

Well, it is well ! The world goes over and over,

And we who smile to-day, to-morrow sigh ;

—

A marble monument or bit of clover,

No matter which, when 'neath at rest we lie.

At rest, at rest ! and who answers " Blest!
"

Blessed are we, for we at last find rest.
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EOUKD THE TABLE.

—The guest, bearing the initials J. E.

W., who, apropos of some remarks of

mine on ' The Mystery of Matter ' in

the May number of the Caxadiax
MoxTHLY, discoursed so pleasantly on
' Hibernicisms in Philosophy ' at last

month's Table, seems to have been in-

fected by his subject. The tirst sample

of the philosopher's 'bull' which he

jiresents to our notice, is one perpe-

trated by—a Scotch young lady ; the

next—that alleged against J. S. Mill

with regard to Abstract Ideas—is, as

I shall presently show, no bull at aU.

Curiously enough, then, of these two

typical specimens of the Bos philosoph-

icus, in one we have the bull with-

out the philosopher, and in the other

the philosopher mthout the bull.

So interesting a commencement nat-

urally leads one to expect what lago

would call an ' answerable sequestra-

tion.' Accordingly one is not sur-

prised to find that the Hiliernicisms

which he seeks to father upon me are

the oflspring of his own misapprehen-

sions of my meaning. My main object

was not, as he supposes, to prove that

there is no diiference between matter

and foice, in the ordinary acceptation

of those mysterious words, but to anim-

advert upon the proneness which

certain ^vi-iters exhibit for flinging at

leading scientiflc men (who have over

and over again repudiated materialism)

such terms as ' materialist ' and ' ma-

terialistic,' used in an opprobrious

sense. The futility of this style of

warfare I sought to expose by show-

ing that as no one—not even those

who use these epithets so glibly

—

knows what matter and spirit are in

their ultimate natm-e, the two things
' nmy be identical in essence.' This,

J. E. W. treats as equivalent to assert-

inir that they are identical, not merely

' in essence,' but in the ordinaiy mean-
ing of the words, an assertion which
I carefully avoided making. He fails

to see two things : first, the force of

the qualifying phrase ' in essence ;

'

and secondly, that the Agnostic posi-

tion, which neither aflirms nor denies,

but merely postulates possibility, is

not the same as positive aflirmation.

Bosco\-ich's and Faraday's theory of

matter was cited for the purpose of il-

lustration, not because I accept it.

On the contrary, I quite agree with

Mr. Spencer's contention that 'a centre

of force absolutely without extension

is unthinkable." What I wished to

point out was, that this attempt to

subject matter to psychological analy-

sis resulted in a conception, or pseud-

conception (force minus extension), to

which the woi-d ' spiritual "

is usually

applied. On the other hand, I tried

to show that any attempt to gi^"e ob-

jective form to the word ' spirit '—to

translate it from language into idea,

from sound into sense—results in a

conception to which the word ' mate-

rial ' is ordinarily applied. This I

sought to do by showing that the idea

of a ' soul ' or ' spirit ' existing after

death as a separate entity, ' unbodied

'

or 'disembodied,'—and no one, I think,

will deny that this is the com-
mon notion,—is inconceivable, un-

less there is carried along with it

the idea of occupancy of space ; and
that as occupancy of space neces-

sarily implies the idea of resistance,

—

resistance being the only means we
have of predicating that space is occu-

pied,—the conception of space-occu-

pancy is radically one to which the

word ' material ' is usually applied. If

there is any Hibernicism here I fail

to see it. J. E. W. appeai-s to think

it illogical, when discussing the ques-

I
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tion of mattei' and spirit, to use tlie

words • material ' and ' spiritual.' Will

he be good enough to tell us how we
are to cai-ry on such a discussion with-

out using them, and what words we
are to use 1 His misapprehension

here arises from neglecting to observe

the force of the words ' ultimate essence
;'

my contention being that, though
matter and spirit as commonlij tin-

derstood are as different as possible,

yet in ultimate essence they may be

identical. A chemist uses the words
' diamond ' and ' plumbago ' with a full

appreciation of their difference in

meaning, as comvionly understood ;

but this does not make it an Hibei-ni-

cism for him to assert that in ultimate

essence they not only mai/ be but are

identical, both being merely allotropic

forms of carbon : nor would any one

(except perhaps J. E. W.) be so ab-

surd as to charge him with inconsis-

tency because, while asserting their

essential identity, he does not ignore

the differences which diamond and
plumbago present to consciousness,

and use the words interchangeably, as

though one were the exact synonym
of the other. The whole force of the

chemist's contention is, that notwith-

standing these differences which he

recognises, essential identity is es-

tablished by chemical analysis. Simi-

larly, then, if the attempt to analyse

matter necessarily resiilts in a spiritual

conception (or pseud-conception), and

the attempt to synthesise spirit neces-

sarily results in a material conception,

surely there is some ground for Mr.

Spencer's conclusion, ' that though the

relation of subject and object [Ego and
Non-Ego] renders necessary to us

these antithetical conceptions of Spirit

and Matter ; the one is, no less than

the other, to Ije regardetl as but a sign

of the Unknown Reality which un-

derlies both.'

J. E. W., besides being wrong in

his general conclusions, is wrong in his

details. His assertion, that 'Matter

reveals its phenomena to sense, Spirit

to consciousness,' is incorrect on both

heads. Matter does not reveal its

phenomena to sense, —unless, in-

deed,that word be used as synonymous

with consciousness,—but (supposing it

reveals itself at all) to consciousness,

through the organs of sense. Divide

the optic nerve at any point between

the eye and the seat of consciousness

in the brain, and though the image of

any external object will still be im-

printed on the retina, the external

object will not be ' revealed.' On the

other hand, spirit is absolutely un-

known to consciousness, either ob-

jectively or subjectively. Alleged ex-

ternal manifestations of spirit, —
ghosts, materialisations through me-

diums, ifec.—supposingthey really take

place, are invariably of a material

character. And as to any internal

revelation, consciousness simply re-

veals itself. The hypothesis that there

is a spiritual entity (so-called) under-

lying consciousness, and which reveals

itself to consciousness, has never yet

been proved and probal)ly never will

be. Equally easy of refutation is J.

E. Ws assertion that ' if force and

matter are essentially one and indivis-

ible, the words must be synonymous.

'

Frozen water and water in a state of

vapour are essentially identical; yet

only a man who was ignorant of the

use of language would contend that

therefore the words 'ice ' and 'steam'

are synonymous. The question, 'Why
is it harder to conceive of two diverse

" Unknown Realities " than of one,'

has been fully answered by modern

science. Prof. Bain, in his ' Body and

Mind,' after an historical resume of the

question from the pre-Socratic philoso-

phers downwards, states the conclusion

as follows : ' The arguments for the

two substances have, we believe, now
entirely lost their validity ; they are

I no longer compatible with, ascertained

1 science and clear thinking. The one

1
substance, with two sets of properties,

two sides, the physical and the men-
! tal,

—

a double-faced unity.,—would ap-

! pear to comply with all the exigencies

1 of the case.'
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To my assertion, that ' the idea of

the spirituality of the soul was derived

by Christianity, not fi-om the Bible,

but from the Greek philosophers of the

school of Plato,' J. E. W.—illogical to

the last— replies, that both Testa-

ments ' contain the idea passhn '

(everywhere). His counter-assertion

would not be easy of proof, but waiv-

ing this point, how does the reply

affect my contention 1 After three

thousandyears' study, theologianshave

discovered that the idea that the crea-

tion of the world occupied, not six

days of twenty-four hours each, but

an enormous lapse of time, is ' con-

tained ' in the Bible. Nevertheless

Christianity did not get it thence but

from Geology. In like manner it can

be shown by evidence, unimpeachable

in quality and indefinite in quantity,

that whether the idea of the spirituali-

ty of the soul is or is not to be found

in the Bible after diligent microscopic

search, Christianity did not, as a mat-

ter of historic fact, get it thence, but

from the Platonists. I must content

myself with simply repeating this as-

sertion. If proofs are wanted they can

be supplied ad libitum.

To come now to the question of

Abstract Ideas. The Duke of Argyll,

though not a Mill, is an able man, and
a model of courtesy as a controver-

sialist. Htill his article on ' Hiber-

nicisms in Philosophy,' which I read

when it appeared some six years ago,

leaves just the faintest unpleasant im-

pression of a tacit assumption on the

part of the -wi-iter—a politician by
profession, and a philosopher merely

en amatew—that he possesses a more
intimate acquaintance with the ques-

tion of abstract ideas than Mill, knows
more about the philosophy of ' the

Unconditioned' than Sir W. Hamil-
ton, and more about protoplasm than
Professor Huxley.

Let us see what grounds there are

for this assumption as regards ' Ab-
stract Ideas.' The substance of the

charge against Mill is thus stated by
J. E. W. :—

' J. S. Mill . . . goes

on to analyse with his usual acumen
the meaning of the term "abstract

idea"—which must, of course,.by hy-

pothesis be meaningless.' ....
'Abstract ideas are thus summoned
into the witness-box, examined, and
urged to confess, like the poor Irish-

man, that they " lie dead in a ditch."
'

Here we have a palpable contradiction.

J. E. W. first says that Mill examines
the term ' abstract idea,' and immedi-
ately afterwards, that he examines
' abstract ideas ' themselves. He con-

fuses words with things, which Mill

carefully avoided doing, attribvites his

own confusion to Mill, and then cries

out, ' Hibernicism !
' It really would

be well if amateur critics would not
approach the works of the gi-eatest

logician of liis age with the precon-

ceived notion that he is guilty of lo-

gical blunders of which a tyro would
be ashamed. What Mill really does

is this : he puts into the witness-box,

not nonentities called ' abstract ideas,'

but the loords which those who believe,

or say they believe, in abstract ideas

tell us represent or stand for ideas

which they class as such ; he examines
these words, and shows that there is

nothing answering to them, either in

the heavens above, in the earth be-

neath, in the waters under the earth,

or that can be bodied forth by the im-

agination ; that the words cannot be

translated into ideas, as the word 'idea'

is properly understood. For instance,

believers in abstract ideas tell us that

the woi"d ' colour' stands for one. Mill,

on the contrary, asserts that it stands

for no idea at all. He says, in effect,

I can frame an idea of a red ball, or

a green one, or one of any particular

colour that may be named which I have

once seen and can remember ; but the

phrase, ' a coloured ball,'—so far as

the word ' coloured ' goes,—raises no
substantive idea in my mind ; at best

it only suggests a negative inferencey

that the ball is not white or black ;

—

an idea, in the proper meaning of that

word, it does not raise. I cannot

think of or imagine any entity or at-
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ti-ibute answering to the words 'colour'

or ' coloured.' An idea, in Mill's

meaning of the word, is of necessity

concrete. Deprive it of its concrete-

ness (to speak Hibernically) and the

idea becomes non-existent. Deprive

a man of his life, and he is no longer

a man. The drowned Ophelia is ' no
woman, neither,' only ' one that was
a woman ; rest her soul, she's dead.'

Concreteness is the ' life ' of an idea.

In this sense it is that the phrase ' ab-

stract idea ' is unmeaning. Like the

phrase ' a round square ' it is an at-

tempt to combine two mutually de-

structive notion.s. How would J. E.

W. demonstrate the unmeaning char-

acter of this last phrase, unless by
some such method as that adopted by
Mill 1 Would he think it an Hiberni-

cism to say that there is no such thing

as ' a round square,' and iio demon-
strate this assertion by analysing the

meanmg of the words ' round ' and
* square,' and pointing out that no idea

can be framed answering to the phrase 1

I hardly thuik so. And yet this is all

the Duke of Argyll's criticism amounts
to. Mill's process is in fact the very

method adopted by the Duke himself

in his own article, when he attempts

to show that Sir W. Hamilton's

phrase, 'the Unconditioned,' is 'simply

nonsense,—that is to say, a word pre-

tending to have a meaning, but having
none. ' I will not, however, retort upon
the Duke his own words, and say : 'The
Unconditioned is summoned into the

witness-box, examined, and urged to

confess, like the poor Irishman, that

it " lies dead in a ditch," '—l)ecause

that would be falling into a confusion

similar to his own.

Both the Duke and J. E. W. fail

to see, what Mill is careful to point

out, that though certain words which,
from the time of Plato to Berkeley,

were universally supposed to represent

so-called abstract ideas, do not represent
ideas at all, yet that they are not

meaningless. He says :
' A name,

though common to an indefinite mul-
titude of individual objects, is not, like

a proper name, devoid of meaning ; it

is a mark for the properties, or for

some of the properties, which belong

alike to all these objects.' 8o that

such words as ' colour,' though not

representative of ideas, properly so

called, do excellent service as general

names, or symboj^, after the manner
of the letters used in Algebra. In
his article on Berkeley, Mill refers to

the seventeenth chapter of his ' Exam-
ination of Sir Wm. Hamilton's Phil-

osophy,' where this question is fully

treated. I cannot help thinking that,

if the Duke of Argyll had taken the

trouble to master that chapter

thoroughly, his criticism would never
have been written.

It is worth while adding that the

Duke's criticism was a double blun-

der ; he was wrong in discovering an
Hibernicism where none existed, and
he was wrong in attempting to father

it on Mill. Berkeley is the real parent,

and, as Mill reminds us, his doctrine
' is now generally received, though
perhaps not always thoroughly com-
prehended.' Sir W. Hamilton, a

fellow-countryman of the Duke's, and
the ablest Scotch philosopher since

Hume, pronounced Berkeley's demon-
stration ' irrefragable.' As Polonius

would say, an irrefragable Hibernicism
' is good.'

J. E. W. liints that if time and
space permitted, he might collect ' for

exhibition ' a ' small herd ' of philo-

sophic ' bulls,' similar to the show-
beast just inspected. I quite agi-ee

with him in believing that the result

of his industry in that line would be
' not uninteresting,' though hardly in

his sense of the term. Among natu-

ral curiosities, certainly not the least

entertaining would be—a goodly col-

lection of mares' nests.

J. S.

—I should like to say a few words on
the subject of ' little great men,' inci-

dentally alluded to by J. E. W., when
discoursing on ' Hibernicisms in Phi-

losophy ' at last month's Table, a pro-
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pos of the Duke of Argyll's criticism
j

on Berkeley's and Mill's doctrine

respecting Abstract Ideas. It A\dll

not be denied, I think, that, when

a really gi-eat man like Mill and a

' little great man ' like the Duke of

Artfyll are at Issue on a question to

which the former ha§ given the whole

powers of his mind, the a priori prob-

ability is very strong that the great

man is right and the small one is

wrong. What one usually finds in such

cases is that the lesser man has not

the ability, or has not taken the trou-

ble, to get at the real meaning of

the master whom he is undertaking to

convict of some stupid and obvious

blunder ; the result being a very forci-

l:)le reminder of the ancient and not

uninstructive faljle of the boy, the

grandmother, and the eggs. A law-

student of one year's standing, ^^'ho

should undertake to set the Lord

Chancellor right on some abstruse

point of jvirisprudence, would 1 )e modes-

ty itself compared with some of the

'little great men" with whom our fore-

most scientists are attticted nowadays.

A Eev. Joseph Cook, a Dr. Elam, or

a Mallock thinks nothing of demolish-

ing Spencer, Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall,

Haeckel, Clifford, Biichner, and a half-

a-dozen others, in the compass of a

popular lecture or review article. When
doughty champions of this kind un-

bend their noble strength, one can

hardly help recalling Prince Hal's des-

cription of Hotspur : ' He that kills

me some six or seven dozen of Scots

at a breakfast, washes his hands, and

says to his wife,—"Fie upon this quiet

life ! I want work."— " O my sweet

Hairy," says she, "how many hast thou

killed to-day I"
—" Give my roan horse

a drench," says he; and answers, "some
fourteen," an hour after ; "a trifle, a

trifle. " ' One can readily imagine the

mighty Boston orator, returning home
from one of his ' great efforts,' with

the plaudits of cultured (?) thousands

still ringing in his ears, being accosted

by his wife :
' my sweet Joseph,

how many of those poor scientists

hast thou scalped to-day ?
' and reply-

ing, with all the nonchalance of con-

scious sti-ength, ' Some dozen or so ; a

trifle, a trifle !' To the many admirers

of great men of this calibre it must be

a sorrowful reflection that wholesale

massacres such as they delight in. must
come to a speedy termination simply

for want of victims, and that nothing
%vill be left to the warrior but to shed

sentimental tears of regret because he
finds himself in the same predicament

as Alexander with no more worlds to

conquer.

Some men are afllicted "wdth an
itching for notoriety, and are never

happy unless their name is in every-

body's mouth ; if in connection with

that of some man of world-wide fame
so much the better. In this way they

sometimes acquire an 'immortality by
deputy," their name being embalmed in

that of some man of might :

—

' iTetty I in amber to observe the forms
Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms !

The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare.

But wonder how the devil they got there.'

A Johnson writes a letter to a

Chesterfield, or a Pope makes his de-

tractors the heroes of a Dunciad, and
the thing is done. So strong is this

lues BosweUiana with some people

that they would rather be ' sat upon

'

than remain unnoticed ; hajjpy, when
some great man is goaded into extin-

guishing them, in feeling that

—

' 'Tis a kind of heaven to be kicked by him.'

In this way Dr. Elam and the Bos-

[

ton lecturer above named have had

]

their desire to be noticed gratified re-

I

cently. The former has been honoured
by Professor Clifl'ord with a l^rief

letter in the Sineteenth Century : and
the Satu flaij lierieic has made the

latter the hero ofan article on 'Spread-

eagle Philosophy.' It is to be hoped

that they are now satisfied. They
ought to l)e foi- the rest of their natural

lives. It is to be lioped, also, that Mr.

Mallock will have his youthful ambi-

I

tion gi'atified in a similar way before

long. He needs it sadly. But the

I
Mallocks, the Elams, and the Cooks
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ai-e giants among theii- tribe. Passing

downwards to the liliputians at the

other end of the scale, we come to the

anonymous scribblers and penny-a-

liners who air their ignorance and

their insolence in the columns of some
wretched rag of a weekly or daily

paper. Thei-e are naturalists who
tell us that mosquitoes, gnats, and

blow-flies have their office in the

economy of nature ; and it is a sooth-

ing exercise of faith to believe that

the stinging and buzzing human in-

sects who pass their lives in torment-

ing and worrying the great benefactors

of humanity are a mysterious dispen-

sation of an All-wise Plo^^.dence, who
orders all things for our good.

S. N. J.

Do any of our guests know, to their

sorrow, the Perfect Planner ] I mean
the individual in whom precision and
forecast ai-e malignantly prominent,

and who will cheerfully and punctu-

ally map out the future for you with-

out any request on your part. Let

those who know the person I mean
mourn with me awhile, and let those

who, happily, have escaped his toils

listen with attention, not unmingled
with pity, to the tale of his misdeeds.

Your Perfect Planner knowsnaught
of perspective, aerial perspective or

otherwise. A landscape Ijy Claude or

Turner, with its golden or purplish-

hazy distance, embodying all sorts of

imaginary glades, lakes, and meander-
ing meadow paths, among which the

fancy can roam at will, he cannot

away with. Give him rather the map
or road guide of the district, or, as the

farthest stretch of his complaisance

in matters of art, one of those bird's-

eye views in which you can trace a

flat Rhine running between dumpy
engraved pimples (representing vine-

clad slopes) with here and there a ring

enclosing three high pitched roofs, a

gable of a steeple (representing the

picturesqueness and anticjuity of Coin
or Mainz). So in literature, the P. P.

does not admire the wild sketch of

Glencoe, after Macaulay, or an Italian

scene from the pen of Ruskm. The
topographical guide-book style is more
after his heart ; such descriptions as

these are more tangible, more readily

grasjjed by his finite understanding :

' Turn to the r. at the ruined chapel,

thence southerly along the high road

to Spifienshausen 300 yards, where
you will see a waterfall 60 feet high.

Take the winding path to the 1. up
the mountain l)y three chestnut trees,

skirt the back of the Alte Schloss and

ascend the slope to the cross-roads,

where a cross is planted ; thence

choose, etc'

This style of surveyor's description

—which guides you safely and ignor-

antly past beauty after beauty, com-

forted with the idea that you cannot

lose your way, and that you will turn

up in good time at the resting-place

at the end of that day's tour and enjoy

a comfortable meal at one of the three

ditterent grades of inns which your

Murray has named for you in advance

—is exactly suited to the taste of the

Pei'fect Planner. Far be it from him
to start in the breezy early morning,

knapsack on back, careless whither

his heels may carry him before night-

fall ; far indeed be it from him to

taste the joy of losing himself on hill-

side or wood and speculate on the re-

ception he will meet in the little ham-

let, whose clustering chimneys and

tidy garden patches he sees below him

as the dusk draws near. All this is

as foolishness unto the P. P.

I have seen a Perfect Planner of

the German persuasion on the verge

of being lost in London. He was
midway between the Quadrant and

Oxford Street, in sight of Regent

Street, in fact. But he was not to be

lured by any false semblance of a broad

thoroughfare from the pursuit of his

own cherished plan. Undaunted by
jeers of boys and chafi" of cabmen, he

opened a camp-stool, sat down man-

fully on it in the midst of the pave-

ment, and opened a huge map. It was

a windy day, and the map persisted
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in folding itself inside out, in wrajjping

itself like a bandage round his honest

head and discomposing the ' set ' of

his spectacles. But the brave Teuton

persevei-ed, and was, no doubt, ulti-

mately rewai-ded (although I did not

wait to see the result) by successfully

identifying his position in infinite

space with some exact point upon his

enormous map. No doubt he felt as

grand as a traveller who has thumped
his way to the centre of Africa, and

finds his astronomical observations

agree to a nicety with those of Liv-

ingstone or Schweinfurth.

Over time, as Avell as space, the Per-

fect Planner loves to tyrannise. Who
but he squelches your harmless day-

dream of a run tip to the Muskoka
Lakes for a little fishing by ruthlessly

reminding you that this week you are

engaged every day and next week you
will be too busy 1 He does not do

this directly, but in a mean and round-

about way which moves one to con-

tempt and loathing. The day perhaps

is hot, and in a moment of misguided

enthusiasm you confide in him your

plan of escape from the dust and tur-

moil of the city. He often afl'ects a

sympathy, which only adds to the

sting he is laying up for you. He asks

in a friendly way when you mean to

go 1 Perhaps you commit yourself to

some rash assertion that it must be

before the Assizes, or before this or

that board meeting, synod, or other

gathering. P. P. urges greater definite-

ness. "When ? What week 1 Day ?

Hour ? Train 1 Some time this week
or next is as nothing unto him.

It must be arranged some time, and
why not now ?

If you stoop to his suggestion and
venture to name the day, then he is

in his element. The moon changes

the night before, and Venner pi'ophe-

sies fine weather, so it will be sure to

rain. As you are not bound upon
that day, you choose another. P. P.

returns to the charge. Your old friend

X. will be in town that day, and you
promised to have him to diiuier at the

club, and P. P. expects to make one

of that party. Frenzied by repeated

disappointments, you at last clinch

the nail by fixing a day (a very incon-

venient one as it always happens) and
turning a deaf ear to all objections.

P. P. then commences at your ar-

rangements, dictates your I'oute and
your train, metaphorically fills your
sandwich-box for you, and insists on
knowing what train yoti will be back
by, as he should so like to meet you
at the station (with an eye to your
hamper of speckled trout).

When he is shaken off and you go
growling away alone, what is the re-

sidt 1 Your beautiful vision of a holi-

day, which hovered daintily like a

light butterfly over the immediate fu-

ture, free to select its time and place,

gloriously indefinite and indefinitely

gloriotis, is gone. In its place you
have the same butterfly, crushed,

cbied, and dead, the purple plumage
brushed ofi' its wings, and a cruel pin

(of P. P's. forging) fastening it down
on to the pad of a railway time-tal)le.

It becomes a task to be got over, part

of your future duties, and your plea-

sure is dependent now on the accident

of your being in the vein for holiday-

making on that day and of the day
being in the vein for it as M'ell. And
most of all the fact of the finish and
the return, which you had resolved to

ignore, is impressed vividly upon you,

and you feel by anticipation P. P's.

fervent hand-grip as he greets you
with the remark, ' Well, old man,
isn't it better to plan a tii}) right out,

instead of letting things slide, as you
are so fond of doing I

'

I once knew a P. P. so dead to

imagination that on my telling him in

my jocular way that 1 had been on a

trip to Utopia (I had, in fact, Vjeen

reading Sir Thomas More) he replied,

' Where did you change cars ?—it's

somewhere on the Xorthern Railway,

isn't it ?

'

F. E.

—I am not given to mortuary rhyme.
Indeed it is not often that I write
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verse of any kind, Ijiit my liead is so

full of the death of the young Queen
of Spain, that I mv,d say something

about her. Do you know that I

sometimes tliink the Vjrains are made
up of shadows and fancies, and that

these shadows drop out now and then

and appear before us. They are ghosts

that haunt our very souls, and when
they take a turn for verse-wiiting and
will not be laid until their fancies

take form and substance, what is a

poor mortal to do : but follow the

dictates of these—what shall I call

them %—visions, or psychological gob-

lins, which % All through last night

my mind was in a perfect whirl. My
thoughts ran on and on. The youth-

ful Mercedes appeared before me. I

could not banish her away. I saw
her as a bride, as a Queen, as a

woman. I only obtained relief from
the mental throe I was in, when the

morning sun peeped into my room.

Then I sat down and gave utterance,

in ver.se, to the thoughts which l)urn-

ed themselves into my b)-ain.

MERCEDES.

So few inuiiths wed ! Vet lying now
With Death's cold hand upon thy brow,
While proud Si)ain's heart with jjfrief doth how.

To mourn thy fate.—Mercedes.

So few months Queen ! Alfonso's bride
His chosen love—his country's pride.

Alas ! for him that thou hast died,

And left him thus !—Mercedes.

Upon thy heail so fair and bright.
But eighteen summers shed their light,

And then thv spirit took its flight,

To heaven's reolm—Mercedes.

And should we mourn that thou hast found
Thy rest? Ah ! no, for thou ait crowned
Anew. While songs of joy resound,

tjuc angel more I Mercedes.

CUliREiST EYENTS.

THE significance of the good old

English word ' pic-nic ' has been

seriously altered for the worse since

our fathers and grandfatliers sang in

gleeful chorus, ' The days when we
went gypsying a long time ago.' The
dictionaries still emljalm the old insti-

tution, and it is defined as an enter-

tainment in which each one contributes

to the supply ; but the fresh joyous-

ness and vitality of the pic-nic exist

no longer. The old-fashioned hamper
or basket, carefully filled V)y mater-

familias, and destined foi- the common
store, has passed away—to give place

to the indurated Inin or cake and the

desiccated sandwich of the mercenary
purveyor. Mugby Junction has be-

come a peripatetic estaljlishment

wandering al)Out fitfully and pitching

its tent in shady gro^'e.s and beside

still waters. It has been said that the

English race takes even its })leasures

hardly and seriously, and should any-

one be disposed to doubt it, let him
study the decline and fall of the pic-

nic. Everything nowadays is done

with some ulterior object ; merry-

making, pure and simitle, finds no
place in modern hygiene—itself a

hateful v/ord. Our forbears used

to do most things with all their might,

whether, it were work or fun they were
about for the time being. They had

no notion of mixing up politics with

their summer outings or breathing the

fresh countiy air poisoned with the

vapourings of [tai'ty rhetoric. In these

days when even oiu- novels are written
' with a purpose,' humanity is not al-

lowed to gandjol and disport itself

without l)eing preached and spouted

at, until politics have become nauseous

and men are almost moralized out of
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any sound respect foi- religion or mor-
ality. Why do not the people, es-

j)ecially onr young men and women,
who have some better use for country

air and scenery, niake a resolute stand

in favoiir of joyous, hearty and harm-
less amusement as it was in days gone

•J

The political pic-nic is almost wholly

an abomination. It is a demonstra-

tion principally set on foot to give

opportunities to the professional spou-

ter— ' the all-lired volley of talk,' asCar-

]y]e calls him. He has nothing new to

tell ; the same threadbare story, the

same dreary platitudes, the same mud-
dled statistics, the same coarse and
truculent vituperation are to be found
in eveiy ' cam})aign ' deliverance. In
these days when almost every house-

holder buys or borrows a newspaper,
there seems no valid reason wdiy public

men should submit to somuch wear and
tear in the sultry term. There is

doubtless a cei'tain amount of reason-

able curiosity in the country, concern-

ing the appearance and speechifying

gifts of the leaders
;
yet that might

be satisfied by a travelling menagerie
conducted by both parties, in which
Sir John, the Premier, Dr. Tupper and
Mr. Cartwright would form an en-

gaging and attracti\'e group as ' The
Happy Family,' Mr. Plumb officiating

as showman. There is certainly one
compensating feature in the out-of-door

meetings which gives them a decided

advantage over the packed and per-

spiring gatherings in halls or theatres.

Men are not bound to listen to the
understrapjjers who are thrust forward;
8trephon and Phyllis who are usually

non-partisans may retire, when and as

often as they please, to discuss domes-
tic politics in a committee of two

;
yet

after all how much more natural and
delightful a dance on the green turf

or a game of kis.s-in-the-ring.

It is amusing to compare the speeches
ilelivered by the leaders on each side

at these hybrid meetings, and, after

perusing them as reported in exteuso

by the journals, we can easily imagine

the bewildered state of mind a poor,

unsophisticated voter must find him-
self after attending rural pic-nics in

his neighbourhood. The only conclu-

sion he is likely to form, in anything
but a hazy way, is that most poli-

ticians are either scolds or scamps,

pei-haps both. The County of Mid-
dlesex has lately been highly favoured

by the knights of the pic-nic. At
Strathroy, the Government were re-

pi'esented by Messrs. Cartwa-ight and
Laurier, and at Parkhill the ' Chief-

tain ' himself attracted the eyes and
ears of all the country round. Whether
the people in the townshijis neai- the

Ontario Cockaigne duly appreciated

the })recious privileges the great men
bestowed upon them may be doubted,

A circus or a wild-beast show would
probably have entei'tained them more
satisfactorily ; but then the times are

hard and political instruction is fi-ee

as air though hardly so necessary to

human existence. The thousands who
flocked to the two centres of attraction

can scarcely have been edified or

amused ; still, as it is rude to look a

gift horse in the mouth, they no doubt

made themselves as contented and

comfortable as i)Ossible under the de-

pressing circumstances of the case.

At Strathroy, after a little speech

from Mr. (Oliver, Mr. Cartwright

plunged in medias res with character-

istic vigour, dealing trenchant blows

upon Sir John and his unprincipled

crew, hurling figures around and above

him at intervals, until the aii- fairly

glowed with the coruscation of lire-

works sent forth, wdth all the satii'ical

shock and shiver peculiar to his rheto-

torical sky-rockets. The |)resence of

Mr. Laurier was somewhat refreshing,

because it seemed like a renewal of

the old league between the progressive

parties in Ontario and Quebec. To
Confederation we owe the rapproche-

ment which rancour, excited by the re-

presentative qv^estion, had, of late ren-

dered impracticable. Were the party

what it once was, placed firmly on a basis

of sound })rinciple, instead of being a
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mere coiabiaiation to retain office, one

might recall the days when Robert

BalchWn found a seat in Riniouski

and Louis Lafontaine was returned for

one of the ridings of Yoik. 3Ir.

Laurier is a young man of promise, a

Minister to whose utterances ]>eople

are ready to listen, and whether friends

or opponents, to weigh with generous

indulgence ; but it is much to be feared

that party training is Vjeginning to

efface the frank ingenuousness of his

nature. Mistakes in political history,

such as those Sir Francis Hincks de-

tected in Mr. Lauiier's Quebec lecture,

are pardonable ; to misrepresent op-

ponents and even passing events and

recent transactions, so early in his

career, are sadly ominous indications

of deterioration. It is to be hoped

that the hon. gentleman is not to

furnish another proof that ' evil com-

munications corrupt good manners,'

and that one cannot take a dip in the

slough of partWsm without permanent
defilement. There was an Ontario

Minister at Strathroy—that r«ra avis

in terris until recently—the somnolent

Mr. Pardee. During the session of

the Local House, the Commissioner
could snooze away the hours, ' to

dumb forgetfulness a prey,' but that

was in the winter season. Just now
he perhaps finds it too hot to sleep

without fii'st undergoing some ex-

haustmg labour ; hence, at the pic-

nic, he was speaking, pei-spiring, saw-

ing the air, and adventurously seizing

the Protectionist bull by the horns. It

can hardly be said that he shook any
novel information out of the animal ;

still he was drawing upon Mr. David
Wells, after the style of Mr. David
Mills, with considenible sjitisfaction to

himself.

At Parkhill, Mr. Plumb posed as

the Pan or Orpheus of the grove ; at

least he should have done so, but
strange to say, not only did he fail to

move the woods or fill them with the

fragrance of his poesy, but the woods
failed to move or inspire him. The
hon. member was out of tune, and took

refuge from the neglectful or con-

temptuous Muse in a labyrinth of sta-

tistics. Sir John Macdonald did Mr.
Plumb the honour to say that the

latter had paid great attention to the

subject lately, evidently impressed

Vjy the fancied incongi'uity of poetiy

and blue-books. But there never was
a gieater mistake. Figures of rhetoric

and figures of arithmetic are closely

allied now-a-days—in fact they are

both used figiiratively. WTien Audrey
asked of Touchstone the meaning
of ' poetical :' ' Is it honest in deed and
word? Is it a true thing?' the fool's

answer was, ' No, ti-uly ; for the ti'uest

poetry is the most feigning.' And the

same is true of figures, when manipu-
lated by the modern partisan ; they

are as a nose of wax to be t^^'isted in

any required direction j true sub modo
in themselves, they may be dressed

and distorted to any use and in any
service, until they end by proving a

palpable falsehood, without a flaw in

the demonstration. It is not too much
to say that no partisan ' takes the

stump,' at any public assemblage with-

out dealing disingenuously with statis-

tics. Whether it be Mr. Cartwi-ight or

Dr. Tu})per, Mr. Plumb or any other of

the lesser lights, most men of ordinary

discernment, having a 'passable ac-

quaintance with the subject-matter,

may detect the misuse of figures in any
speech on either side. Walpole s \n'o-

test to his son against histoi'v is, in

these days, more pointedly applicable

to figures. Statistics may be made to

mean any thing, and are almost inva-

riably made to lie. The member for

Niagara and the Finance Minister

touched upon the same points in their

speeches. The latter was eminently

didactical, expatiating in a free and
random way, over a vast extent of

space ; but he was chiefly concerned

with his own consistency. He seemed

bent like most round men, thiaist into

square holes, upon estaVjlishing his

prescience, born after the event ; and
it was at that point Mr. Plumb faii-ly

exposed Mr.Cartwright's charlatanism.
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At the very time when the Finance

Minister is supposing himself to have

protested against lavish expenditure, at

a jjeriod of unnatural inflation, he was
in fact, eulogizing the financial policy

of the Administration in 1872. Per-

haps the i-ecent political history of

Canada has never been so boldly tra-

vestied before an intelligent audience

as the Finance Minister attempted to

travesty it at Sti-athroy. His facts are

almost invariably wrong, and his figures

—well, his figures are plastic and ac-

commodating. No public man, cer-

tainly since Confederation, has less

right than Mr. Cartwright, to attempt

a show of consistency. Whethei* the

soupcon of personal })ique against the

Consei'vative leadei', on the ground
that his claims as a financier were con-

temptuously set aside, be true or not,

there is certainly averisimilitiide about

it, read in the light of the jSIinister's

vindictiA'e speeches against his former

chief, which cannot be blinked. The
attempt to play upon popular ignoi-

ance, or rather popuhir indifference, not

merely to him and his antecedents, but

to any party politics more than a yeai-

old, is futile. He is now responsible

for the financial status and credit of

the Dominion, and we have iio hesi-

tation in saying—although tliere is not

the sign of a suitable successor on the

• other side—that he is not the man to

play ducks and drakes with the futui-e

of the Dominion. His policy has been

all wrong from first to last ; he has

borrowed money at ruinous rates, when
he should have imposed taxes ; he
blames his predecessors for not impos-

ing taxes when they were not wanted;
his forecast of the futui-e has egregi-

• ously failed in eveiy yeai' of his tenure

of office ; and, in addition to all his

other deficiencies, he has the foulest

tougue, save, perhaps, Mr. Francis

Jones's in the Dominion. Incompe-
tency is stamped u])on the whole course

of his administration, and if posterity

will not say of him, what 8ir Francis

Dashwood expected contemporaries to

remark, '.There ooes the worst Clnui-

cellor of the Exchecpier that evei- lived,

it will be liecause they have foi-gotten

all about him.

Nor are matters much better, indeed

rather worse, if attention be directed

to the other side. Dr. Tupper is the

coming Minister of Finance, and he is

surely not a proper man for that res-

ponsible position. Not to speak of his

want of balance, his utter recklessness

in assertion, and his penchant for

invective, in which he is only excelled

by the two worthies ali'eady mentioned
on their side, his financial abilities

must be taken on trust. He is not a
' safe ' man, at the present exigency,

and we must look elsewhere for a

Finance Minister. Sir John Macdo-
nald does not profess to be acquainted

with monetary affairs, and his lavish

promises to make everybody rich by
imposing customs' duties, and his

amateur dabbling with figiires gene-

rally, show that he knows as much
about that subject as he does concerning

the integral calculus or philosophical

necessity. His speeches and resolutions

have given ample oppoi'tunity to the

doctrinaires, and Lnflieted moi-e serious

injury upon eveiy fiscal policy deserv-

ing the title ' national,' than any de-

livered or formtilated V)y his opponents.

He never opens his mouth not merely

without ' putting his foot in it,' but
making a thoroughfare upon which the

feet of all his opponents may ride dry-

shod ox^v anything like a rational

policy. At Parkhill, he seemed insen-

sible of the retorts to which he ren-

dered himself liable, for he imagined a

conversation between himself and his

opponents in 1865, when he has actu-

ally begun to fancy that he promised

protection. They, of the other party,

objected that he was not in earnest in

his economic notions : if you are, they

said, or were supposed to say by a

figment of Sir John's imagination, you
would increase the taxation. No, says

the ex-Premier, we had plenty of

money to s})are, went on Avith the

public woi'ks, and saved the people

from 'contributinff two millions more
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out of the revenue. The absurdity of

the story is obvious on the face of it

;

but how, if it were retorted now, when
Sir John, in his mad way, is jtroposing

to tax all imports—on an extravagant

scale, ill a ]>eriod of serious depression ?

A desire to be all things to all men, in

order to win a majority in the next

House, has led him so far astray that

were he never so honestly disposed, he

could not carry out one tithe of the

promises to which he stands pledged.

It is his absurd talk about a ' recipro-

city of tariffs,' and his ignorant admi-

ration of the American system which
have enabled the doctriiia ire presson the
othei- side to prate about an impending
thirty or forty per cent, scale of duties.

It has even prompted the Globe to make
a reductio aJ ahsiordum of its own
pseudo-scientitic theory by otfering a

specious apolog\' for the American
tariff—an apology false and insincei-e,

but which might have passed muster
if it had not lieen coupled with an
ignoble suggestion that Canada should

cringe once more at the feet of its

seltish and unfriendly neighbour.

It is difficult to say whether Sir

John Macdonald or Mr. Cartwright is

the more formidable foe to any sober

and intelligent re-adjustment of the

tariff'. If Sii- Alex. Gait or Sir Fran-
cis Hincks were likely to be our next
Finance ^Minister, people might be as-

sured of a rational fiscal policy, essen-

tially Canadian. As it is, confidence

placed anv^'here will be misplaced.

Mr. Cartwright is so eaten up of per-

sonal antipathies that he could not do
any good as a Minister, if he would.

In his Strathroy speech, for instance,

on another point of attack, he began
the old story about the Washington
Treaty. He knows what everyone
else knows, that whatever Su- John
Macdonald's faults may be, he is not

likely, if only from the self-regarding

instincts of the politician, to betray

his country. The Finance Minister is

not ignorant that Imperial consider-

ations were supreme at Washington,
and that, in fact, Sii- John was an

Imperial representative; and he knows
right well, that Ijy no possible con-

struction of the Geneva refeience could
the Fenian claims have been brought
within the purview of the Commission.
And yet he has the :iieanness to cast

it up as a reproach that the ex-Pre-

mier did not effect what he is quite

aware was absolutely impossible. ]Mi-.

Cartwright is not the only party leader

w-ho offends every principle of sound
morality and good taste in party wai--

fare, only he occupies a con.spicuous

station and has made himself pecu-
liarly vulnerable by his flippant and
unscrupiUous language, when dealing

with opponents. Dr. Tupper and others

who might easily be named, if it were
worth while, are sinners in an equal

degree ; and even Sir John Macdonald
whose good nature sometimes covers

^\•ith a decent veil the passion which
bubbles up into grimace, has been at

times as coarse, vituperative and un-

fair as any of his subalterns. The
attacks made upon Mr. Mackenzie's
probity and good faith are utterly with-

out justification, and although one may
lament his peevishness and petulancy
of temper, most non-partisans will be
willing to extend to him some indul-

gent consideration. If he succeeds at

the approaching elections in keeping
his seat, it ^vill not be because of his

financial policy, but because the elec-

torate feels well-gi-ounded confidence

in the honesty of his intentions, and
the sterling and honom-able energy he
has expended in the pu1:)lic service.

The party in opposition Avill sooner or

later learn that the scandal business is

not ' a paying investment,' and that

the best ser\-ice they can do a man of

unblemished integrity is to varnish over

the mistakes he has made with a thick

covering of angry abuse.

The journals are only performing a

solemn duty when they impress upon
the electorate the supreme importance
of the task it wall soon be called on to

perform. The general elections can-

not be delayed beyond a couple of

months, if the public interest and con-
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A'enience are to be consulted Ijy the

CTOvernment, and, therefore, it be-

hoves all who have the material and
moral progress of the Dominion at

heart, to bestir themselves and gird

themselves up for the contest. Especi-

ally is it incumbent upon those who
possess special training and experience

in public affairs—those who have

gained the ear and acquired the con-

fidence of their fellow-electors—to ex-

ert their influence in the I'ight direc-

tion. Unhappily it is much to be

feared that the major part of that

sterling element in public affairs will

fritter its energies away in the inane

and frivolous struggles of effete i:iarty-

ism. Yet now, if ever, there is a noble

opportunity of pursuing the good of

the country. The path is neither ob-

scui'e nor tortuous, and only blindness

can misguide those who have no selfish

inducement to abandon it of set pur-

pose. Within the half decade for

which the next Dominion Hoiise will

b)e shortly chosen, much will be done,

well or ill, which must leave its in-

eradicable stamp upon the Dominion
in all time coming. If the broad and
fertile territory and the indomitable

-energy of the Canadian people seem
to guarantee the promise of a glorious

future, there is much on the other

hand to discourage and dishearten.

In the early days of Confederation,

whensome of our public menwho might
Lave known better, seem to have lost

their balance, Canada was induced, to

view its destiny through the roseate

atmosphere surrounding its renewed
youth. By this time most men, not

political hvicksters, have grown calm

and disenchanted
;
yet they find them-

selves burdened with promises and
undertakingswhich press vvitli irksome

stress upon them, only to leave a fear-

ful legacy entailed upon posterity. It

is, of course, open to partisans to lay

the blame of this unfortunate condi-

tion of affairs upon opponents ; it is

natural that they should do so, however
palpably and demonstrably untruetheir
accusation may be. Both parties are

equally to Vilame ; they first inspii-ed

the people with the exuberant gust of

hasty enthtfsiasm and received in re-

turn an impetus which will involve

the Dominion in serious financial em-
barrassment. It is all very well to

tell contemporaries that posterity must
reap the benefit of the enormous
public works undertaken at the con-

solidation of the Dominion. But pos-

terity has no representati-se in Parlia-

ment ; and it is more than probable

than when it is capable of articulate

utterance, it may object to the mill-

stone tied about its neck from the

moment it emerges upon the scene.

What if a statesman, early in the

twentieth century should reproach

those who have gone before him wdth

almost sti-angling the infant nation-

ality in its cradle, with over-weighting

it and stunting its growth by unneces-

sary burdens, instead of proceeding

po.ri passu with the vigour of its juve-

nescence and the full development of

its manhood 1 And supposing him to

continue his re})roaches upon those

whohad preceded him, and to complain

bitterly that althovigh they had bur-

dened the country beyond endurance,

it was left a nationality ^vith but

one interest that of the soil and
its raw material—a needy dependent
vipon a rapacious neighbour, who had
gathered to himself all its industries,

all its urban enterprise, all its intelli-

gence—in invention, in arts, mechan-
ism and manufactures ? Whether the

coming statesman shall find it neces-

sary to submit these queries may, and
in all human probability must, de-

pend upon the issue of the approach-

ing elections. Would it not be wise

to consider in advance what answer
we could give at the bar of posterity 1

Clearly, if the ])eople are fired with

the laudaV^le ambition to be a nation,

in any adequate sense of the word,

they must take their affairs into theii*

own hands, and entii-ely out of the

hands of party. Confederation is un
fait accompli and there is no use now
in cavilling about its inception. It
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will not do to part with one Province

—one stone in the glorious arch which

spans northern America from ocean

to ocean. Political waifs, like the

Finance Minister, may s]>eak conteni])-

tuously of British Columbia and its

sparse ])opulation ; l)ut it is ;i part of

Europe's highway to China and Japan,

and to bi-eak with it now means its ab-

sorption by the United States. Or
they may speak sneeringly of Prince

Edward Island, and the Maritime Pro-

vinces, altogether where the othermam
buttress of the Dominion rests. Yet if

they imagine they deceive the people

of Ontario or Quebec by an attempted

appeal to sectional selfishness, the elec-

tors will probably dispel the fantasy.

The older Pro\'inces, from their posi-

tion, are marked out in plain geo-

gi-aphical lines, as the commercial and
manufactui'ing centre for the gi-eat

West which is ours ; and they cannot

afford, eleven years after Confedera-

tion, to lose the capital they have in-

vested merely to satisfy party exigen-

cies either on one side or the other.

Whether what was done in the ten

years or so gone by was well and
wisely done is an historical, and not a

practical question with us now ; it is

detimtively done, at all events, and
statesmen, if there be any, must make
the best of it. It is certainly not

making the best of it, to render the

country uninhabitable by the skilled

mechanic and artisan, to drive them
and the capital which might employ
them across the line, on the specious

but utterly fallacious plea of making
Canada a cheap country for those

who remain. The question of a

re-adjusted tariff is not got rid of

by doctrinaire argument, but simply

postponed. Neither Mr. Cartwiight

nor any other soi-disant Fi-ee Trade
financier can go on borrowing at in-

increasing disadvantage forever ; and
when all the raw material and all the

articles we cannot produce are taxed

to the utmost, the catalogue of ' inci-

dentally ' protected articles will begin

to figure largely in the schedules. Shall

this be done now, when, as Mr. Mill de-

clares, it would be prudent, or five

years hence,when the mischief wrought
may be irre])arable. In his latest

work, a collection of lectures delivered

at Oxford, Prof. Bonamy Price la-

ments that political economy, his spe-

cial subject, is lo.SLiig its hold upon the

popular mind, and Ijoldly expresses it

as his opinion that it was ranked too

soon amongst the sciences. The i-ea-

son for this failui'C is not far to seek.

Political economy was—iii such of its

applications as relate to fiscal matters,

at all events—the product of hasty

and inadequate genei-alization from
the experiences of a single nation, and
its conclusions were quite as scientific

as the theories of a Lancashii'e coal

miner would be about the geology of

the globe. The doctrinaire took it Ln-

to his head that what is good for Bi'i-

tain must be good, in trade matters,

for every nation on the face of the

earth, no matter how diverse its char-

acter, its history, or the conditions of

its environment. He failed, as all at-

tempts have hitherto failed, to reduce

the complex phenomena of human so-

ciety within the rigid compass of sci-

entific statement. In Canada our text-

book legislators have only got so far

as Adam Smith ; they are almost an-

gry with the hesitating statements of

Mill ; and of that younger school of

]iolitical economists in England,

France, Germany, and Italy, only a

few years in being, they have not yet

contrived to hear a syllable.

On the other hand, the crudities of the

partywhich hasusurped the title of 'na-

tional ' are too trans})arently absurd

to deceive any one. Sir John Mac-
donald's speeches supply all that is

wanted to pi"ove that he either does

not weigh the meaning of his words,

or is simply playing ^vith the ques-

tion for some personal or sinister

end. It is in the mass of the peo-

ple, with the sound sense and un-

erring instincts which invariably guide

them, that the true Canadian nation-

alist may safely repose his hope for
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the future. Tlie confused statistics,

the exploded theory of the balance of

trade on the one side, and the cosmo-

politan nihilism on the other fall

ecjually upon inattentive ears. What
they do know is that this country to

he gi-eat must be progi'essive ; to be

progressive it must attract, not re-

pel, population : to attract them it

must have something more to depend

upon than the products of the soil.

The Conservative appeals to the sel-

tishuess of all the interests, and the

corresponding rebukes from the Gov-
ernment party are nothing to them.

The fanner, the manufacturer, the

mechanic, and the labourer are all

able to put their lingers upon the

weak spot. Theii' demand is not for a

party war-cry Avhich may culminate

in a fraud, but an honest attempt to

deal with the problem fairly, ration-

ally and effectively. Neither of the

existLiig parties can claim their con-

fidence : and it rests with them to cast

off the chains which have bound them,

and to vote at the polls this autumn as
' free and independent electors,' in

fact, and not in the cant phrase of

the addresses. The bulk of the people

know well that neither of the exist-

ing factions can be relied upon—the

Opposition because they cannot be

tiiisted, and the Ministry because

they have distinctly committed them-

selves to a suicidal fiscal policy.

No writer who takes up such ground

with reference to public affairs can

expect anything but abuse and mis-

representation from partisans ; but

that is of little importance if only the

people be aroused to a sense of the

pressing duty devolving upon them.

When the craft is in danger, Deme-
trius and his silversmiths, whether

their idol be Diana or a party fetish,

are of course indignant ; for not at

Ephesus only has the cry been heard,
' Sirs, ye know that by this craft we
have our wealth.' There is a feeling

of uiLrest abroad among the partisans

which promises well for the country.

Last month, we noticed Sir John

Macdonald's plea to those who are not

partisans. This month fear has been
propagated by contagion. Even Mr.
Cartwright, who brands the Conserva-

tive leader as a Coalitionist, was com-
pelled to admit that he was one also,

precisely on the same grounds—
' These old i)ast difficulties having been

successfully removed, there is nothing

that I can see to prevent honest men
from joining hands together.' Will
the hon. gentleman be kind enough to

point out any real, and not merely osten-

sible, })rinciple at issue between him
and his opponents 1 He claims to be

a Free-trader in one breath, and a

Protectionist by virtue of i-aising the

duties fi'om fifteen to seventeen and a

half per cent.
;

pretends to stand

aghast at the proj^osals ofthe Opposition

and yet affects to believe that they are

not made in earnest. Vehementthough
he may be, he is not a clever simula-

tor, and while the people are quite

ready to acknowledge him as an au-

thority on the futility of paity divi

sions, their confidence in him goes no
farther. At Parkhill, one of the ad-

dresses to Sir John Macdonald expres-

sed, in grandiloqiient phrases, the con-

viction that ' in this gi'eat country,

where, in times past, party-lines haA^e

been closely drawn—the })atriotic meii .^

on both sides, preferring the national

welfare to any fleeting gain—are de-

claring themselves in favour of that

policy.' The answer to all such

attempts to seduce men indifferent to

party strife may be phrased in sacred

words :

—
' Why tempt ye me \ Shew

me a peiuiy,' and when produced, it

is found to bear the superscription of

Csesar, ' the chieftain ' of the un-

certain party. The Globe which, de

finite de mieux, and it is a watery

exponent of any party, has also

come to the conclusion that there

is a constituency to be courted which

is non-partisan. There is much in the

carefully and, on the whole, faii-ly

written leader of that journal on the

18th ult., with w^hich any one may
cordially agree; yet the confession,.
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which is forced from it, of the crass

unreasonableness of partyism is worth

I'eproducing. After dismissing the

scandals, which are notably the result

of party warfare, since the hungry
always grumble at the well-fed, and
the well-fed are not over scrupulous

whether the banner of purity waves
over them or not, the Globe makes
an appeal to those not affected by
scandals—a rather large constitu-

ency, as matters have turned out—in

spite of party leaders and journalists.

' They (the scandals against the Gov-
ernment) serve to till the mouths of

politicians who desire, right or wrong,

to say something against their oppo-

nents, but they have not the slightest

influence upon fair-minded men of any
party, and fall harmless when di-

rected towards the class which con-

trols elections—we mean the thought-

ful and influential, who, free from
personal bias, sway to and fro as they

perceive errors on one side or the

other.' The mistake committed here

is the obvious one that it is not the

people who ' sway ' at all, but their

leaders. Hitherto the tail—a very

disreputable and cropped one—has

wagged the dog ; let us see if the dog
cannot summon up indi\T.duality

enough to keep the tail under conti-ol.

In England, the disintegration of

tlie Liberal party, and the crass sto-

lidity of the jDarty which is yjassing

under galvanic experimentation by

that prince of mountebanks, Earl

Beaconsfield, have raised in a strange

way the old question about the virtue

supposed to be inherent in party ru-

lers. Lord Brougham, certainly no au-

thority in many matters, and no great

authority in any, was of course an» ar-

dent partisan, if ever one was. His
words, however, on partyism were to

the efiect that political partias were
'hurtful to the interests of the country,

corrupting to the people, injurious to

honest principles, and at the very best

a clumsy contrivance for carrying on
the affairs of the State.' The PallMall
(jazette, which always after the Tele-

graplt, is the especial organ of the
' Jingo' party, thinks it necessary to

take up the cudgels on behalf of par-

tyism. De Quincey who was no poli-

tician, and Lecky, a philosophical

histoi-ian, with a strong Liberal and
pro-Ireland bias, are quoted, but the

writer relies, like our friend of the

Journal of Commerce, upon Macaulay
It is not Ijy any means detracting from
the acknowledged genius of Macaulay
to say that he was a historian, whose
pictures were washed in with epigram
and utterly ruined by partyism. There
is not a character out of the Whig
circle in his gallery, which is not cari-

catured. Notwithstanding his prodi-

gious memory, he remembered nothing,

but what made for those who had sent

him to Parliament for the Lansdowne
pocket-borough of Calne, and made
him Master of Ordnance. He mangled
and misrepresented Swift, reviled

every Toiy of the time of Anne and
William, and has sent down a portrait

of George Sa^ile, Earl of Halifax, ' The
Trimmer,' which it remains for some
non-partisan biogra})her to correct.

Macaulay was himself the most salient

example of the partisan spirit, because
with the wonderfully graphic power
he possessed, as well as the Highland
imagination he inherited from his Cel-

tic ancestors, he was enabled to pervert

history for party purposes, and then
make the perversion as he himself said,

' popular as a novel.' Lord Macaulay
is the most unsatisfactory witness that

could be adduced in support of the

party system, since his writings re-

main a standing monument in protest

against it. It is almost amusing to

be told nowadays, in the obsolete lang-

uage of Holland House, that some
men are prone" to look back, and
others to look forward ; that Conser-
vatism is right in its proper place, and
Whiggery or Radicalism equally so,

provided always the one or other to

which we happen to be opposed, does

not become unruly and insist upon
predominance. One party ought al-

ways to be on the right of Mr. Speaker,



242 CURRENT EVENTS.

that bein,2: its allotted place in the

order of Providence, or by the decrees

of manifest destiny, and then an Op-

position has its proper functions on the

left—a useful element in the body

politic. In all other departments of

human thought and action, save only

the military—and to that must now
be added the diplomatic—the notion

that men or nations can be treated

like paMTis, or marshalled into ranks

with uniformity of dress or unwaver-

ing obedience to orders, has been

abandoned. Even in religion, where

at all events, there is a clean-cut and

incisive line of demarcation between

authority and individuality, most men
have come to the conclusion that con-

siderable latitude of opinion must be

conceded. Yet in politics, where so

many diverse views are admissible,

according to their own theory, parti-

sans still persist in striving to main-

tain, on an exaggerated scale, the old

military system of party discipline.

No thoughtful man who scans, and

endeavours to interpret, the signs of

the times can doubt that a breaking-

up of the old party-system is imminent

both in Europe and America. If

there be one indication, more clear and
unmistakable than another it is the

rending of those traditional bonds

which once served as a coherent force

to weld men in masses and are being

cast off like the withes of Samson,

powerless to resist the convulsive force

of modern energy. It would be un-

reasonable to deny the power of as-

sociation when employed in prosecu-

tion of a gi-eat principle whether

religious liberty or electoral reform

;

but the days, when men will subordin-

ate their personality and surrender

their freedom of action to achieve a

single object are past and gone. Tliere

are so many things about which men
may now-a-days differ, and so few

upon which they can agree to the ex-

clusion of theu" points of difference,

that party, in its old sense, has become

practically a tradition, and no longer a

realitv. Before this centuiy has ceased,

people will marvel that men could

possibly haA-e been the thralls of so

irrational a system of pohty as that

which now, even in its decadence, finds

stout and angry champions.

In every country of Europe and
America public affairs seems pregnant
with the same lesson of change and
transition. On all hands there are

the same symptoms of dislocation and
upheaval ; old things are passing away
and all things becoming new. Even
the dominant party in England,
powerful from its stolid gravity and
' educated '" into crass vitality by Lord
Beaconsfield, gives signs of falling to

pieces, and its parent may possibly

survive to assist at its obsequies. The
Liberal party has gone utterly to

smash, and the earnest leaders of it

are quarrelling over the bits which
still remain. In France the Republic

has been saved by the sj)irit of com-
promise in the person of M. Dufaure,

reinforced by the passive strengthwhich
has come out of national weakness
and exliaustion. In Germany where
one might have expected that the fire

of a triumphant patriotism would
glow with undiminished fervour, for a

century, the twin demons of Ultramon-
tanism and Socialism are maddening
Bismarck so tliat his evil genius goads

him on in the path of. A-iolent re-

pression to meet him at last at a

Philippi which will not terminate like

Gravelotte or Sedan. Austria with

its dual system tends to chaos. Italy

has been torn in pieces by confiised

partyism while yet in process of con-

solidation, and Russia, notwithstand-

ing her terrible military eftbrts, reposes

upon a volcano, within, which are

wrestling the indomitable forces of

social unrest and financial collapse.

Our American neighbours are in

an agony of a similar type. Partyism

there, as elsewhere, is dogged by the

nemesis of its own iniquities and ut-

terly discredited by its confessed

abandonment of principle or moral

self-restraint. Yet in all these coun-

tries, as compared with Canada, thez-e
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are some vital issues at stake with

which men dare not attempt to play,

and therefore some raisoa d^etra for

the party system. Here, at all events,

whei-e the very names with which men
label themselves are unmeaning sur-

vivals, and the shibboleths sound hol-

low and sepulchral, what apology

can be advanced for its existence 1 If,

bv chance, one or other of the factions

manages to grasp a principle by the

skirts, it is only to let it escape again,

when the turn is served, wounded and

naked. If the people of the Dominion
desire to be well governed in the iive

years to come, they ought surely to

emancipate themselves from a yoke

which galls them with no compensat-

ing advantage, and irritates, instead

of soothing, the sores which the

politicians have rudely scarred with

their mollifying ointment. To the

honest and intelligent elector, whose aid

the partisans are now eager to invoke

—the ' non-partisan ' majority— the

tirst and most pressing duty is to

listen to the syren voice of neither

faction. When two men present

themselves for their suffrages in a

constituency, let them inqui-re not

into their political stripe, but into

their ability to serve the people and

their probity and integrity as members
of society. "When men like Col.

Walker are put forward by one party,

or like Mi-. Boultbee by the other, it

is time that the electorate took the

reins of power into its own hands. If

the parties have lost the slightest

suspicion of principle, they have re-

tained their power for mischief. The
selfishness which makes a trade of

politics, and the cynical hypocrisy which

chuckles in its sleeve at the folly of

it, are in alliance and can do as much
harm as ever. It rests with the peo-

ple to say whether the double game
carried on for years shall be perpetu-

ated—the game of the tricksters who
make a mock of virtue, and their con-

geners who simulate it for purposes

equally unworthy. Measures and
men must be the popular motto at the

polls, let what will become of the

miserable factions in whose name the

contest is ostensibly cai'ried. In Que-

bec, notwithstanding the backward

state of its political education, a

glimpse of sunshine has appeared in

the outcome of the last general election

and it should be an auguiy of good

for the entire Dominion. Upon the

people rests the responsibility of

changing the aspect of political affairs
;

a blunder now may entail much suf-

fering and loss in the future ; and, as

they have to count the cost, and meet
it, in the long run, it is not too much
to urge that they should awake to

the duty of the hour.

The extravagant party in Quebec
have been impeding legislation by the

manifold devices at the command of

an Opposition. The constitutional

question has disappeared, naturally so,

because the most violent of partisans

are convinced by this time that they

have not an arg-umentative leg to stand

upon. They may gibe and sneer, and
suggest what they please in the shape

of innuendo, but as for reasoning on
the qviestion, they acknowledge them-
selves wor.sted, disarmed, and clean out

of the field. The menace of another

dissolution has Ijeen rather dishearteA-

ing, and the prospect of returning in

the autumn with something worse
than a Speaker's casting-vote against

them have no doul)t made some of

their own numbers pause and fight

shy of a direct vote of non-confidence.

Still they have not scrupled to make
a bid for interested rings of all sorts.

Not a vote proposed in the Com-
mittee of Supply has passed without an
expression of the Opposition regi-et

that their old regime of extravagance

has come to an end. The pai'tisans

have not yet realized the change which
has come over the Province, and are

inclined to hope that even yet the

spendthrift policy may attract a suffi-

cient amount of influence, of the rueful

and regretful sort, to carry them back
into power. It is all in vain, however.

The laudator temporis acti in Quebec
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is an idolater perhaps in his way : but

he is not a fool, and knows the differ-

ence between impending bankruptcy

and pressing -taxation, as contrasted

with thrift, economy and retrenchment.

Nor are men whose wits have once

been sharpened, likely to be deceived

by so barefaced a sham as M: Martel's

motion to do a little cheese-paring, as

a stroke of revenge at Spencer Wood.

Even the hon. member's own leaders

were ashamed of the amendment, and

he succeeded only in increasing the

Government majority to eight. The

difficulty which has hitherto impeded

honest, free constitutional government

in Quebec has been the inordinate

thirst, for official positions, and this

has been made more insatiable b}- the

national and religiovis troubles ever

and anon cropping up there. This

chronic trouble has not been of the

partisan kind, sti'ictly, although the

late Government yielded to what they

had not the courage to resist. Both
Conservative and Reform jom-nalists

have bitterly complained of the neces-

sity they w^ere under of always making
places for three clerks where only one

—or perhaps not one—was wanted.

It w'ould be unfair to the De Boucher-

ville or previous Administrations to

ignore this lion in their path, and we
can well believe that Messrs. Robert-

son and Church were as sensible of the

danger as MM. Joly or Bachand can

be. Quebec has always been extrava-

gantly governed. Under the old Pro-

vincial system, it was worse than the

horse-leech's daiighter, always begging,

inexorable and never satisfied. So soon

as mattershadbeen settledon something

like a satisfactory basis, the Pro^ince

under the guidance of the dominant

party there, launched out upon a hope-

less career of prodigality. It must

needs have two Houses to its legisla-

ture, and Quebec went into a mad
ecstacy over the restoration of its

ancient glories. It became the para-

dise of office-seekers, and as a Conser-

vative writer, some time since com-

plained, no Irish Catholic could be

appointed to a clerkship without ne-

cessitating provision for an Irish Pro-

testant, and this having been done,

room had to be made for a French
Canadian. Chronic rottenness of this

sort, reinforced by railway enterprises

beyond the strength and resources of

the Province, has been its ruin, and
the people at last discovered that there

was something more precious to be
conserved than sfn-disard Conservatism

—public credit, Provincial honour and
integrity. That is the secret of M.
Jolys triumph, and with his majority

of one, the popular backing he can
boast has enabled him to set his op-

ponents at defiance, under circumstan-

ces only to be pleaded in a desperate

emergency. There are men on the

other side who might add strength to

a good Coalition Government—which
is what Quebec specially needs just

now—and if Ijoth parties, or the really

patriotic elements in them, would con-

sent to forget their old enmities, the

ancient Province would have reason

to commemorate their self-abnegation

for many a long day to come.

It is not yet ceilain, as we write,

how the Orange difficulty will be

legally settled in Montreal One fact

seems plain and clear enough—one

upon which an Ontario Conservative

and a Quebec Liberal, at all events,

can agi-ee—that whatever trouble may
have occurred, the main sHare of

the responsibility must be borne by
the chief magistrate of the city. At
a time when he knew that the sei-vices

of Sir Selby Smyth had been invoked

because of his cvdpable truculence, he

took it on himself to insult the Com-
mander of Her Majesty's Forces, to

make a pretence of impaitiality in

swearing in a special constabulary,

and to scandalously violate it by ac-

cepting the dictation of the ' Irish

Catholic societies and arming all the

bullies to be found in Grittuitown. At
the last moment, although the same
old rusty weapon might have been

furbished up out of the Ultramontane
armoury a year and more ago, a sta-
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tute, wliich would be a glaring disgrace

to any British colony, was put forward,

under which an Orangeman, an Odd-

fellow or a Good Templar may at any

moment, be committed to the peniten-

tiary for a term of two or seven years.

Under this cover, M. Beaudry boldly

proposed to prevent the procession, at

a time when Mr. Taillon was pretend-

ing to achieve the same object in an-

other way, in Quebec. If survivals

of this description are to be disinter-

red from the Quebec statutes, when-
ever i-equired, it is about time English-

men in Canada began to fix their

whereabouts. The people who put

as a marginal note ' The Decrees of

our Holy Father the Pope are bind-

ing,' can invent statutes for their

purpose, and it may be as well to ap-

peal at once to the Queen of England
to protect civil and religious liberty

from ruthans like Thibault, and vio-

lators of official oath, of honoiir, duty

and the clearest principles of justice

and fair-dealing, such as M. Beaudry.

Those who deny, as this journal has

done all along, the propriety of Orange
demonstrations, have a peculiar right

to utter an indignant protest against

the shuffling, the treachery and un-

blushing tergiversation of the Mayor
and his abettors. Orangeism may be

all that its opponents claim it to be—
an unnecessary element of religious

strife, imported from an island where
such strife has been the curse of the

country ; if so, there are moral means
of getting rid of it, which could be

justified to the Dominion and the

world. TJiat would be the English

method of going to work, in such a

case ; but it would have been too

honest, open and straightforward for

the Mayor and his clique. Their plan

appears to have been from the first,

to shirk duty, to encourage lawless-

ness, and, when they had gained their

point, to put weapons in the rouglis'

hands to complete the mischief they
had set on foot, by hounding these

ruffians on to deeds of wanton and un-

provoked violence. By inflammatory

language these recreant conservators

of life, pi-operty and peace began, by

inciting the rowdy element to make a

riot, and then gave to their lawless-

ness the assistance, the organization

and the protection it required, in the

name of the law.

Last year Mayor Beaudry agreed

to protect the Orangemen on certain

conditions, which were scrupulously

fulfilled, and, of course, broke his

word. His apology put forth this year

is, that he was thwarted by the Police

Committee. At that time, the roughs

were allowed merely to enjoy them-

selves without molestation, and the

result was a brutal homicide, and a

number of serious assaults. This year

the Chief Magistrate of the commer-

cial capital went a step further, by

collecting, equipping and drilling the

reckless crowd which last year was

guilty of the murder of Hackett and

the other melancholy events which

followed. Rowdyism has not only

been allowed full swing in the exer-

cise of its peculiar virtues, but taken

under the tegis of law, ' sworn in ' to

break the peace, and adorned with

white rosettes as the lawless defenders

of law, order and the public weal,

against which, on the 12th of July

last, they were the sole aggressors. The

legal opinion, obtained at the last

moment, was intentionally sprung up-

on the public at the last moment, to

give the baser class full liberty of

action, to paralyze the arm of the

military, and complicate the question

at issue. As the chief conspirator

broke his plighted faith last year, so

now he did not scruple to violate the

terms of the proclamation he had is-

sued, and to which he had solemnly

protested his intention to adhex-e. His

intention to constitute the special

force on a mixed basis of different

creeds and nationalities was a fraud,

and he and his well-selected roughs in

fact besieged the Orange Hall and

were the terror of the entire neigh-

bourhood. Whether it be an offence

against the law to be an Orangeman,
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an Oddfellow, or a Son of Temper-
ance remains to be tested ; but it is

certainly not yet a penal offence for a

woman to have an orange lily or

orange trimmings in her bonnet, and

the brutes who assaulted women and

tore their dresses were degenerate speci-

mens of French gallantly, even if they

did A\deld an official baton, and had

been sworn to work the uniiily will of

the Mayor and his pai-ty. Every as-

sault committed on that day was dis-

tinctly the work of the so-called

preservers of the peace, without the

slightest coloiir of sanction from any
law, Provincial or municipal.

As already said, the end is not yet,

and can hardly be forecast, as the legal

imbroglio now stands. The statute

paraded on the authority of four

Queen's Counsel may have been

framed for the pui-pose to which it has

been put ; but, considering the strange

way in which it struggled to light at

the last moment, there is good reason

for having serious doubts about it.

That such a monstrous law could be

enacted noAv, or will be permitted

much longer to disgrace the statute-

book, even in Quebec, we cannot be-

lieve. Its import, as well as its

validity, must, if necessary, be tested

in the liighest Court in the Empire
;

meanwhile those whose freedom of

association it will restrict—and they

number many thousands, not a tithe of

whom are Orangemen—should unite

in exposing its arbitraryand tyrannical

character. In a British colony men
are not prepai-ed to lose all but the sem-

blance of British liberty, and the

time has surely arrived when all lovers

of freedom and individual lights,

without regard to creed or nationality,

should unite in asserting and main-

taining them. It seems very doubt-

ful to most people whether Mayor
Beaudr}" or anyone else can prevent

a public proces.sion of any society be-

fore its illegality is established, not

merely by professional opinion, but by
evidence given of its true character in

a court of justice. It may be law that

any member of a certaiii class of

societies renders himself ijyso facto

liable to from two to seven years' con-

finement in the penitentiary ; but how
does M. Beaudry know, save by hear-

say, that the Orange body is one of

them, before the question is legally

tried ? Even were it decided in the

affirmative, and it has not been, the

oflence would be, not the walking in

procession, but the membership, which
would require proof in eveiy indi-

vidual case. The Mayor tries an en-

tire Society, as judge and jury in his

own pei-son, and then proceeds to

interfere with a right, which is

strictly legal, because he chooses to

condemn those who exercise it, alleging

that he fancies, they may be adjudged
guilty of another and totally different

offence. Perhaps he is desirous of

emulating the justice administered by
Rhadamanthus who according to Yii'-

gil, first punishes, then hears the

offences, and finally compels men to

confess. Clearly, if this obsolete law,

which no one has dreamed of citing,

though it has been on the statute-book

for many years a dead letter, were to

beinvoked at all, due notice should have

been given to all concerned. Up to

the veiy eve of the procession, and

after all the arrangements had been

made, military and otherwise, no one

seems to have dreamed of its existence.

If Mr. Tail Ion's Party Processions

Bill had been passed in time, it would
not have been disturbed in its grave

even now. It was a dishonourable

and ungenerous attempt to spring a

surprise upon the militaiy, the magis-

trates and the Orangemen, only slightly

less scandalous than the embodiment
of the city roughs to enforce an ex

parte interpretation of it. Montreal

had better look to its commercial in-

tei-ests, and to that high reputation

it used to boast Ijefore the days of

Guibord and anti-Orange riots. It has

clearly received a staggering blow at

the hands of Beaudry and his lambs,

and nothing can save the nol)le city

from irreparable disaster and ruin, but
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immediate and complete emancipation

from their evil influence u])on its

future destinies.

Sir James Fitzjames Stephen has

completed and laid before the Im-
perial Parliament a very important

and arduous undertaking—the codifi-

cation of the Criminal Law of Eng-
land. The great value of this work
will be seen, when it is considered

that not merely does the Code com-

press the various statutes within rea-

sonable compass, by dropping useless

verbiage, but it also attempts to re-

duce the confused and conflicting ac-

cretions of centuries to oi-der and sys-

tem. Not only are the penalties

imposed upon crimes made more con-

sistent with the degrees of culpability

they are designed to punish, but such

factitious oftences as constructive

treason disappear altogether. There
is one important department to which
alone we can refer at present—the

section on " Insanity," which has

been the subject of much angry discus-

sion between la^vyers and scientific

men, both in Canada and at home. Dr.

Workman, in his lecture on " Crime
and Insanity," and Dr. Maudsley, in

his " Responsibility in Mental Dis-

ease," argue on the scientific side ; and
the jurists' theory is found in the

text-books and in innumerable judi-

cial charges. The law holds every

man responsible for an act, if at the

time of its commission he knew the

moral quality of the act. The medi-

cal expeits, on the contrary, maintain

that, in nine cases out of ten, the cri-

minal can perfectly distingi;ish right

from wrong, but has no suflicient

power of control over his actions. In
other words, the will or volitional

power is diseased, not the moral dis-

crimination of the man. Sir James
Stephens divides persons troubled,

Note—These remarks were in type before the pub-
lication of the correspondence between tlie Premier
and Mr. Beaudry. Mr. Mackenzie puts the question
raised in these columns witli f^reat force and point

;

;and by his own letters the mayor stands convicted
of fraud and treachery in concealing his knowledge
Oi the Statute pleaded, for at least three weeks.

" either by defective mental power,

or by any disease of the mind," into

three classes : Those who are so " pre-

vented (1) from knowing the quality

of the act ; or (2) from knowing either

that the act is forbidden by law, or

that it is morally wrong ; or (3) if

such person was, at the time when the

act was done, in such a state that he
would not have been prevented from
doing that act by knowing that if he
did it, the greatest punishment per-

mitted by law for such an ofience

would be instantly inflicted upon
him, provided that this shall not
apply to any person in whom such a
state of mind has been produced by
his own default. " The Timcn and Pall

Mall Gazette have pointed out that

Sir James does not introduce any such
phrases as impaired or diseased voli-

tion, but merely restrains the infliction

of punishment where, from mental
defect or disease, it does not and can-

not act as a deterrent. Whether this

new view of insanity will reconcile

the belligerents remains to be seen.

It is too early yet to enter upon a

full examination of the Treaty of Ber-

lin. Lord Beaconsfield has had a tri-

umph which is rather showy than

substantial. He has divided Bulgaria

in two, and given Turkey the defensi-

ble frontier of the Balkan claim. Yet
with Varna at one end and Sofia at

the other in Bulgarian possession, the

line, which may be readily turned, is

not likely to prove of much service.

Under Russian pressure, the other Pro-

vince is to have Burghas on the Black

Sea, and to be known asEastRoumelia.
Very little good has been attempted

for Greece, after all promises to the

contrary in return foi' her neutrality,

when she had a chance of extending

her boundaries. The Premier's grand

coup de theatre was reserved for the

last—the occupation of Cyprus by
England and the guarantee given by
her to protect Asiatic Turkey against

all-comers. To the first step there can

be no objection; only Cyprus might

have been acquired on more reasonable
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terms. Not only is England to protect

Turkey in Asia, but she has under-

taken the enormous responsibility of

obtaining good government for the

people and maintaining it for all future

time. Pex'haps, when the English peo-

ple begin to realize what that means,

they may awake fi-om their pleasant

dreams ; the Standard and Pall Mall
Gazette are disenchanted already.

CLTHEENT LlTEliATUKE.

Ix No. 10 of the Collection of foreign

authors* we have a story of only

ordinary interest. Slender in frame-

work and trite in plot, Ariadne, is a

tale that is far more than twice told

already. The heroine is that poor

scholar so often found in books of this

class. Of course she is a bright girl,

accomplished in several ways, a genivis

in music and altogether delightful from

a prudish standpoint. But she is poor

and an orphan. Her many accomplish-

ments and social virtues do not make
up for her lack of wealth and want of

aristocratic birth. She leads a life of

suffering in the Academy of Education

which she attends. Her teachers slight

her. Her companions look upon her

in a distasteful way, and say hateful

things to her, and glory in the misfor-

tunes which continually overtake her.

She is punished for the faults of others

and finally undergoes expulsion from
the seminary for a heinous sin which
the daughter of a princess of Russia

committed. The story is devoted prin-

cipally to the trials, misfortunes and
career of Ariadne, who, with the pa-

tience of a saint unmurmuringly bears

her sufferings and the misrepresenta-

tions which are made against her
character and life. On being expelled

she becomes the protege of a kindly old

lady who takes her in, through pity for

*Ariadne from the French of Henry Gr6ville, New
York ; D. Appleton & Company- Toronto ; Hart
& Rawliuson.

her on the one hand, and admiration

for her beautiful voice on the other.

An infatuated musician, whose busi-

ness it is to prepare young ladies for

the operatic stage, takes Miss Ariadne
in hand, educates her and she makes
her deb//t before a large audience and
achieves a signal success. The old lady

dies in the meantime, and the young
princess who committed the indiscre-

tion at the school, realizes the relative

position of herself and Ariadne. She
gets her mother's permission to bring

the young singer to her palace, and
the two girls, now fast friends, live to-

gether beneath the same roof and do
many things in common, and of course,

conceive an attachment for the same
young man, who unable by the laws

of Russia to many both of them,

finally centres his affections on the

princess, though to make his mind
easy, doubtless, keeps up a flirtation

with Ai-iadne. The stoiy ends, as the

reader will surmise after reading half-

a-dozen chapters. Ariadne falls over

a precipice, Constantin and Olga
marry, and thus concludes Ariadne
from the French of Henr}^ Gr^ville.

Notwithstanding its slight character,

however, the story is veiy pleasantly

told, and its merits may be briefly

summed up in the phrase, that, it is a
good average novel.

Of the many dainty little books

which issue, from time to time, from

the American press none combine
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better the features of good taste and so-
|

lidity than those of the Wisdom Series. *

Up to this time five v'olumes have ap-

peared and each is a treas\ii"e by itself.

We have in a small space the cream of

the writings of Epictetus, the thoughts

ofMarcus AureliusAntoninus, Thomas
a Kempis' Imitation of Christ, ably

condensed, and selections from Dr.

John Tauler, the notable monk of the

Dominican order, besides one volume of

religious poems compiled from ancient

and modern sources. These little books
are of far greater value than appears

at first sight. They are edited with
fine Catholic spirit, skilfully condensed

and made accessible by their cheap-

ness, to the scholar of slender means.

As their merits become known, readei's

who admire classic literature in trans-

lation, will avail themselves of the op-

portunity which is thus presented, of

getting at a tiifling cost, the utterances

of men who have shed lustre on the

times in which they lived.

In many ways the most important

contribution to scientific and general

knowledge that has beenmade recently,

is to be found in the two sumptuous
volumes just issued by the Harpers,*
in theii' usuil elegant and faultless

style. Indeed, at the present time of

writing, it is impossible to form a just

estimate of the work which SirWyville
Thomson's expedition has really per-

formed, or to say in how many parti-

culars science has been enriched by it.

In the two large volumes laefore us

we have only a preliminaiy account of

the genei'al results of the expedition

which went out in the Cliallenger in

1873 and part of the year 1876 to ex-

* Wisdom Series, comprisiiijj, Seloctious from
Kpictetus ; Selections from the Thoughts of Marcus
Aureliud Antoninus ; Selections from the Imitation of

Christ, by Thomas a Kempis ; Selections from the
Life and Sermons ot the Rev. Dr. John Tauler ;

Sunsl'.iue in the Soul, poems, stilected by the editor
of " Quiet Hours. " Boston : Roberts Brothers.
Toronto : Hart & Ranlinson.
'The A tla iitic, a preliminarj' account of the {general

results nf the exploring'- voyagre of H. M.S. Challenger.
By Sir C. VVyville Thonison, Knt., LL.1>., D.Sc,
F.R.SS.L., F.L.S.F.R.S, etc., in two voUunes—New
York : Harper i^ Bros

; Toronto : Hart & Rawlinson,

plore the hidden mysteries of the

Atlantic Ocean. Other waters were

also examined, but the results of that •

examination vdW be given at some fu-

ture day. The present work refers in a

popular way to the exijlorations which

were made in the Atlantic, and illus-

trations are given of very many inter-

esting and curious specimens of animal

life as it exists beneath the great waters

of the Ocean. The depth ofthe Atlantic

has been ascertained, as well as the

general contour of its bed, and another

important discovery has been made
which is a real contribution to know-

ledge, viz., the fact that animal life

may exist at the greatest ocean depths,

the weight or volume of water being

no barrier to such existence. If the

expedition had accomplished no more

than these, it had done enough to

insure a high place in scientific dis-

covery. But it has accomplished far

more in a great sense, while in a lesser

degree its smaller work is not without

value and interest.

No expedition ever started out un-

der more favourable auspices. The

Chalhitger was well equipped with ap-

paratus of a high order, and furnished

with a staff of otficei-s, comprising some

of the foremo.st names in science in the

British Empire. The spar-decked cor-

vette itself was a model of fine naval

architecture. Staunch and strong, of

2,306 tons, with auxiliary steam to

1,234 horse-power, well fitted up with

eveiy needed paraphernalia, she was.

admirably adapted for the work in

hand. The main deck was specially

prepared for scientific work. Two
cabins were erected on the after part

of the deck. On one side was the

chart-room, stocked with shelves of

charts and magnetic, hydrographic and

meteorological instruments, while on

the other side the natural history room

was placed. This was fitted up in a.

superior manner vdth mahogany dres-

sers, knee-holes, cu})l)oards and drawers,,

bookshelves, and racksarranged to hold

fish-globes and bottles. Alcholic spirit

for sea specimens was stored in cylin-
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•drical foui'-gallon iron vessels, and kept
ill racks in the ship's magazine. A dry-

ing-room for botanical specimens was
situated between the funnel casings,

and in the middle of the steamer, near

the cabins, a chemical laboratory was
built. It was furnished with a work-

ing bench, a locker-seat, a blow-pipe

table, drawers and writing-table, and
well stocked with chemicals and che-

mical apparatus. A light and a dark

room adjoined the laboratory, and these

were at the disposal of the photogra-

phic artist who accompanied the expe-

dition. Apparatus for almost every

conceivable thing was placed on board,

and no ship ever sailed out of any port

better furnished in every way than did

the Challenger live years ago. She was
ably officered, the staff at tiist consist-

ing of Professor Thomson as director,

Captain iSTares, " a surveying officer of

great experience, and singularly well

suited in e\eiy way for such a post,"

as commanding officer, a secretary,

three naturalists, and a chemist, chosen

on the recommendation of the Eoyal
Society. The full list of officers con-

tains the names of Captain George S.

Nares, Commander J. F. L. P. Mac-
-lear, Lieutenants Pelham Aldrich, Ar-
thur C. B. Bromley, Geo. R. Bethell,

ISTavigating-Lieutenant Thos. H. Ti-

zaid. Paymaster Richard R. A. Rich-

.ards. Surgeon Alexander Crosbie,

Assistant-Paymaster John Hynes,
Chief-Engineer James H. Ferguson,

Sub-Lieutenants Henry C. Sloggett,

Lord George G. Campbell,! Andrew
F. Balfoui-, Arthur Channer ; Navi-
gating Sub-Lieutenants Arthur Haver-
gall, Herbert Swire ; Assistant-Sur-

_

geon Geo. Maclean, M.A., M.B. ; En-
gineers William J. J. Spry,t Alfred
J. Allen ; Boatswain, 2nd class, Rich-
ard Cox ; Carj)enter, 2nd class, Fred.

W. Westford ; Assistant-Engineers,

2nd class, Wm. A. Howlett, Wm. J.
•

Abbott. Civilian Scientitic Staff—Pro-
fessor C. Wyville Thomson, F.R.S.

;

t Author of the Losf-book.of the " Challenger."

X Author of the Cruise of the " Challenger,"

J. Y. Buchanan, M.A. ; H. N. Mose-
ley, M.A. ; John Murrav, Dr. von
Willemoes-Suhm, J. J. Wild.

Of course, several changes in this

staff were made before the voyage was
concluded, the most notable change
being that of Captain Nares, who
was recalled at the close of the second

year to take command of the Arctic

Expedition. His place in the Chal-

lenger was tilled acceptably by Captain
Frank Thomson.

This expedition, officered so well

and equipped so thoroughly, has done
the world a signal service. The whole
of the Atlantic ocean has been sur-

veyed, and sounding observations have
been taken, on an average, every one

hundred and twenty miles. Excellent

specimens of tlie bottom have been

brought up, the sterling character of

the apparatus used and the skilful

use of the same ensuring this in every

instance. The volumes j ust issued were
wa-itten. Professor Thomson informs

us, " while the great bulk of the ob-

servations are still uni-educed, while

the chemical analyses are only com-

menced, and there has not been time

even to unpack the natural history

specimens. Notwithstanding these

many drawbacks to a full report, we
have, in the handsome books on our

table, a carefid epitome of the great

woi'k which has been performed. At
a glance its sco})e may be realized, and

the reader and student will await with

some impatience the report which Dr.

Thomson promises ifi extenso of the

entire results of his voyage of dis-

covery and recoveiy. Until such a

work ajjpears, the present instalment

will suffice to show the breadth and

character of this deep-sea exploration.

In the succinct summary with which

Professor Thomson concludes the sec-

ond volume, the reader may arrive at

some conclusion, though inadequate in

many respects, of the relative value of

this expedition from a scientific aspect.

These general conclusions, however, in

the absence of the report which will

come later, will be read with interest,
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as they give in a brief way a resume

of the notable voyage of this notable

ship, about which no less than three

interesting volumes have already ap-

peared. The maps and numerous
plates, illustrative of the letter-press,

which embellish the pages of this

" Voyage of the Challenger," are exe-

cuted in the very highest style of art,

and materially aid the student in his

examinations of the text.

The study of Psychology is a most at-

tractive one. It is a science which

admits of much experiment, is wide

in its scope and rich in its results.

The student is drawn towards it by a

feeling almost amounting to veneration.

It is new and novel, and one is both

surprised and startled at the extent

and value of the avenues of thought

which it o])ens up. Circumstances are

continually occurring in a man's life

which aie difficult of explanation and
oftentimes wholly inexplainable in

themselves. While under the effect of

some cerebral affection, or when un-

duly excited by some drug, narcotic or

otherwise, or while labouring under
some temporary derangement of the

system men wdll do the most unac-

countable things. These are of a more
or less mysterious character. To ex-

plain these phenomena satisfactorily,

is an undertaking of the utmost im-

portance, and scientists everywhere
have made this department one of the

most interesting of the whole series.

Psychology jias entered into almost
eveiy pursuit. We find it asserting an
influence in our literature, in our en-

tertainments, in the ordinary walks of

life, and even in our dreams. It is a

something which awakens thought on
the instant. It enters largely into the

lives of the romantic and startles with

tremendous force even those of an in-

tensely unromantic disposition. Almost
every one has a stoiy of a remarkable
character to tell about its workings in

his own case, or in that of some friend

which has become known to him.

Every year extraordinary develop-

ments occur, and these are fi-equently

of a somewhat baffling description. A
new Vjook on the subject of Pseudopia*

therefore will be received with more
than ordinary interest. The late D)-.

Edward Hammond Clarke—a man of

excellent parts and wide culture—

a

physician of skill and a scientist of re-

putation—known to the world as the

author of two intelligent books— ' Sex
in Education,' and ' The building of a

brain,' died in November of last year.

He suffered severely from a malignant

disease, and knowing death in his case

was only a question of time, Avith al-

most Spartan courage, he devoted the

last days of his life to the development
of a study which had long occupied his

mind. He sought to explain this won-
derful psychologic power, in an essay

enriched by a number of examples
from his own practice and from the

cases of others. His mind was pecu-

liarly fitted for this work. He had
spent many years upon it, and his ex-

tensive practice in a large city had
brought him in contact with many
cases, more or less curious, Vjut all in-

teresting and marked. At first he wrote

with his own hand, but as he became
feebler, his devoted wife acted as his

amanuensis. Before the essay was fin-

ished, however, she died, and Dr.

Clarke's daughter then took up the pen
which death had snatched from her

mother, and she became her father's

secretary. There is something partic-

ularly sad about this book and in the

circumstances under which it was writ-

ten; but not a page of it reveals a sad-

dening thought or betrays the condition

under which its author laboured. It

is fresh, bright and full of attraction.

It is free from a morbid tone and fails

to exhibit the least sign of weakness.

It is characteristically vigoroixs, and
though an unfinished performance, the

reader will agree with Dr. Holmes

*Viiiwns : A study of false sight (Pseudopia), by
Edward H. Clarke, M.D. With an Introrluction

and Memorial Sketch, by Oliver Wendell Holmes,
M.O., Boston: Houghton, Osgood & Co., Toronto:
A. Piddington,
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that it should not be called a fragment.

Indeed the manner of the work proves
this. It is divided into portions of the

subject whole. When Dr. Clarke could

dictate no more his work was finished

in a measure. Had he lived, his essay

would have gone over greater ground,

fresh topics bearing on his subject

Avould have been discussed, an un-

touched field would have been opened,

but as the book stands it is complete

and full.

Apart from the scientific interest

which attaches to 'Visions,' it is a most
entertaining volume to the general

reader. Physiology and psycholo,g^•

both command attention, and admit,

in the exercise of theii- functions, the
widest scope possible. Dr. Clarke has
taken advantage of the manifold fea-

tures which his subjects possess, and
as a result, we have not only a credit-

able contriljution to science, but a

really very enjoyable volume which
the non-scientific reader may peruse
with profit and i)leasure. Dr. Clarke
opens his subject with a carefully con-

sidered dissertation on the visions com-
mon to human experience, followed by
cases and comments, and a thoughtful
enquiry on the physiological analysis

of vision. To this is added an admir-
able account of the efiects which cer-

tain drtigs produce, notably quinine,
the various preparations of opium, of

Calabar bean, Indian Hemp {Canvahis
Indim), the Bromides and their influ-

ence on the brain, the ethers, alcohol,

Fox Glove and the deadly Strychnine.
This paper is of especial value, and
though all too l)rief, cannot fail in its

object of attracting attention. The
pages which contain reference to the
preparation known in medicine as In-
dian Hemp, will be read with interest.

Haschisch is a powerful dnig, marvel-
lous in its effects and singularly uncer-
tain in its behaviour. Dr. Clarke
mentions three cases in which the dmig
was used for the purposes of experi-

ment, and he details at some length the
results which occurred in one notable
instance. A Mr. K- -, a iiiedical stu-

dent became, under its influence,

impressed with the idea that he was
enormously rich, that his house and
furniture were of the most gorgeous

desci'iption, and that he himself was a
remarkable specimen of the finely de-

veloped man. Tliough stubborn in his

belief, and fixed in his views, he after-

wards became quite tractable and sub-

mitted quietly to be put in bed. The
following day Mr. K. remembered dis-

tinctly everything he had done when
under tlie influence of the drug. The
%vriter knows of a case where a })atient

suffering from a delirium, took by ac-

cident, two grains of the solid extract

of Canuiibis Indica. He became vio-

lently ill. In health he was of a gen-

erous, confiding nature, but the drug
changed his character completely. He
grew morose, peevish, cunning and
treacherous by turns. He imagined
eveiybody he saw was a thief, and all

through the night he started up in his

l)ed and cried out that robljers were
rifling his l)ui-eau drawer. By some
unaccountable means he had become
possessed of a revolver, and to the

horror of his attendant, he yjresented

this formidable weapon at his breast.

A friend who sat at his bed-side looked

him deliberately in the eye, and in a
firm voice said, ' Give me that revolver

and lie down.' The sufferer yielded

his weapon like a child, and fell back

on his pillow, seemingly exhausted.

But tlie visions continued through the

night, and never left him until he had
slept oflf the effects of the hemp.

The second part of the essay is strik-

ing, and some explanation of visions

and their causes is advanced, as well

as an interesting notice of di'eams and
their philosophy. This portion is also

full of experiment and eminently rich

in allusion. Eveiy one remembers,

doubtless, the vision which once oc-

curred to Lord Brougham, as it is a

case which has obtained a world-wide

circulation, and it has often been ad-

vanced by s}dritualists, second-sight

people, and believers in destiny. It is

not necessary here to re])e:;t this story.
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but it is as well, perhaps, to give Dr.

Clarke's explanation of what has

hitlierto been regarded as an unex-

plainable phenomenon. After citing

the incident, the doctor says :

' These two phenomena, the vision

in England, and the death in India,

should not be confounded together.

They are not necessarily parts of the

same event, and we must not hastily

assume that they bear the i-elation to

each other of cause and efiect, because

the vision and the death occurred sim-

ultaneously. Let the fact of G's death,

at the time of the vision, be laid aside

for the present and the vision alone

considered. The facts are these : when
Lord Brougham was a young man,
gifted, as the world knows he was,

with intellectual power of the highest

order, he became intimate with another

3"0ung man of congenial tastes, and
undoubtedly of considerable intellec-

tual force. As fellow-students they

discussed, it appears, some of the

greatest themes with which the human
mind ever gTapples, such as immortal-

ity, God, the problems of human life,

and similar themes ; some of which
Lord Brougham has since studied and
expounded with singular ability. It

is difficult to conceive of circumstances,

better calculated than these to impress,

powerfully and profoundly, the mind
of one so gifted as Lord Brougham.
Impressions naturally made by such

discussions as have been described,

were deepened by a compact, made
with all the folly and enthusiasm of

which genius is capable, and conse-

crated and sealed with the blood of

those who made it. Like the oath of

Grutli, the compact was intended to

be sacred and inviolate, reaching be-

yond this life into the next. The
cells of yoxxng Brougham's brain must
have been stamped, more deeply than

ever before by any other event, with

the features of his friend G's face, and
with the ideas and hopes and resolu-

tions which the compact they had en-

tered into inspired. G. disappeared

from the orbit of Brougham's life.

The brain cells which had been thus

stamped, sensitized like a photographic

plate, were laid away in the recesses of

Bro\igham's brain. There t?iey were
deposited, the hieroglyphic representa-

tions of G's face and form, and of the

compact and the attendant ideas, like a

portrait in a gari'et, or a manuscript

In a drawer, ready to be brought out

whenever anything should occur, cap-

able of dragging tlieni into light. The
cells remained latent in Brougham's
brain for a long period, without any-

thing to call them into the region of

perception, still the cells were there
;

they were deeply stamped and were in

a condition to be called into activity

at any time. With a brain contain-

ing the cell-group referred to, Lord
Brougham got a chill, while travelling

in Sweden, and after the chill, refreshed

himself, with what he says was a warm
bath. It is evident from the result of

the bath, that the water was hot rather

than warm. Lord Brougham got from
the heat to which he had exposed him-

self, a congestion of the brain. The
congestion clearly was not appoplexy,

yet was near being so, for he says that

he fell asleep but still contrived to get

out of his bath-tub, and there fell on
the floor, unconscious.

' It will be remembered that a mod-
erate ansemia of the periphery of the

brain, and a moderate hypertemia of

the base of the brain are among the

conditions of sleep, and consequently

of dreams, which occur only in sleep.

The congestion produced by the bath
naturally intensified these conditions.

What Lord Brougham had been talk-

ing about with his friend Stuart

shortly before the bath does not ap-

pear from the description ; but it

would be strange if the subjects of

God and a future life did not enter into

their conversation, when we reflect

that such subjects occupied a very
large share of Lord Brougham's at-

tention and study during his whole
life. We know from his account of

the case that he examined and dis-

cussed them with G. . Such a discus-
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sion, added to the stimulus of a warm
j

bath, would be sufficient to bring
[

within the sphere of automatic activity '

the latent cell-groups whicli were tlie i

representatives of G. The groups ap-

peared, subjective vision was accom-

plished, and Lord Brougham saw the

friend of his youth apparently pro-

jected into space before him.
' The connection between the death

of G. in India and the vision in

Brougham's brain is probably only

that of coincidence. At any rate phy-

siology has no explanation to ofler of

such a phenomenon. Those who be-

lieve that it is more than coincidence

must seek for an explanation by means

which science cannot employ, and in a

region into wliich physiology cannot

entei'. And, moreover, such persons

must not forget the fact previously

mentioned, that the future life is not

conditioned by time or space, so that

when G. died in India he was as near

Brougham in England as if they were

in the same room. Hence, looking at

the vision from the spiritual side, we
can conceive how G. , having no limits

of space between him and Brougham
at the moment of death, should at that

moment instantly be near him. But
how G. could communicate with Lord
Brougham is again a matter about

which we are utterly ignorant. In

reality, we do not know how we com-

muidcate with each other. The lips

open, the tongue moves, and the air

vibrates, but I do not know how that

makes an idea pass from me to you,

or from you to me. Still less can we
guess how a disembodied spirit can

communicate with flesh and blood.'

The study is a beautiful one. It is

capable of such expansive idea, of such

range, of such splendid theory and
practice. This volume of ' Visions

'

is a suggestive book, and no one can

take it up without reading it through.

Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, who
\\Tites the chapter of introduction,

and furnishes the scholarly obituary

notice of Dr. Clarke, which originally

appeared in the Boston Advertiser, has

prepared the volume for the press. It

is not necessary to say here how well

Dr. Holmes has performed his kindly

office, or how heartily he has fulfilled

the last wish of his dead friend. Some
observations on the brain and its

workings,* by Dr. Holmes, should be
read in conjunction with this volume
of Dr. Clarke's. The student would
derive considerable benefit from them.

The Appletons publish a new series*

of paper-covered books, destined to

meet the requirements of readers

who prefer to get theii' railroad and
out-door reading matter in a compact
and convenient form. The series,

when completed, will form a really

excellent library of fiction, and books

of travel, history and what-not. The
type is legiVjle and clear, the paper

is good, the Ijooks are of neat appeai'-

ance, and the stories, etc., are of su-

perior calibre. Indeed in this respect

the publishers show fine discernment.

Already five volumes have been is-

sued, and all are spirited and healthy

novelettes and romances. The series

opens with the popular story of ' Jet,'

by Mrs. Annie Edwaides : No. 2 is a

story of almost equal fame, entitled,

' A Striiggle,' by Barnet Phillips
;

No. 3 is the ' Misericordia ' of Mrs.

Linton ; No. 4 contains two tales

—

' Gordon Baldwin ' and ' Philosopher's

Pendulum,' both by Rudolph Lindau;

and the fifth No. is a bright and at-

tractive sketch by Katherine S. Mac-
quoid, entitled, ' The Fisherman of

Auge,' which is cleverly written, and
reveals dramatic power of no mean
order. The books are published in a

uniform style ; but the prices vary

from twenty cents to thirty, accord-

ing to size. There is no reason why
the new Handy A^olume Series should

not prove a gratifying success.

* Mechanism, in Thought and Morals, with Mote.i

and Afterthoughts. By Oliver Wendell Holmes.
1871. Boston : James R. Osjroi d & Co.

*Appleton's Sew Handy Volume Series—Nos. 1

to 5. New York : D. Appleton & Conipaiiv. To-
ronto : Hart & Rawlinson.
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Dr. Angell, of Boston, deserves the

thanks of the community for tlie use-

ful hints on the care of our eyes,

which he gives in a neat little volume*
of some seventy pages. Though brief,

the advice tendered is likely to ]n"ove

of great benefit in all cases where the

services of a surgeon in good repute

cannot be instantly obtained. The
directions which are to be followed in

certain stages of eye disease or acci-

dent are explicit, and the character

and reputation of Dr. Angell are a

guarantee of their value and import-

ance. The booklet deals with its

subject most amply, and it is full of

usefvd information regarding weak
eyes, near-sightedness, cataract, over-

sight, old sight, squint or cross-eye,

colour-blindness, babies' sore eyes, the

adjusting power of the eyes, ttc, tire.

We expect this book will accomplish

a deal of good.

In several respects Miss Stebbins'

' Life of Chai-lotte Cushman ' f is a

gratifying performance. An intimate

friend of the great actress, she luis

been able to tell us much of the pri-

vate life and character of Miss Cush-

man which was inaccessible to any
one else. Her book is lai-gely made
up of the career of her subject o/^'the

stage, and the days of her struggles

with poverty and her art, are dwelt

upon with the faithfulness of a Bos-

well. Miss Stebbins has let in a good

deal of light on the character of her

heroine, and her book will have the

effect which doubtless she intended it

should. Men and women who only

knew Charlotte Cushman as a success-

ful actress, whose only knowledge of

her was learned before the garish foot-

lights of a theatre, will be surprised

to learn what an estimable character

• How to Take Care of our Eyes, with Advice to-

Parents and teachers in regard to th'i Manage-
ment of the Eyes of Children, by Henry 0, Anoell,
M.D. Boston : Roberts Bros. Toronto : Hart &
Rawlinson.

t Charlotte Cxishman : Her Letters and Memo-
riea of Her Life. Edited by her friend, Emm-v
Stebbiss. Boston ; Houghton, Osgf)od. & Co.

Toronto : A. Piddington.

she was off the stage, and how many-
were her social and personal and
womanly virtues. Miss Stebbins tells<

us of her trials and the many hard-
ships she endured before her hopes-

became realized, and she gained a
leading place on the boards. She
dwells on the fact that her native
city refused recognition of her talents-

at first, even when she supported
Macready so admirably, and only
welcomed her to the theatres after

London had placed her at the head of

her profession. Her life was one of
vicissitudes and of varying fortunes,

and the biography before us, though
written in an atrociously bad and:

cumbersome style, reveals the true
nobility of character of Miss Cush-
man, M^ho by her own exertions sur-

mounted difficulties which would have
appalled many a stouter heart. In
places Miss Stelj])ins is incorrect, and
sevei'al anachronisms mar her work.
She is not well up in theatrical infor-

mation, and rather too apt to take
things foi- granted. She has not veri-

fied a number of the statements which
we find in her book, and this is a
serious drawback to its ultimate value
as a work of reference and as a matter
of history. Miss Stebbins' criticisms

of Miss Cushman's various perform-
ances are quite slight, inadequate, and
marked by an entire want of origi-

nality. Indeed, in this respect, the
book is valueless. Miss Stebbins is

totally ignorant of the first rules of

criticism. She criticises like one who
had never been to a theatre, or who
had never witnessed a play. Some of

her blunders are merely laughable,
while the least which may be said of

them is that they are inane. Miss
Stebbins is more at home in her esti-

mate of Miss Cushman's character as

it appeared to her in her home, and
dui'ing the days of the fii-m friendshijj

which for so many years existed be-

tween author and actress. Miss
Stebbins is quite successful in her
sketch of the genealogy of the Cush-
man family, and indeed in all her per-
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;3onal matter she is enjoyable enough,

-with the ome fault of style which we
have before mentioned. There are

few biographies of noted actresses to

be found, and we accordingly welcome

this one warmly, notwithstanding the

short-comingswhich it possesses. Seve-

ral of Miss" Cushman's letters, those

^he wrote and the ones which were

written to her, are exceedingly interest-

;ing and illustrative of events quite

marked in her long theatrical and

social career. No one doubts that she

was a great actress—the gi-eatest by

all odds which America has pro-

duced—and Miss Stebbins' Ijook will

have the effect of keeping her memory
gi-een in the hearts of all those who
have ever seen or heard of Charlotte

•Gushman. A few matters are cleared

up in this memorial volume which are

:in good taste and spirit. We refer to

those impudent attacks which were

made on the series of farewell perform-

ances which were given by Miss

Cushman on her retirement from the

stage. Miss Stebbins combats these,

and proves that Miss Cushman had no

ulterior motives or sordid views in

acting as she did, and we thank her for

the enthusiasm with which she defends

the memory of her dead friend. The

work is beautifully published. The

three illustrations, the tinted paper

with its sumptuously broad margin

—

the delight of all bibliophiles—the clear

and legible type, and general excellence

of the whole, is most creditable to the

4:)ublishers.

—^It seems a pity that Mr. G. P. Lath-

rop, who writes so well, and has such

a happy vein of playful humour,

.should not also possess more origi-

nality. As it is he is always delight-

ful, and while it is easy to unravel his

plot long before he arrives at the

close of his story, the interest is so

well kept up, the situations are so

admirably managed, that the reader

forgets, in his enjoyment, that he is

•only reading a very old story over

again. In his latest book,* Mr. Lath-
rop reveals the paucity of his inven-

tion in a decidedly marked manner.
He is not the conceiver of a single

situation ; he is not responsible for a
solitary scene. He borrows largely

from quite a number of respectable

theatrical farces. He embodies in his

work the niise en scene from more than
a dozen novels of various degrees of

merit. And for all this he has con-

trived to turn out one of the most en-

joyable, as well as one of the richest,

stories of the year. From the first

page to the last the reader is kept Ln

a perpetual roar of laughter. The
author's sprightly humour sparkles

in every page, and his skill in

thus working OA'er old material al-

most amounts to genius itself. We
recognise the incident which is

to follow before Mr. Lathrop has

said half-a-dozen words, and yet we
find ourselves laughing heartily over

its ludicrous features, as if the whole
thing were new, and not as old as the

seven hills. Mr. Lathrop is not a

subtle humourist. He is full of rol-

licking, dashing humour. He never

misses a point. He reveals his power

to make us laugh at the very start,

and he has enough verve to keep up
this spirit to the end. He has in him,

too, a sufficiency of the satiric element,

not enough to harm, but quite enough
to amuse and intei-est. He has given

us no new character in fiction, no

striking portraiture, no fresh incident,

not even a novel situation, and des-

pite these defects he contrives to write

a story of the most delicious interest

and humour. He has an art for con-

versations. He makes his puppets

talk glibly and chat pleasantly, and
while they are forever doing old

things, they manage to do them in a

very acceptable way, and the incident,

while not original is alwaysthoroughly

delightful

Smnehody Else, by G. P. Lathrop. Boston

:

Robea-ts, Bros. Toronto ; Hart & Rawlinson.
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A VISIT TO THE DOLOMITES.

BY W. D. REED.

WHEN I told my spin-

ster aunt that I was
purposing to devote nay au-

tumn holiday to visiting

the Dolomites, and she re-

plied, ' Indeed ! I don't

know them : who are they?"

and I respectfully observed

that ' they ' were not people,

but mountains, I did so

without much surprise, foi'

my aunt's schooldays are

—

well, farther off than mine.

But when my younger bro-

ther, who is just on the

verge of his degree exami-

nation, and knows, or is

supposed to know, some-

thingabout everything,from
Aryan mythology to Ger-

man nihilism, and from
Hesiod to the Dailij Gra-

phic, confessed that he had
explored his atlases and'

geographical manuals and
could not find the Dolomites
anywhere, I began to think

that I really might stand

bome chance of escaping HIGH STREET, CORTINA.
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from the tracks of Mr. Cook and his

tourists, witli their green ticket-books

and coupons, if I started for the Do-
lomites at once.

We were a party of three—the best

of numbers, to my thinking, where
men travel together. If jou are two,

your tastes must be ideally twin, or

you will assuredly before long fall

different ways. If yovi are four, you
are sure to break up into pairs. But
three are just enough to fill a carriage,

to finish a couple of bottles of wine,

to di\'ide the linguistic difficulties of

the Continent ; and whenever, as will

happen in the best-regulated parties,

two differ, the third man is always

available to give a casting vote, or at

least to serve the useful ofiice of a

medium through which the opposing

spirits may communicate and be re-

conciled.

I have heard it set down among
the brag-worthy advantages of London
that one may start from it for any-

where. It is equally true that one

may start from anywhere for the Do-
lomites ; but they lie at a goodish dis-

tance, as Old-World distances go, from
the nearest English-.speaking countiy,

which is England. To localize the

district roughly, draw an imaginary

line south from Salzburg on the Tyrol

to Venice, and halfway down the line

you strike the Dolomites. And here,

before going farther, it may be as

well to mention, and have done with

it (strictly for the benefit of my spin-

ster aunt and my Cambridge brother,

and any stray individual whose edu-

cation or atlas may chance to be defec-

tive on the subject), that the Dolo-

mites are a quite miique bunch of

mountains, covering a square of fifty

miles or thereabouts, incredibly gaunt

and weird in shape, extraordmary in

their colouring, interestingly dubious

and contestable as to theii' geological

formation, and named after a certain

scientific Frenchman, M. Dolomieu,

who, some seventy years ago, when
the globe contained more luivisited

nooks and corners than it does now-

'. a-days, visited the district and first

called attention to its geological pecu-

liarities.

At Cortina dAmpezzo you are still

in Austria—the Italian frontier crosses

the road half a dozen miles farther

down—but the prevailing j^dtois is al-

ready more flavoured with Italian

than German elements, though cer-

tainly some of the natives do contrive

to mix the two languages in their talk

most impartially. At that dear, pleas-

ant little hostehy, the Stella d'Oro,

eveiything is sheer Italian, from the

hostesses, the sisters Barliaria, to the

little chamber-help ; so we must throw
ofi" one language and put on another

as best we may. Ko use at all being

shy about it where you want beds and
food and drink from people who sim-

ply don't know any lingo but their

own ; and indeed, given a very mor-
sel of antecedent grammar knowledge
and a pocket dictionary, the tongue

soon runs along glil)ly enough in the

strictly necessaiy and useful ruts of

conversation.

"While the cloth is being laid for

dinner on the second-floor landing, the

place of honour in many a Dolomite
hamlet, there is time enough for a

stroll up the village street, lazily won-
dering where the money came from to

build this massive new campanile (a

younger brother of the famous one in

St. Mark's Piazza) that towers high

above the church, and stopping to ad-

mii-e the spirited wall-]Daintings \\'ith

which Ghedina, the Venetian painter,

has frescoed the outside of his land-

lord-father's Aquila Vera. ' Ilirranzo.,

signori— e pronto.^ Our Signora Bar-

baria (each sister takes one entii-e

floor of the house under her exclusive

charge) is on the lookout for us, anxi-

ous and bustling, at the door ; and in

two minutes, on that second-floor land-

ing just outside our bedrooms, we are

attacking a plentiful tureen of mines-

tra (a watery gi'ay soup containing an
ample deposit of rice, which C
ii-reverently cliristens ' pudding '), to

which succeed in due course a pile of
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maccaroni, with bits of mutton about
j

men who have been out all day long

the size of raisins in it, a plateful of 1
in whatever weather happens to be

craggy beef and an omelette ; and if i going, with an ad libitum accompani-

such a 7nenu is not enough to content
i

ment, too, of wine that at any rate
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has probably the merit of being una-

dulterated, they must be harder to

please than we were. And when I

add that on the table stood a kind of

Portland Vase of mustard, so tall and

capacious that one naturally turned

up one's sleeve and took a gravy-spoon

in hand for the purpose of exploring

its recesses, it must be obvious to the

inductive mind that Cortina is a land

of plenty.

There is scope enough on the peaks

about Cortina for the expertest moun-

taineer to prove his cragmanship, and

for anybody to break his neck sensa-

tionally. There is ample choice of

rambles afoot, and Pieve di Cadore,

where Titian was born, and, living

amongst the Dolomites, grew into the

habit of putting their weird shapes

upon his canvases, lies within a day's

pilgrimage. But the real centre and

heart of the district, the most captiva-

ting and characteristic natural sur-

roundings, must be looked for at Ca-

prile, six hours' good walking to the

south-west.

To Caprile, though, one camiot very

conveniently take baggage, except to

the extent of a knapsack ; so before

leaving Cortina it is necessary to make
some sort of arrangement for sending

on, in hope of some day finding it

again, any reserve of clothing that one

may happen to be blessed (or plagued)

with. In our case Venice seemed

likely to be the next place where we
should think of collars and razors ; so

it was arranged that the afternoon be-

fore our start for Caprile I should

take a single-horse ti*ip to the Italian

frontier, see the three little portman-

teaus of the party safely through the

custom-house there, and book them on

to our intended hotel on the Grand

Canal. My comrades, J and

C ,
gave me, of course, each his

key, that I might be able to open all

or anv of the ' pieces ' on demand,

and with an honesty that I am bold

to brag of (for I had nothing person-

ally to gain or lose by it) it had been

agreed that I was to own J 's

portmanteau containing some tobacco,

and take the consequences of duty or its

forfeiture. Away we bowled down the

white road in the westering sun, An-
telao in front, pitched like a Titan's

bell-tent to guard the way, and my
driver volubly treating me to Ger-

mano-Italian sandwiches of chatter,

the predominant burden being—not
the marvellous mountains, not any of

the things or habits noteworthy or

interesting in the Ampezzo Thai, but
—the hardness of his o\\ti individual

life, and his certain conviction that

every Englishman was 'full of gold.'

Hardly past the bilingual notice-boards

that mark the frontier, a dusty-coated

othcial of the baser sort stalking ath-

wart the road magnificently bids iis

halt. ' The Dogana 1
' ' No, signor

—the Fumigator. '
' The Fumigator ?

Why, what on earth— 1 ' but before

I can get my sentence finished (in

Italian) the dusty-coated one, with the

connivance of my driver, has whipped
ofi" all the baggage into a whitewashed
building by the roadside ; which has

the no-doubt-intended effect of making
me descend and follow suit. As soon

as Dusty-coat has got us all into his

den he proceeds to lock the door, and
then, going to a brazier in the corner,

stirs into vaporous life a panful of

some abominable chemicals ; after

which he finds time and complaisance

to vouchsafe me the information that

this is the Italian government's de-

vice forkeeping cholera out—now that

it is fairly in—and that, in fine, he
would like to have the pleasure of

drinking my health in return for his

suflfbcating assault upon it. Well, to

escape into fresh aii- again is cheap at

a depreciated lira ransom ; and a cou-

ple of hundred yards farther brings us

to the custom-house at last. The re-

ceiver in person politely comes for-

ward to conduct the examination of

my portmanteaus. ' Anything to de-

clare, signor ?
'

' Yes ' (with a glow
of conscious virtue in the avowal)

—

' some tobacco in that black portman-

teau.' 'Hah! Open it.' I have
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some little difficulty with the lock,

not having tried J -'s bramah be-

fore starting, laut in half a minute the

— Hallo ! where is that tobacco 1

The pouch I know well, is of a size

calculated (as J says) to serve a

contraband portmanteau is open, and '. fellow for a pillow at a pinch, and his
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last words to me were that he had
placed it, to save trouble, on the top.

No signs of it, though. Feeling ri-

diculously nonplussed, I prod about

excitedly among J——'s clothing.

The receiver kneels down beside me,

and we both prod. No effects ; and
at last the receiver courteously de-

clares, ' It's a romance, or at any rate

the quantity must be too minute to

NEAR CURTINA.

make a fuss about ; ' and he forthwith

closes the examination. Judge of the

tableau that we three assisted at in

the Venice hotel when it turned out

that, through a genuinely unwitting

confusion of my friend's two portman-

teaus, I had opened and searched the

wTong one, and the sly pillow-pouch

had thus slipped unconfiscated into

Italy !

The Albergo Pezze at Caprile is a

god typical .specimen of the Dolomite
inn. Its exterior is rather a shock,

perhaps, to the average traveller at

first sight. From the street you enter,

under a narrow archway, an unkempt
stone-floored passage orlobb3^space,are-

pository formiscellaneouslumber. Un-
deterred by appearances, it behooves

you to mount the staircase to the first

floor, and thei'e, emerging from the

kitchen, the Signora Pezze, the host-

ess, will welcome you with the kind-

liest smile ; and you feel in a moment,

even before you have climbed another

flight of stairs to the airy, scrupulously

clean bedrooms, and snug little sitting

room of the second floor, that you
have found a place where you may
well rest and be thankful. What
matter if the equipage oE your cham-
ber be a trifle incongruous ? A me-
diaeval harpsichord, that may have

charmed the ears of many an aristo-

cratic Republican from Venice, stood

in a corner of mine, and I knelt down
in another corner to perform my ablu-

tions (as best I might) by means of a

pie-dish placed on a low rush-bottom-

ed chair. Across the passage J
and C were sharing a room, three

walls of which were hung with gaudy-

robed saints, to say nothing of holy-

water receptacles at the bed-heads,

while on the fourth wall flaunted un-

abashed a recumbent A'^enus, as lightly

clad as Titian's in the Venice Acca-

demia. And time doesn't hang heavily
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in the little sala during the mountain-

eer's short evenings. Gilbert and
Churchill's Vjook on The Dolomites is

there of course, and a miscellaneous

collettion of Tauchnitz novels, and

—

what one certainly would not have

expected—three or four recent num-
bers of the /'all j\fall Gazette, which

it seems this dear old (I don't use the

second epithet strictly) Signora Pezze

actually has posted to her twice a

week from London for the benefit of

her English-reading forestieri, Not
that one has much time or inclination

for literature at such moments. The
evening meal takes some time, though

indeed the signora, gliding about from

table to table, always benevolently

beaming and quick to anticijiate every

want, does, in her tranquil, unflurried

way manage to wait upon a roomful

of people with an effective

promptness that I have

neveryet seen equalled. And
then there is the free flow-

ing conversation that always
abounds, even among Bri-

tishers and Americans, when
they are on holiday jaunts

abroad, with the extra at-

traction of Ijeing able to

practice languages upon any
foreigners who may happen
to be present. "-

How suddenly the weather
changes in mountain-dis-

tricts ! The night before

we were to leave Caprile

every thing betokened a
fair-weather journey, but
the morning dawned in such
torrents of rain that the

good folk of the albergo de-

liberately omitted to call us
at the early hour that we
had named, and but for the

noise of the water plashing
from the spouts we might
have lain aljed till mid-da3\

However, we were up and
dressed and holding coun-
cil over our coffee and eggs
by six o'clock. It was clearly

no use staying in-doors ; and one can't

expect to have everything one's own
way, at least until the clerk of the
weather puts on human shape and
(what some folk tell us is pretty much
the same thing) bribeability. So young
Bartolo Battista, our guide and por-

ter, gamely heaved the knapsacks on
to his back : we threw our ever-use-

ful Scotch shawls over our shoulders,

and fared out into the driving rain.

There is positively no doubt about it

:

your fair-weather ti-aveller loses a
multitude of experiences worth hav-
ing. Lucretius would not have felt

half so vividly the sweetness of sitting

at ease on the shore while regarding
the toils of his fellow-mortals on the
deep if he had never himself been
knocked about by a head-wind. We,
if the rain-clouds did conceal the

TllE AIGUILLES OF THE SCHLEUS.
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mountain-outlines, if the rain did beat

upon us with an insistence that only

a Scotch maud can foil,-—well, I, for

my part, protest that we had our com-

pensations. The Sottogvida Gorge

—

a wonderful cleft, so narrow that in

places there is not room enough be-

tween the sheer walls for path and

torrent, except by carrying the one

on a frail causeway a few feet above

the other—is sufficiently memorable,

maybe, at all times ; but see it as we
did, the stream below swollen to

storm-fury, the cliffs overhead touch-

ing the low driving mist-banks, and

you will appreciate the sight—after-

ward, when you are indoors and diy,

if not sooner. And then the Fedaja

Pass ! Why, on an ordinary August

or September day you may expect to

find there a succession of grass-slopes

and much sun. Tiy it in caitiff

weather, as it was our fortune to do,

and in four or five hours from Caprile

you may be enjoying all the special-

ties of the High Alps—interminable

slopes and plateaus of treacherously

deep snow, through which, losing the

path, you now and then fall spraw-

lingly thigh-deep, snow beating blind-

ingly in your face, wind (not your

own—far from it) ad Uh., with the ex-

tra excitement of being conscious that

your guide is not altogether sure of

his road. Oiirs was a cheery, willing

young fellow, but there was just one

moment when it needed the hint of

the probability of a something over

^''r'^v:

L^K^"o^\^ moumai^s keak lukxi>a.

and above the tariff charge rewarding

his accomplishment of the day's jour-

ney to sway his mental balance in

favour of pilotuig us over the summit
of the pass. Perhaps, to do him jus-

tice, there would not have been even

that one moment of indecision but for

the nervous shock of a sudden squall

that blew to rods and tatters his friend

of many years—his umbrellf!.

Mid-day was past, and with it the

highest point of the Fedaja, when sud-

denly the snow-flakes stopped falling,

the dull air grew luminous, and with

amagic rapidity of development which

might well have broken the heart of a

transformation-scene deviser, the sun

burst through the clouds, routed them,

broke them up, and sent them in pic-

turesque, wisplike flight from his
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presence into such shadowed hollows !

as might offer refuge. Marmolata, i

the loftiest of the Dolomites, and a

score of fantastic peaks all round,

stood out into the light, lustrous and
I

sparkling in their new snow-garments,

and relieved against a back-ground of

the brightest blue, while below the

pine woods, with every feathery

branch weighted with glistening snow,

completed a scene that more than re-

paid us for the little discomforts of the

morning.

That night J again had to I'e-

mark (and I must say not without
reason) that ' if this was roughing it,

well, on the whole, he rather preferred

roughing it.' The scene was Antonio
Rizzi's at Vigo in the Fassa Thai.

The ground floor of the albergo ap-

pears to serve the purpose of a cart-

house, and the bedroom landing opens
on one side into a hayloft ; but the

tubs of hot water are not the less hot
and ample, the host and his family
are not the less hearty and obliging,

the food and beds are not the less am-
ple and wholesome, on that account.

Soup, trout, veal cutlets, salad, pasti

dolls and an omelette as big as J 's

tobacco-pouch were laid before us in

the evening , bouquets for our bvitton

holes lay upon our breakfast-plates in

the morning ; and if there had been
1)ut a little coffee in the chicory, we
should positively have had to fall back,

for grumbling material, upon the

grievance of ha^ving nothing to gi-um-

ble about.

The morning air was clear and
frosty as we struck down the valley,

with promise, though, of coming noon-

day heat. To the north-west, toward
Botzen, the spike-like Aiguilles of the

Schlern shoot up eight thousand feet

and more, but in this deep valley they

are hidden from our view by a long

fantastic chain to our right, where
the yellow pinnacles of the Rosengar-

ten stand out clear cut against the

blue. On our bedroom walls some
local artist had frescoed imaginary

peaks of the Japanese tea-tray tj\)e,

with quite uncalled-for idealism ; for

here, under his very eyes, had he

chosen to use them, he had every day
before him mountain-fovms more
strange, more improbable, to copy
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from than any his fancy was likely to

devise.
' Just so !

' remarked J senten-

tiously : one is apt to be sententious

for an hour or so after a breakfast so

solid as they furnish at Ptizzi's. ' For-

eigners are such a queer lot, you know

:

seems to me they're always going out

of their way to make comic blunders,

with a benevolent view, I sometimes

incline to suspect, to the amusement

of us travelling Britishers. Their ad-

vertisers, for instance, make such a

delicious mess of it when they will

follow up their announcements with a

would-be English translation. You
remember that hotel advertisement

that we found, framed and glazed, in

the station waiting-room at Linz?

The German half of it was correct

enough, of course
—

'

' As our intimate ignorance of the

language assured us, eh 1
'

' Don't interrupt. I'm content to

credit the advertiser with, at any rate,

as much knowledge of his own lingo

as one of our own advertisers has of

his. But the translation was simply

delightful : I treasure every adjective

of it :
" Hotel of the Post, Weissnau.

AccomiJlished Drinks, Captivating

Meats, Boats, and a Excellent Bath." '

' " A most excellent bathos," he
might have said. But I own there's

an unconsciousness about the language
of your Weissnau landlord that

amuses me more than this French,

production that I got yesterday en-

closed in a note from our friend S
at Mentone. Diil I read it to you 1

It's not bad as a bit of fun, even grant-

ing—what I won't pledge myself to,

one way or the other—that the author

might have been a little more idio-

matically bilingual if he had tried.

I'll read it to you while you're shift-

ing your knapsack ; which, by the "w^ay,

you w411 find ride vastly easier if

youll just let out the strap another

hole or two. Listen :

"'GRAND HOTEL BIJOVE.
' " (Englisch House.),

' " Place du Parailis. Alcibiade Kromeskt,

Proprifetaire.

' " Tous les agr^ments du High-Life se trouveut

rfeunis dans ce magnifique 6tablissement, nouvelle-

nient organise et entretenu sur le pied du conforta-

ble le pins recherchfe. Salons de Societ6, de Lecture

et de Billard.
' " Pension a prix mod6r6s. Cuisine et service

MONTE CIVITA,
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hors ligne. Specialites de rosbif, rhum, the Pekoe,

porter-beer, wischky, old Thom et autres consom-
mations dans le gout britannique. On parle toutes

les langues."

' Here followetli the translation :

' " THE GREAT BY-JOVE HOTEL,
' " Place du Paradis. Alcibiades Kromeskt,

Proprietar.

' " All tbe ajjrreemeiits of hiifhlit'e are reunited in

this inascnificent establishment, newly orfjanized,

and entertained upon the footing of the most re-

searchd confortable. Salons of Society, Lecture
and Billiard.

' " Pension to moderate jjrices. Kitchen and ser-

vice out of common, Sjjecialtys of roasbeef, rhum-
punsch, Pekoe tea, porteerbeer, wischky, old Tlioni,

and other consummations in the britisch taste. One
speaks all the languages."

' There now, what do you say to

that, J , eh 1

'

' Humph ! Don't mind going as

far as to say, " Se noit e vero, e ben

trovato" if that will be any gratifica-

tion to you. But the sun's getting on

apace with his day's journey ; so 1

vote for tramping on without more of

you.r comic readings for the present.'

Ten miles and a bittock (if that

convenient Scotch word may be per-

mitted) from Campidello stands the

little town of Predazzo, long celebrat-

ed by geologists and mineralogists, but
not much known, as yet, to the un-

scientific traveller. Here again one-

finds in the signora of the inn—whose

sign, a gilded three-master, swings

creakily in metal-work over the en-

ti-ance-arch—the representative of a

very old family of gentle blood. She

is a Giacomelli, and has a right to the

Giacomelli escutcheon, which, bearing

the date 1520, hangs over a door on

the first-floor landing. All down one

side of the sahi, runs a glazed cabinet

well stored with mineralogical speci-

mens collected in the immediate neigh-

bourhood and presented by various

learned visitors ; and C will be

quite happy in examining these, and

J in making acquaintance with

the bread and butter and vino ordinario

of the inn, while I go down stairs

again to consult the landlady about

the means of getting a vehicle and

horses to take us over the five-and-

twenty miles of road that lie between

us and our self-destined night-quarters-

at Primiero.
' Nieiite caoallo.'

' What ! no horses 1 Most excel-

lent signora, you are surely joking.

The Signor Ptizzi told us most dis-
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tinctly this morning that here we
should find no difficulty at all in get-

ting horses—that the pculrone of the
post-house—

'

' Ah, yes, there are eight, ten horses
generally, but there have been so

many forestieri passing through lately

—two horses here, two there—I assure

you, signors, there is not one horse

for hire in the town.'

Yes, at Primiero we must and would
spend our next night. But how to get
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there ? Even if human legs could pace
the distance between noon and Septem-
ber dark—which, to judge from Ball's

almost always trusty Guide seemed,

to say the least, doubtful—it was
quite certain that, for sundry physical

reasons, which need not be further

particularized than by mentioning that

oui' chlorodyne had been in frequent

recent use, our particular trio were,

on this particular occasion, distinctly

not equal to walking it. If we could

but get to Paneveggio, suggested our
kind signora of the Nave "cl'Oro, the

padrone there had a buon cavallo in

his stable which would take us to

Primier' (the final o seems always to

be dropped off the names of places

hereabouts in conversation) in no time,

and that, too, along the new road of

which the German professor had told

us at Caprile. Ah, yes ! if we could

but get to Paneveggio ! Only a couple

of hours' drive up that wooded valley

there to the south-east. But how ?

C would I verily believe, have
gone back in another minute to the

salic to seek an answer to the ques-

tion in the pages of a well-thumbed

Tauchnitz novel which he had found in
a sofa-corner there ; and J might
(looking at the matter a posteriori, I

decline to aver that he would) have
persuaded me to join him in sipping

acid ordinario for inspiration ; but at

this moment Dame Fortune kindly
took the matter into her own potent
hands. Round the corner by the
church came in sight a cart of clumsy,
rustic build, clattering and rumbling
direfully along the quiet street, and
—drawn by a pair of wiiy little black

horses. Rescue !

A sail ia sight appears :

We hail her with three cheers.

I never had the pleasure of being in.

the Bay of Biscay myself, but I can
fancy that the feelings of the grateful

mariner in the song must have closely

resembled those w-hich we three (pre-

cisely the right-sized party, be it ob-
served, for performing the conven-
tional number of cheers with the least

waste of time) greeted the sight of this

opportune vehicle and pair.

How astonished the swarthy young
Italian in charge of the team looked,
to be sure, when he was brought up
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THE DREI ZIXNEX.

slioi't bj a proposition that lie should
turn his whip and waggon to the unac-

customed purpose of transporting a

load of human beings from Predazzo
to Paneveggio ! At first the novelty
of the idea was too much for him,
and turned his tongue to the manufac-
ture of excuses. He hadn't had his

breakfast ; the waggon wouldn't hold
Tis ; the horses were tired ; the road
was—All which the vehemence of a

majority who knew what they want-
ed, could at any rate talk the intel-

ligible language of money-reward,
speedily dissipated ; and after little

more than half an hour's waiting
our charioteer, just as the church-

•clock struck noon, rattled gayly uj)

to the door of the
Nave d'Oro. S])ark-

ling were his eyes and
teeth, jaunty the fea-

ther in his hat, and
his vehicle had been
equipped for service

by laying a couple of

boards, by way of

seats, across it, and
cushioned with an am-
ple bran-sack. There
was not much room to

spare, certainly, but
i\ letting a few legs

1 1 agle over the sides

^f \\ e all managed to find

.^-'^ stowage ; and with
light hearts, the Signo-

la Giacomelli laugh-

ing adieu from her
doorstep, we creaked
ind jolted out of Pred-
<i//,o.

For an hour or so

an almost continual

ascent, during which
J and I, leaving

the game little black

na^s quite work
enough to do in pul-

ing C and our
1- napsacks up the zig-

zags, went ahead on
foot, and by cutting

off" corners gained ground enough
to have a quarter of an hour to spare,

on reaching the level, for sketching

the outlines of the Dolomitic ranges

by which the view was in every di-

rection bounded.

A mile or two of tolerably level

grassy tableland, and suddenly the road

plunges into a narrow defile, thick with

pine, a brawling torrent rushing far

below. At one of the turns we over-

take a brawny pedestrian in Tyrolese

jacket and hat, who, with a wink of

acquaintanceship to our driver, coolly

swings a portion of his big body

—

Goodness only knows how—on to a

corner of our already overbrimming
wagon, and puffs away at his pipe
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^\^tllOut a word till we draw up at the

roadside inn, which with a timber-yard

and (I think) a hovel or two, answers

to the name of Paneveggio. In a pad-

dock beside the iim a well-shaped

chestnut is ^grazing. ' Ecco il l)uon

cavallo !

" And so it is, only that it

turns out to be a mare. Eagerly we
beseech the padrone that she may be

caught and harnessed, and we started

again on our way to Primier' with the

least possible delay. He does not,

somehow, seem remarkably eager to

comply. At the moment we naturally

.set his reluctance down to the land-

lord's instinct, in out-of-the-way places,

against letting afternoon arrivals go

vidthout having the benefit of bed and
bill out of them ; and we forthwith

propitiated him by ordering such eat-

ables and drinkables as his house could

produce, accordingly. But looking

back with my present knowledge of

what he then dovibtless knew of the
* new road ' over which we purposed
travelling—and, as the sequel will

show, did travel—I, for one, can readily

excuse some imwillingness on the part

of the brave chestnut's owner to send

her off on the joui'ney for which we
three masterful forestieri claimed to

requisition her.

Still, perseverance prevailed, though
indeed command, entreaty, and even

the offer of additional lire., were alike

unavailing to make those obliging but

vacuous folk bestir themselves. In
truth, the only busy individual about

the place was our late wagoner, who,

ever since our arrival an hour ago, had
been celebrating in potations of acrid

ordinario his unwonted earnings of the

day. It was fully a quarter past three

when all was at last ready for our

start. The chestnut had been caught

and groomed and harnessed, and looked

promisingly stout and game, but the

rest of the equipage presented a sadly

inferior appearance. A sorrier rattle-

trap than the cramped little antedi-

luvian chaise, to which the good mare
was attached by rope-harness of the

rudest description, mny it never bemy

lot to see, much less travel in again.

But we were little inclined to quarrel
or criticise ; and tumbling the packs
into the bottom of the trap, and getting
some jjortions of our respective per
sons on the top of them, we were at

once fairly under weigh on the ' new
I'oad.

'

Xew road, indeed ! Yes, I venture
to assert that credulous travellers

never essayed a newer. You are hardly
a quarter of a mile from Paneveggio
when the track—thus far a good hard,

level one—enters a pine forest and
begins an interminable ziajzas: climb.

One knows that there are some won-
derful Dolomites close overhead some-
where, but the trees are too thick to

allow of ami;hing like a view ; and
we indeed soon found our eyes and
thoughts fully emjiloyed in the imme-
diate foreground. For the road was
unquestionably getting newer and
newer every yard. First, it Ijecame

deep and sandy, and we jumped out
to lighten the ship ; then, the first

suspicious circumstance, we came vipon

asurveyorgivingorders as to gradients
;

a little farther, and the smooth sandy
surface gave way to an uneven slope

of unmitigated stoniness ; and finally

our progress was suddenly arrested

by a pai-ty of na-\'\'^ies, who bade us
halt while a blast took place a little

ahead, hurling above the tops of the
trees the fragments of a rock that
stood athwart this excellent new road
—of the future. At several points it

did indeed seem impossible that our
shaky little shandrydan could be
hoisted over the ground, but the brave
mare, never jibbing, tugged it gamely
over all dilliculties—now through a
mud-hole, now over a hump of rock,
and here and there a foot or two sheer
up from a low level of inchoate track
to a bit of metalled roadway just laid

and levelled by the navvies. At last

the trees grew thinner; increase of
light gave hope that we were well nigh
out of the wood ; and finally we
emerged on to a high plateau of turf
encircled by a wilderness of barren
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peaks, preeminent amongst which the

marvellous obelisk of the Cimon della

Pala, a veritable Dolomite Matter-

horn, stood up, gaunt and terrible, di-

rectly in our path. The road passes

close under the base and along the

steepest point of this extraordinary

yellow crag, which from this side, its

overhanging outline suggestive, in

places, of the conventional form of the

Phrygian liberty cap, looks certainly

quite uncliml)able (forgive the word),

though I believe the top has more than

once been reached by some back-stairs

way or other. Soon our view opened

far dowTi into the valley, at the foot

of which, somewherel)ehind that deep-

green mass of pines in the distance be-

low, Primiero was to be imagined ly-

ing. The September sun was already

getting uncomfortably near to the ho-

rizon when our tumltle-to-pieces little

chaise began a descent as unpleasantly

steep as the ascent through the wood
on the other side had been I'ough.

The track, on this side old, unreformed

and narrow, wound at first by fre-

quent sharp declines down the face of

a red tumulus-shaped sandhill. As we
capped the topmost edge no less than

seven zigzags were in view at once on

the hill-side. All very well for pedes-

trians ; all very well for carriage-folk,

maybe, given everything satisfactory

in the departments of vehicle, harness

and driver ; but where, as in our case,

you have a trap so shaky in wheels,

springs and body that it is scarcely

competent to hold together witJiout the

superincumbent weight of fovu- bodies

averaging over ten stone apiece ; when
you have a broken brake, rope traces

and a most casual charioteer, far too

eager a gossip to take much note of

his horse or pace,—well, under such

cii'cumstances you may very likely (as

we did) be jolted into laughter-fits by
the ludicrously jerky, all-confusing in-

cidents of the descent ; but at the end

of each zig and zag, whei'e thei"e is

neither fence nor other obstacle inter-

posed between the outer road-corner

and a precipitous tiimble of a good

many hundreds of feet, the open view
of the result of overbalancing at the

turn, or over-shooting it, will, you may
think (as we did), put a quite siifii-

ciently strong soicp^on of excitement

into the proceeding.

WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT.

BY H. L. SPEXCEE.

\ I TITH eye sufiused and heart dissolved with sorrow,
VV How often I have fled the realms of sleep,

And sought, not vainly, from thy page to borrow

That which forbids or eye or heart to weep !

Thy ' Thanatopsis,' fraught with tenderest feeling.

Is like a June breeze to the ice-bound heart

;

To us, thy humble followers, revealing

The sage, the seer, the poet that thou art,

Still roll ' The Ages,' still ' Green River' flows.

And odorous blossoms load the ' Apple Tree,'

—

Into * The Lake ' still fall the fleecy snows.

And nature everywhere, doth speak of thee.

Oh, for a poet's tongue to name thy name !

But does it matter ? Thine is deathless fame.
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THE HAUNTED HOTEL.

A MYSTERY OF MODERN VENICE

BY WILKIE COLLIKS.

Chapter X.

't ADY MON^TBARRY, Miss.'

J—i Agnes was writing a letter,

when the servant astonished her by an-

nouncing the visitor's name. Her first

impulse was to refuse to see the woman
who had intruded on her. But Lady
Montbarry had taken care to follow

close on the servant's heels. Before

Agnes could speak she had entered the

room.
' I beg to apologize for my intrusion,

Miss Lockwood. I have a question to

ask you, in which I am very much in-

terested. No one can answer me but
yourself. ' In low hesitating tones, with

her glittering black eyes bent modestly

onthe ground, Lady Montbarryopened
the inter\'iew in those words.

Without answering, Agnes pointed

to a chair. She could do this, and, for

the time, she could do no more. All

that she had read of the hidden and
sinister life in the palace at Venice

;

all that she had heard of Montbarry's

melancholy death and burial in a

foreign land ; all that she knew of the

mystery of Fei'rari's disappearance,

rushed into her mind, when the black-

robed figure confronted her, standing

just inside the door. The strange con-

duct of Lady Montbarry added a new
perj^lexity to the doubts and misgiv-

ings that troiibled her. There stood

the adventuress whose character had
left its mark on society all over Europe
—the Fury who had terrified Mrs.

Ferrari at the hotel—inconceivably

transformed into a timid shrinking

woman ! Lady Montbarry had not once
ventured to look at Agnes, since she

had made her way into the room. Ad-
2

I

vanciug to take the chair that had been
I pointed out to her, she hesitated, put
I her hand on the rail to support herself,

I

and still remained standing. ' Please

j

give me a moment to compose myself,'

; she said faintly. Her head sank on her

I bosom : she stood before Agnes like a

conscious culprit before a merciless

• j^^dge.

I

The silence that followed was liter-

I
ally the silence of fear on both sides.

In the midst of it the door was opened
once more^and Henry Westwick ap-

peared.

j

He looked at Lady Montbarry with

j

a moment's steady attention—bowed
to her with formal politeness—and

I

passed on in silence. At the sight of

her husband's brother, the sinking

spirit of the woman sprang to life again.

Her drooping figure became erect. Her
eyes met Westwick's look, brightly de-

fiant. She returned his bow with an
icy smile of contempt.

Heniy crossed the room to Agnes.
Is Lady MontbaiTy here by your

invitation 1
' he asked quietly.

'No.
' Do you wish to see her 1

'

' It is very painful to me to see her.

'

He turned and looked at his sister-

in-law. ' Do you hear that 1
' he asked

coldly.

' I hear it,' she answered more coldly

stiU.

' Your visit is, to say the least of it,

ill-timed.

'Your interference is, to say the

least of it, out of place.'

With that retort, Lady Montbarry
approached Agnes. The presence of

Heruy Westwick seemed at once to

relieve and embolden her. ' Permit
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me to ask my question, Miss Lock-

wood,' she said, with graceful courtesy.

' It is notiling to emliarrass you. When
the courier Ferrari applied to my late

husband for employment, did you .'

Her resolution failed her, before she

could say more. She sank trembling

into the nearest chaii-, and, after a

moment's struggle, composed herself

again. ' Did you permit Ferrari,' she

resimied, ' to make sure of being chosen

for our com-ier, by using your name ?

'

Agnes did not I'eply with her custo-

mary dii-ectness. Trifling as it was,

the reference to Montbarry, proceed-

ing from that woman of all others, con-

fused and agitated her.

' I have kno'ttTi Ferrari's wife for

many years,' she began. ' And I take

an interest
'

Lady Montbany abruptly lifted her

hands with a gesture of entreaty. 'Ah,

Miss Lockwood, don't waste time by
talking of his wife ! Answer my plain

question, plainly !

'

' Let me answer her,' Henry whis-

pered. ' I will imdertake to speak

plainly enough.'

Agnes refused l>y a gesture. Lady
Montbarry's inteiriiptiou had roused

her sense of what was due to herself.

She resumed her replyin plainer terms.

' When FerraiT. wi-ote to the late

Lord Montbariy,' she said, 'he did cer-

tainly mention my name.'

Even now, she had innocently failed

to see the object which her visitor had
in view. Lady Montbarry's impatience

became ungovernable. She started to

her feet, and advanced to Agnes.
' Was it Avdth your knowledge and

permission that FeiTari used your

name?' she asked. ' The whole soul

of my question is in that. For God's

sake, answer me—Yes, or No !

'

' Yes.

'

That one word stnick Lady Mont-
baiTy as a blow might have struck her.

The fierce life that had animated her

face the instant before, faded out of it

suddenly, and left her like a woman
turned to stone. She stood, mechani-

cally confronting Agnes, \vith a stUl-

ness so ^vi-apt and perfect that not even

the breath she drew was perceptible to

the two persons who were looking at

her.

Henry spoke to her roughly. 'Eouse

yourself,' he said. 'You have received

your answer.'

She looked round at him. ' I have
received my sentence,' she rejoined

—

and turned slowly to leave the room.

To Henry's a.stonishment. Agnes
stopped her. ' Wait a moment, Lady
Montbarry. I have something to ask

on my side.'

Lady Montbariy paused on the in-

stant—silently submissive as if she had
heard a word of command. Henry
drew Agnes away to the other end of

the room, and remonstrated with her.

' You do wrong to call that person

back,' he said.^
—

' No,' Agnes whis-

pered, ' I have had time to remember.

'

—
' To remember what? '-

—'To remem-
ber Ferrari's yyiie : Lady Montbany
may have heard something of the lost

man.'—'Lady Montbarry may have
heard, but she won't tell.'

—
' It may be

so, Henry, but, for Emily's sake, I

must try.'-—Heniy yielded. ' Your
kindness is inexhaustible,' he said, with

his admii'ation of her kindling in his

eyes. ' Always thinking of others
;

never of yourself I'

Meanwhile, Lady Montbarry waited

with a resignation that could endure
any delay. Agnes returned to her,

leaAong Hemy by himself. ' Pardon
me for keeping you waiting,' she said

in her gentle, courteous ,way. ' You
haA"e spoken of Ferraii. I wish to speak

of him too.'

Lady Montbarry bent her head in

silence. Her hand trembled as she

took out her handkerchief, and passed

it over her forehead. Agnes detected

the tremltling, and shrank back a step.

'Is the subject painful to you?' she

asked timidly.

Still silent. Lady Montbarry invited

her by a wave of the hand to go on.

Hemy approached, attentively watch-

ing his sister-in-law. Agnes went on.

'No trace of Ferrari has been dis-
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covered in England,' she said. 'Have
yon any news of him % And will you
tell me (if you have heard anything),

in mercy to his wife 1

'

Lady Montbarry's thin lips suddenly

relaxed into their sad and cruel smile.

'Why do you ask ma, about the lost

courier?' she said. 'You will know
what has Ijecome of him, Miss Lock-

wood, when the time is ripe for it.'

Agnes started. 'I don't undei'stand

you,' she said. ' How shall I know %

Will some one tell me V
' Some one will tell you.'

Henry could keep silence no longer,

'Perhaps, your ladyship may be the

person,' he interrupted with ironical

politeness.

She answered him with contempt-

uous ease. ' You may be right, Mr.
Westwick. One day or another, I

may be the person who tells Miss
Lockwood what has become of Feri-ari,

if— ' She stopjjed ; with her eyes

fixed on Agnes.

'If whatr Henry asked.
' If Miss Lockwood forces me to it.

'

Agnes listened in astonishment.
' Force you to it '?

' she repeated. 'How
can I do tliaf? Do you mean to say my
will is stronger than yours %

'

'Do yov mean to say that the can-

dle doesn't burn the moth, when the

moth flies into itl' Lady Montbarry
rejoined. 'Haveyou ever heard of such

a thing as the fascination of teiror. I

am drawn to you by the fascination of

terroi". I have no right to visit you. I

have no wish to visit you : you are

my enemy. For the fii-st time in my
life, against my own will, I submit to

my enemy. See ! I am waiting, be-

cause you told me towait—and the fear

of you (I swear it!) creeps through me
while I stand here. Oh, don't let me
excite your curiosity or your pity!

Follow the example of Mr. Westwick.
Be hard and brutal, and unforgi^dng,

like him. Grant me my release. Tell

me to go.

'

The frank and simple nature of Ag-
nes could discover but one intelligible

meaning in this strange outbreak.

' You are mistaken in thinking me
your enemy, ' she said. 'The wrong you
did me when you gave your hand to

Lord Montbarry was not intentionally

done. I forgave you my sufFeiings in

his lifetime. I forgive you even more
fi'eely now that he has gone.'

Henry heard her with mingled emo-
tions of admiration and distress !

' Say
no more !

' he exclaimed. ' You are

too good to her ; she is not worthy of

it.'

The interruption passed unheeded
by Lady Montbarry. The simple words
in which Agnes had replied seemed to

have absorbed the whole attention of

this strangely-changeable woman. As
she listened, her face settled slowly

into an expression of hard and tearless

soiTow. There was a marked change
in her voice when she spoke next. It

expressed that last worst resignation

which has done Avith hope.

'You good innocent creature,' she

said, ' what does your amiable forgive-

ness matter 1 What are your poor
little wrongs, in the reckoning for

greater wrongs which is demanded of

me % I am not trying to frighten you :

I am only miserable about myself.

Do you know what it is to have a firm

presentiment of calamitythat is coming
to you—and yet to hope that your
own positive conviction will not prove
true % When I first met you, before

my marriage, and first felt your influ-

ence over me, I had that hope. It

was a starveling sort of hope that lived

a lingering life in me until to-day.

You struck it dead, when you an-

swered my question about Ferrari.'

' How have I destroyed your hopes?'

Agnes asked. ' What connection is

there between my permitting FeiTari

to use my name to Lord Montbarry,
and the strange and dreadful things

you are saying to me now %
'

' The time is near. Miss Lockwood,
when you will discover that for your-

self. In the meanwhile, you shall

know what my fear of you is, in the

plainest words I can find. On the day
when I took your hero from you and
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blighted your life—I am tirmly per-

suaded of it !—you were made the in-

strument of the retribution that my
sins of many years had deserved. Oh,

such things have happened before to-

day ! One person has, before now,

been the means of innocently ripening

the gro\\i;h of exi\ in another. You
have done that ab-eady—and you have

more to do yet. You have still to

bi-ing me to the day of discovery, and

to the punishment that is my doom.

We shall meet again—here in Eng-

land, or there in Venice where my
husband died—and meet for the last

time.'

In spite of her better sense, in spite

of her natural superiority to super-

stitions of all kinds, Agnes was im-

pressed by the terrible earnestness

wdth which those words were spoken.

She turned pale as she looked at

Hemy. 'Do ycni undei-stand her?'

she asked.
' Nothing is easier than to under-

stand her,' he replied contemptuously.

' She knows what has become of Fer-

rari ; and she is confusing you in a

cloud of nonsense, because she daren't

oMTi the ti-uth. Let her go !

'

If a dog had been under one of the

chaii-s, and had barked. Lady Mont-

barry could not have proceeded more

impenetrably with the last words she

had to say to Agnes.
' Advise your interesting Mrs. Fer-

rari to wait a little longer,' she said.

' You will know what has become of

her husband, and you will tell her.

There will be nothing to alarm you.

Some trifling event will bring us toge-

ther the next time—as trifling, I dare

say, as the engagement of Ferrari.

Sad nonsense, Mr. Westwdck, is it not ]

But you make allowances for women
;

we ail talk nonsense. Good morning.

Miss Lockwood.'

P She opened the door— suddenly, as

if she was afraid of being called back

for the second time—and left them.

Chapter XI.

' T^O voTi think she is mad ?
' Agnes

±y asked.
' I think she is simply wicked.

False, superstitious, inveterately cruel

—but not mad. I believe her main
motive in coming here was to enjoy
the luxury of frightening you.'

' She has frightened me. I am
ashamed to own it—but so it is.'

Hemy looked at her, hesitated for

a moment, and seated himself on the

sofa by her side.

' I am very anxious about you,

Agnes,' he said. ' But for the for-

tunate chance which led me to call

here to-day—who knows what that

vile woman might not have said or

done, if she had found you alone 1 My
dear, you are leading a sadly unpro-

tected solitary life. I don't like to

think of it ; I want to see it changed
—especially after what has happened
to-day. No ! no ! it is useless to tell

me that you have your old nurse. She
is too old ; she is not in your rank of

life—there is no suflicient protection

in the companionship of such a per-

son for a lady in your position. Don't

mistake me, Agnes ! what I say, I say

in the sincerity of my devotion to you.

'

He paused, and took her hand. She
made a feeble efibrt to withdraw it

—

and yielded. ' Will the day never

come,' he pleaded, ' when the privilege

of protecting you may be mine ? when
you will be the pride and joy of my
life, as long as my life lasts ]

' He
pressed her hand gently. She made
no reply. The colour came and went
on her face ; her eyes were turned

away from him. ' Have I been so

unliappy as to ofiend you ?
' he asked.

She answered that—she said, almost

in a whisi)er, ' No.

'

' Have I distressed you ?

'

' You have made me think of the

sad days that are gone.' She said no

more ; she only tried to withdraw her

hand fi-om his for the second time.

He still held it ; he lifted it to his

lips.
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' Can I never make you think of

othex" days than those—of the happier

days to come 1 Or, if you must think

of the time that is passed, can you not

look back to the time when I first loved

you 1
'

She sighed as he put the question.

'Spare me, Henry,' she answered sadly.

' Say no more !

'

The colour rose again in her cheeks
;

her hand trembled in his. She looked

lovely, with her eyes cast down and
her bosom heaving gently. At that

moment he would have given every-

thing he had in the world to take her

in his anns and kiss her. Some mys-
terious sympathy, passing from his

hand to hers, seemed to tell her what
was in his mind. She snatched her

hand away, and suddenly looked up at

him. The tears were in her eyes. She
said nothing ; she let her eyes speak
for her. They warned him—without
anger, without unkindness—but still

they wai'ued him to pressherno further

that day.

' Only tell me that I am forgiven,"

he said, as he rose from the sofa.

'Yes,' she answered quietly, 'you
are forgiven.

'

' I have not lowered myself in your
estimation, Agnes 1

'

' Oh, no !

'

' Do you wish me to leave you 1

'

She rose, in her turn, from the sofa,

and walked to her writing table before

she replied. The unfinished letter

which she had been writing when Lady
Montbarry interrupted her, lay open
on the blotting-book. As she looked

at the letter, and then looked at Heniy,
the smile that charmed eveiybody
showed itself in her face.

' You must not go just yet,' she said :

' I have something to tell you. I hardly

know how to express it. The shortest

way perhaps will be to let you find it

outfor youi-self. You have been speak-

ing of my lonely unprotected life here.

It is not a very happy life, Henry—

I

own that. ' She paused, observing the

growing anxiety of his expression as

he looked at her, with a shy satisfac-

tion that perplexed her. ' Do you
know that I have anticipated yoiir

idea ?
' she went on. ' I am going to

make a gi'eat change in my life—if

youi- V)rother Stephen and his wife will

only consent to it' She opened the

desk of the writing-table while she

spoke, took a letter out, and handed it

to Henry.
He received it from her mechanically.

Vagiie doubts, ^^hich he hardly under-

stood himself, kept him silent. It was
impossible that the ' change in her life'

of which she had spoken could mean
that she was about to be married—and
yet he was conscious of a perfectly un-

reasonable reluctance to open the letter.

Their eyes met ; she smiled again.

' Look at the address,' she said. ' You
ought to know the handwriting—but I

dare say you don't.'

He looked at the address. It was
in the large, ii-regular, uncertain WTit-

ing of a child. He opened the letter

instantly.

' Dear Aunt Agnes,—Ourgoverness
is going away. She has had money
left to her, and a house of her own.
We have had cake and wine to drink

her health. You promised to be our
governess if we wanted another. We
want you. Mamma knows nothing
about this. Please come before Mam-
ma can get another governess. Your
loving Lucy, who waites this. Clara

and Blanche have tried to write too.

But they are too young to do it. They
blot the paper.'

' Your eldest niece,'Agnes exclaimed,

as Hemy looked at her in amazement.
' The children used to call me aimt
when I was staying with their mother
in Ireland, in the autumn. The three

girls were my inseparable companions
—they are the most charming children

I know. It is quite tnie that I offered

to be their governess, if they ever

wanted one, on the day when I left

them to return to London. I was
wi-iting to propose it to their mother,
just before you came.'

' Not seriously !' Henry exclaimed.

Agnes placed her unfinished letter
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in his liaud. Enough of it had been

written to show that she did seriously

propose to enter the household of Mr.
[

and Mrs. Stephen Westwick as gover-

ness to theii- children \ Henry's be-

wilderment was not to be expressed in
,

words.
' They won't believe you are in

earnest,' he said
' Whv not %

' Agnes asked ([uietly.

' You are my brother 8te]»heii"s

cousin
;
you are his wife's old friend I

'

• All the more reason, Heniy, for

trusting me with the charge of their

children.

'

' But you are their equal
;
you are

not obliged to gain your li\Tng by
;

teaching. There is something absurd 1

in your entering their service as a

govei'ness I

'

' What is there absurd in it ? The

children love me ; the mother lovesme;

the father has .shown me innumerable
1

instances of his true friendship and re-

gard. I am the veiy woman for the

place—and, as to my education, I must

have completely forgotten it indeed, if

I am not tit to teach three children, the

eldest of whom is only eleven years

old. You say I am theii- equal.

Are there no other women who
sei've as governesses, and who are

the equals of the persons whom
they serve % Besides, I don't know
that I am their equal. Have I not

heai'd that your brother Stephen was

the next heir to the title ? Will he

not be the new lord ? Never mind
answering me ! We won't dispute

whether I am light or wi-ong in turn-

ing governess—we will wait the event.

I am weary of my lonely useless exis-

tence here, and eager to make my life

more happy and more useful in the

household of all others in which I

should most like to have a place. If

vou Avill look again, you wdll see that

I have these pei-sonal considerations

still to urge before I finish my letter.

You don't know your brother and his

wife as well as 1 do, if you doubt their

answer. I believe they have courage

enouirh and heart enough to sav Yes.'

Henry submitted without being con-

vinced.

He was a man who disliked all ec-

centric departm-es from custom and
routine ; and he felt especially sus-

picious of the change proposed in the

life of Agnes. With new interests to

occupy her mind, she might be less

favourably disposed to listen to him,

on the next occasion when he urged

his suit. The influence of the ' lonely

useless existence ' of which she com-
plained, was distinctly an influence in

his favoui-. While her heart was
empty, her heart was accessible. But
with his nieces in full possession of it,

the clouds of doubt overshadowed his

prospects. He knew the sex well

enough to keep these purely selfish

perplexities to himself. The waiting-

policy was especially the policy to pui-

sne with a woman as sensitive as

Agnes. If he once oflfended her deli-

cacy he was lo.st. For the moment he

wisely controlled himself and changed

the suliject.

' My little niece's letter has had an

efiect,' he said. ' which the child never

contemplated in wiiting it. She has

just reminded me of one of the objects

that I had in calling on vou to-

day.'
;

Agnes looked at the child s letter.

' How does Lucy do that %
' she asked.

' Lucy's governess is not the only

lucky ])erson who has had money left

her,' Henry answered. ' Is your old

nurse in the house ?

'

' You don't mean to say that nmse
has got a legacy ?

'

I

' She has got a hundred pounds.

I

Send for her, Agnes, while I show you

I

the letter.'

He took a handful of letters from

his pocket, and looked through them,

while Agnes rang the bell. Betunainc:

to him, she noticed a jainted letter

: among the rest, which lay open on the

j

table. It was a ' i)rospectus,' and the

' title of it was ' Palace Hotel Company
: of Venice (Limited). ' The two words,

1

' Palace ' and ' Venice,' instantly re-

I called her mind to the unwelcome visit
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of Lady Montbariy, ' What is tliat ']

'

she asked, pointing to the title.

Henry sus[)ended his search, and

ghinced at the prospectus. ' A really

promising speculation,' lie said. ' Large

hotels always pay well, if they are well

managed. I know the man who is

ap}jointed to be manager of this hotel,

when it is opened to the public ; and
I have such entire confidence in him
that I have become one of the share-

holders of the Company.'

The I'eply did not appear to satisfy

Agnes. ' Why is the hotel called the
" Palace Hotel 1

" ' she inquired.

Henry looked at her, and at once

penetrated her motive for asking the

question. ' Yes,' he said, ' it is the

palace that Montbarry hired at Venice;

and it has been purchased by the Com-
pany to be changed into an hotel.'

Agnes turned away in silence, and
took a chair at the farther end of the

room. Henry had disajjpointed her.

His income as a younger son stood in

need, as she well knew, of all the ad-

ditions that he could make to it by
successful speculation. But she was
unreasonable enough, nevertheless, to

disapprove of his attempting to make
money already out of the house in

which his brother had died. Incapable

of understanding this purely senti-

mental view of a plain matter of busi-

ness, Henry returned to his papers, in

some perplexity at the sudden change

in the manner of Agnes towards him.

Just as he found the letter of which

he was in seai-ch, the nurse made her

appearance. He glanced at Agnes,

expecting that she would speak fii'st.

She never even looked up, when the

nurse came in. It was left to Henry
to tell the old woman why the bell

had summoned her to the drawing-

room.
• Well, nurse,' he said, ' you have

had a windfall of luck. You have

had a legacy left you of a hundred
pounds.

'

The nurse showed no outwartl signs

of exultation. She waited a little to

get the announcement of the legacy

well settled in her mind—and then
she said quietly, ' Master Henry, who
ogives me that money, if you ^ilease 1

'

' My late brother. Lord Montbany,
gives it to you.' (Agnes instantly

looked up, intei-ested in the matter for

the first time. ) Henry went on: 'His
will leaves legacies to the surviving

old servants of the family. There is

a letter from his lawyei's, authorising

you to apply to them for the money.'

In every class of society, gratitude

is the rarest of all human virtues. In
the nurse's class it is especially rare.

Her opinion of the man who had de-

ceived and deserted her mistress re-

mained the same opinion still, perfectly

undisturljed by the passing circum-

stance of the legacy.

' I wonder who reminded my lord

of the old servants 1 ' she said. ' He
would never have heart enough to re-

member them himself !

'

Agnes suddenly interposed. Nature,

always abhorring monotony, institutes

reserves of temper as elements in the

composition of the gentlest women
living. Even Agnes could, on rare

occasions, be angry. The nui-se's view

of Montbarry's character seemed to

have provoked her beyond endurance.
' If you have any sense of shame in

you,' she broke out, ' you ought to be

ashamed of what you have just said !

Your ingi-atitude disgusts me, I leave

you to speak with her, Henry

—

you
won't mind it !

' With this significant

intimation that he too had dropped

out of his customary place in her good
opinion, she left the room.

The nurse received the smart re-

proof administered to her with every

ajtpearance of feeling rather amused
l)y it than not. When the door had

closed, this female philosopher winked
at Henry.

' There's a })ower of ol)stinacy in

young woriien,' she remarked. ' Miss
Agnes wouldn't give my lord up as a

bad one, even when he jilted her.

And now she's sweet on him after he's

dead. Say a word against him, and
she tires up as you see. All obstin-
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acy ! It will wear out with time.

Stick to her, Master Henry—stick to

her !

'

' She doesn't seem to have offended

you,' said Heniy.
' Slie ? ' the nui-se repeated in amaze-

ment— ' she offend me 1 I like her in

her tantrums ; it reminds me of her

wlien she was a baby. Lord bless

you ! when I go to bid her good night,

she'll give me a big kiss, poor dear

—

and say, Nurse, I didn't mean it !

About this money, Master Henry ]

If I was younger I should spend it in

dress and jewellery. But I'm too old

for that. AVTiat shall I do with my
legacy when I have got it ?

'

' Put it out at interest,' Henry sug-

gested. ' Get so much a year for it,

you know.'
' How much shall I get? ' the nurse

asked.
' If you put }"our hundred pounds

into the Funds, you will get between

three and four pounds a year.'

The nurse shook her head. ' Three

or four pounds a year 1 That won't

do ! I want more than that. Look
here. Master Henry. I don't care

about this bit of money—I never did

liie the man who has left it to me,

though he loas your brother. If I

lost it all to-morrow, I shouldn't break

my heart ; I'm well enough off, as it

is, for the rest of my days. They say

you're a speculator. Put me in for a

good thing, there's a dear ! Neck or

nothing—and that for the Funds !

'

She snapped her lingers to express her

contempt for security of investment

at three per cent.

Henry produced the prospectus of

theVenetian Hotel Company. ' You're

a funny old woman,' he said. ' There

you dashing speculator—there is neck-

or-nothing for you ! You must keep

it a secret from Miss Agnes, mind.

I'm not at all sure that she would ap-

prove of my helping you to this in-

vestment.
'

The nurse took out her spectacles.

'Six percent., guaranteed,' she read
;

' and the Directors have every reason

to believe that ten per cent., or more,
will be ultimately realized to the

shareholders by the hotel.' ' Put me
into that, Master Heniy ! And,
wherever you go, for Heaven's sake
recommend the hotel to your friends !

'

So the nurse, following Henry's
mercenary example, had her pecuniary

interest, too, in the house in which
Lord Montbarry had died.

Three days passed before Heniy
w-as able to visit Agnes again. In that

time, the little cloud between them had
entirely passed away. Agnes received

him with even more than her custom-

ary kindness. She was in better spirits

than usual. Her letter to ]Mrs. Stephen
West^^'ick had been answered by re-

turn of post ; and her proposal had
been jo}"fully accepted, with one modi-

fication. She was to visit the \Vest^

wicks for a month—and, if she really

liked teaching the children, slie was
then to be governess, aunt, and
cousin, all in one—and was only to go
away in an event which her friends in

Ireland persisted in contemplating, the

event of her marriage.
' You see I was right,' she said to

Heniy.
He was still incredulous. ' Ai-e you

really going ?
' he asked.

' I am going next week.

'

' When shall I see you again 1

'

' Y'^ou know you are always welcome
at your brother's house. You can see

me when you like.' She held out her

hand. ' Pardon me for lea\'ing you

—

I am beginning to pack up already.

'

Heniy tried to kiss her at parting.

She drew Ijack directly.

' Why not? I am your cousin,' he
said.

' I don't like it,' she answered.

Henry looked at her, and submit-

ted. Her refusal to grant him his

privilege as a cousin was a good sign

—it was indirectly an act of encour-

agement to him in the character of her

lover.

On the first day in the new week,

Agnes left London on her way to

Ireland. As the event proved, this
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was not destined to be the end of her
journey. The way to Ireland was
only the first stage on her way to the

palace at Venice.

THE THIRD PART.

Chapter XII.

IN the spring of the year 1861.

Agnes was established at the coun-

try-seat of her good fiiends—now pro-

moted (on the death of the fii'st lord,

without oiFspring) to be the new Lord
and Lady Montbarry. The old nui-se

was not separated from her mistress.

A place, suited to her time of life, had
been found for her in the pleasant Irish

household. She was })erfectly happy
in her new sphere ; and she spent her

first half-yeai-'s dividend from the Ve-
nice Hotel Company, with char^icter-

istic prodigality, in presents for the

children.

Early in the year, also, the directors

of the life insurance ofiices, submitted

to cii'cumstances, and paid the ten

thousand pounds. Immediately after-

wards, the widow of the fii'st Lord
Montbarry (otherwise, the dowager
Lady Montbairy) left England, with
Baron Rival-, for the United States.

The Bai-on's object was announced in

the scientific columns of the newspa-
pers, to be investigation into the pre-

sent state of experimental chemistry

in the great American republic. His
sister informed inquii-ing fiiends that

she accompanied him, in the hope of

finding consolation in change of scene

after the bereavement that had fallen

on her. Hearing this news from Henry
Westwick (then paying a visit at his

brother's house), Agnes was conscious

of a certain sense of i-elief.
'With the

Atlantic between u.s,' she said, 'surely

1 have done with that terrible woman
now!'

Barely a week passed after those

words hadbeen spoken, before an event

ha])pened which reminded Agnes of

' the terrible woman ' once more.

On that day, Henry's engagements

had obliged him to return to London.

He had ventured, on the morning of

his departure, to [)ress his suit once

more on Agnes ; and the children, as

he had anticipated, proved to be inno -

cent obstacles in the way of his success.

On the other hand, he had ])rivately

secured a firm ally in his sister-in-law..

'Have a little patience,' the new Lady
Montbarry had said; 'and leave me to

turn the influence of the children in the

right direction ; they can persuade her

to listen to you—and they shall !

'

The two ladies had accompanied
Heniy, and some other guestswho went
away at the same time, to the I'ailway

station, and had just driven back to

the house, when the servant announced
that 'a person, of the name of Rolland,,

was waiting to see her ladyship.

'

' Is it a woman 1
'

' Yes, my lady.

'

Young Lady Montbarry turned to

Agnes.
' This is the very person,' she said,

'whom your lawyer thought likely to

help him, when he was trying to trace

the lost courier.'

'You don't mean the English maid
who was with Lady Montbariy at Ve-
nice f

' My dear ! don't speak of Mont-
barry's horrid widow, by the name
which is 7ny name now. Stephen and

I have arranged to call her by her foi'-

eign title, before she was married. I

am 'Lady Montbariy,' and she Ls 'the

Countess. ' In that way there will be

no confusion.—Yes, Mrs. Rolland was
in my service before she became the

Countess's maid. She was a perfectly

trustworthy person, with one defect

that obliged me to send her away—

a

sullen temper which led to perpetual

complaints of her in the servants' hall.

AVould you like to see her]'

Agnes accepted the proposal, in the-

faint hope of getting some information

for the courier's wife. The complete-

defeat of every attempt to trace the-
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lost man liad been accepted as final by
Mrs. Ferrari. She had deliberately

arrayed hei'self in widow's mourning;
and was earning her livelihood in an
employment which the unwearied kind-

ness of Agnes had })rocured for her in

London. Thelast chance of penetrating

the mystery of Ferrari's disap})earance

seemed to rest now on what Ferrari's

former fellow-servant might be able to

tell. With highly-wrought expecta-

tions, Agnes followed her friend into

the room in which Mrs. Holland was
waiting.

A tall, bony woman, in the autumn
of life, with sunken eyes and iron-gi'ey

hair, rose stiffly from her chair, and
saluted the ladies with stern submission
as they opened the door. A person of

unblemished charactei-, evidently—but
not withoiit visible drawbacks. Big
bushy eyebrows, an a'\\'fully deep and
solemn voice, a harsh unV»ending man-
ner, a complete absence in her figure

of the undulating lines characteristic

of the sex, presented Vii-tue in this ex-

cellent person under its least alluring

. aspect. Strangers, on a fii'st introduc-

tion to her, were accustomed to wonder
why she was not a man.

'Are you pretty well, Mrs. Rolland?'
' I am as well as I can expect to be,

my lady, at my time of life.'

' Is there anything I can do for you *?

'

' Your lady.shi}) can do me a great

favour, if you will please speak to my
character while I was in your service.

I am offered a place, to wait on an in-

valid lady who has lately come to live

in this neighbourhood.'
' Ah, yes—I have heard of her. A

Mrs. Carbury, -with a very pretty niece

I am told. But, Mrs. Rolland, you
left my service some time ago. Mi-s.

Carbury will surely expect you to re-

fer to the last mistress by whom you
were employed.'

A flash of virtuous indignation ir-

radiated Mrs. Holland's sunken eyes.

She coughed before she answered, as

if her ' last mistress ' stuck in her
throat.

' I have explained to Mrs. Carbury,

my lady, that the person I last seiwed

—I really cannot give hei- her title in

your ladyship's presence !—has left

England for America. Mi's. Carbury
knows that I quitted the person of my
own free will, and knows why, and
approves of my conduct so far. A
word fi'om youi- ladyship will be amply
sufiicient to get me the situation.'

' Very well, Mrs. Rolland, I have
no objection to be your reference, un-

der the circumstances. Mrs. Carbury
svill find me at home to-raori"Ow until

two o'clock.'

' Mrs. Carbury is not well enougli

to leave the house, my lady. Her
niece. Miss Haldane, will call and
make the inquiries, if your ladyship

has no objection.'

' I have not the least objection. The
pretty niece cai-ries her own welcome
with hei". Wait a minute, ]\Irs. Rol-

land. This lady is Miss Lockwood—
my husband's cousin, and my friend.

She is anxious to speak to you about

the courier who was in the late Lord
Montbarry 's service at Venice.

'

Mrs. Rolland's bushy eyebrows
frowTied in stern disapproval of the

new topic of conversation. ' I regret

to hear it, my lady,' was all she said.

' Perhaps, you have not been inform-

ed of what happened, after you left

Venice ?
' Agnes ventured to add.

' Ferrari left the palace secretly ; and
he has never l)een heard of since.'

Mrs. Rolland mystei'iously closed

her eyes—as if to exclude some vision

of the lost courier which was of a na-

ture to disturb a respectable woman.
' Nothing that Mr. Ferrari could do

would surjjrise me,' she replied in her

deepe.st bass tones.

' You speak rather har.shly of hiin,'

said Agnes.

Mrs. Rolland suddenly opened her

eyes again. ' I speak harshly of no-

body A\athout reason,' she said. 'Mr.

Ferrari behaved to me, Miss Lockwood,

as no man living has ever behaved

—

Ijefore or since.'

' Wliat did he do ?

'

]Mrs. Rolland answered with a stony
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stare of horror :

—
' He took liberties

with me.'

Young Lady Montbarry suddenly

turned aside, and put her handker-

chief over her mouth in convulsions

of suppressed laughter.

Mrs. Eolland went on, with a grim

enjoyment of the bewilderment which

her reply had produced in Agnes.
' And when I insisted on an apology,

Miss, he had the audacity to say that

the life at the palace was dull, and he

didn't know how else to amuse him-

self 1
'

' I am afraid I have hardly made
myself undei'stood,' said Agnes. 'I

am not speaking to you out of an}" in-

terest in Ferraii. Are you aware that

he is mai-ried ?

'

' I pity his wife,' said Mrs. Rolland.
' She is naturally in gi'eat grief

about him,' Agnes proceeded.
' She ought to thank God she is rid

of him,' Mrs. Rolland interposed.

Agnes still }>ersisted. ' I liave

known Mi'S. Feri'ari from her child-

hood,- and I am sincerely anxious to

help her in this matter. Did you no-

tice an\*thing, while you were at

Venice, that would account for her

husband's extraordinary disappeai-ancel

On what sort of terms, for instance,

did he live with his master and mis-

tress ]

'

' On terms of familiarity with his

mistress,' said Mrs. Holland, 'which
were simply sickening to a respectable

English servant. She used to encour-

age him to talk to her about all his

affair's—how he got on ^vith his wife,

and how pi-essed he was for money,
and such like—just as if they were
equals. Contemptible—that's what I

call it.'

' And his master ?
' Agnes continued.

' How did Ferrari get on with Lord
Montbarry %

'

' My lord used to live shut up with
his studies and his sorrows,' Mrs. Rol-

land answered, with a hard solemnity

expressive of respect for his lordship's

memory. ' Mr. Ferrari got his money
when it was due ; and he cared for

nothing else. " If I could afford it, I

would leave the place too ; Vjut I can't

afford it." Those were the last words

he said to me, on the morning when I

left the palace. I made no rei»ly.

After what had happened (on that

other occasion) I was natui-ally not

on speaking terms with Mr. FerrarL'
' Can jou really tell me nothing

which will throw any light on this

matter ]
'

' Nothing,' said Mrs. Rolland, with

an undi.sguised relish of the disappoint-

ment that she was inflicting.

' There was another member of the

family at Venice,' Agnes resumed, de-

termined to sift the question to the

bottom while she had the chance.
' There was Bai-on Rivar.'

Mrs. Rolland lifted her large hands,

covered with rusty black gloves, in

mute protest against the introduction

of Baron Rivar as a subject of inquiry.

' Are you aware, Miss,' she began,
' that I left my place in consequence

of what I observed ?

'

Agnes stopped her there. ' I only

wanted to ask,' she explained, ' if any-

thing was said or done by Baron Rivar
which might account for Fei-rari's

strange conduct.'
' Nothing that I know of,' said Mrs.

Rolland. ' The Baron and Mr. Fer-

rari (if I may use such an expression)

were " birds of a feather," so far as I

could see—I mean, one was as un-

pi'incipled as the other. I am a just

woman ; and I will give you an ex-

ample. Only the day before I left, I

lieard the Baron say (through the

open door of his room while I was
})assing along the corridor), '• Ferrari,

I want a thousand pounds. What
would you do for a thousand pounds V
And I heard Mr. Fei-rari answer,
" Anything, sir, as long as I was not

found out." And then they both biu-st

out laughing. I heard no more than

that. Judge for yourself. Miss.'

Agnes reflected for a moment. A
thousand pounds was the sum that

had l)een sent to Mrs. Ferrari in the

anon-vTnous letter. Was that enclosure
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in any way connected, as a result,

with the conversation between the

Baron and Ferrari 1 It was useless

to press any more inquiries on Mrs.

Holland. She could give no further

information which was of the slightest

importance to the object in view.

There was no alternative but to grant

her her dismissal. One more effort

had been made to find a trace of the

lost man—and once again the effort

had failed.

They were a family party at the

dinnei'-table that day. The only guest
left in the house was a nephew of the

new Lord Montbarry—the eldest son
of his sister, Lady Barville. Lady
Montbariy^ could not resist telling the

story of the first (and last) attack made
on the vii-tue of Mrs. Eolland, with a

comically-exact imitation of 3Ii-s. Rol-
land's deep and dismal voice. Being
asked by her husband what was the
object which had brought that for-

midable person to the house, she na-

turally mentioned the expected visit

of Miss Haldane. Arthur Barville,

unusually silent and pre-occupied so

far, suddenly struck into the conver-
sation with a burst of enthusiasm.
* Miss Haldane is the most charming
girl in all Ireland !

' he said. ' I

caught sight of her yesterday, over the
wall of her garden, as I was riding by.

What time is she coming to-morrow ?

Before two 1 I'll look into the draw-
ing-room by accident—I am dying to

be introduced to her !

'

Agnes was amused by his enthu-
siasm. ' Are you in love with Miss
Haldane already ?

' she asked.

Arthur answered gravely, ' It's no
joking matter. I have been all day at

the garden wall, waiting to see her
again ! It depends on Miss Haldane
to make me the happiest oi- the
wretchedest man living.'

' You foolish boy ! How can you
talk such nonsense ?

'

He was talking nonsense undoubt-
edly. But, if Agnes had only known
it, he was doing something more th'in

that. He was innocently leading her
another stage nearer on the way to
Venice.

Chapter XIII.

AS the summer-months advanced,

the transformation of the Ve-
netian palace into the modem hotel

proceeded rapidly towards completion.

The outside of the building, with
its fine Palladian front looking on the

canal, was wisely left unaltered. In-

side, as a matter of necessity, the

rooms were almost rebuilt—so far at

least as the size and the arrangement
of them were concerned. The vast

saloons were partitioned off into
' apartments ' containing three or four

rooms each. The broad corridors in

the upper i-egions, afforded spare space

enough for rows of little bed chambers,

devoted to servants and to travellers

with limited means. Nothing was
spared but the solid floors and the

finely-carved ceilings. These last, in

excellent preservation as to workman-
ship, merely x-equired cleaning, and
regilding here and there, to add greatly

to the beauty and importance of the

best rooms in the hotel. The only

exception to the complete re-organisa-

tion of the interior was at one ex-

tremity of the edifice, on the first and
second floors. Here there happened,

in each case, to be rooms of such com-
paratively moderate size, and so at-

tractively decorated, that the archi-

tect suggested leaving them as they

were. It was afterwards discovered

that these were no other than the

apartments resi)ectively occujiied by
Lord Montbarry (on the first floor),

and b}^ Baron Rivar (on the second).

The room in which Montbarry had
died was still fitted up as a bedroom,.,

and was now distinguished as Number
Fourteen. The room above it, in

which the Baron had slept, took its

place on the hotel-register as Number
Thirty-Eight. With the ornaments

on the walls and ceilings cleaned and
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Vjrightened uj), and with the heavy

old-fasliioned Ijeds, chairs, and tables

replaced by bright, pretty and luxu-

rious modern furniture, these two pro-

mised to be at once the most attractive

and most comfortable bedchambers in

the hotel. As for the once-desolate

and disused ground floor of the build-

ing, it was now transformed, by means
of splendid dining-rooms, reception-

rooms, billiard-rooms, and smoking-

rooms, into a palace by itself. Even
the dungeon-like vaults beneath, now
lighted and ventilated on the most ap-

proved modern plan, had been turned

as if by magic into kitchens, servants'

oflices, ice-rooms, and wine-cellars,

worthy of the splendour of the gi-and-

est hotel in Italy, in the now^ byegone
j)eriod of seventeen years since.

Passing from the lapse of the sum-
mer months at Venice, to the lapse of

the summer months in Ireland, it is

next to be recorded that Mrs. EoUand
obtained the situation of attendant on

the invalid Mrs. Carbury ; and that

the fair Miss Haldane, like a female

Caesar, came, saw, and conquered, on
her first day's visit to the new Lord
Montbarry's house.

The ladies were as loud iu her

praises as Arthur Bar\'ille himself.

Lord Montbarry declared that she was
the only perfectly pretty w-oman he had
ever seen, who was really unconscious

of her own attractions. The old nurse

said she looked as if she had just

stepped out of a picture, and wanted
nothing but a gilt frame round her to

make her complete. Miss Haldane,

on her side, retur-ned from her first

^"isit to the Montbarrys charmed with

her new acquaintances. Later on the

same day, Arthur called with an ofler-

ing of fruit and flowers for Mrs.

Carbury, and with instructions to ask

if she was well enough to receive Lord
and Lady Montbarry and Miss Lock-

wood on the morrows In a week's

time, the two households were on the

friendliest terms. Mrs. Carl^ury, con-

fined to the sofa by a spinal malady,

had been hitherto dependent on her

niece for one of the few pleasures she

could enjoy, the plefisure of ha\dngthe
best new novels read to her as they
came out. Discovering this, Arthur
volunteered to relieve Miss Haldane,
at intervals, in the ofiice of reader. He
was clever at mechanical contrivances

of all sorts, and he introduced improve-
ments in Mrs. Carbury's couch, and in

the means of conveying her from the

bed-chamber to the di-a\\Tng-room,

w^hich alleviated the poor lady's sufifer

ings and brightened her gloomy life.

With these claims on the gi-atitude of

the aunt, aided by the personal advan-
tages which he unquastionably pos-

sessed, Arthur advanced rapidly in the
favour of the charming niece. She
was, it is needless to say, perfectly

well aware that he was in love with
her, while he was himself modestly re-

ticent on the subject—so far as words
went. But she was not equally quick
in penetrating the nature of her own
feeling towards Arthur. Watching
thetwo young people with keen powers
of observation, necessarily concen-
trated on them by the complete seclu-

sion of her life, the invalid lady
discovered signs of roused sensibility

in Miss Haldane, when Arthur was
present, which had never yet shown
themselves in her social relations wdth
other admirers eager to pay their ad-

dresses to her. HaAong drawn her own
conclusions in private, Mns. Carbuiy
took the fii'st favourable opjjortunity

(in Arthur's interests) of putting them
to the test.

' I don't know what I shall do,' she
said one day, ' when Arthur goes
away.'

Miss Haldane looked up quickly
from her work. ' Surely he is not go-
ing to leave us !

' she exclaimed.
' My dear ! he has already stayed at

his uncle's house a month longer than
he intended. His father and mother
naturally expect to see him at home
again.'

Miss Haldane met this difficulty

with a suggestion, which could only
have proceeded from a judgment al-
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ready disturbed by tbe ravages of

the tender passion. ' Why can't his

father and mother go and see him at

Lord Montbarry's %
' she asked. ' Sir

Theodore's place is only thirty miles

away, and Lady Barville is Lord

Montbarry's sister. They needn't stand

on ceremony.'

'They may have other engagements,'

Mrs. Car])ury remarked.
' My dear aunt, we don't know

that ! Suppose you ask Arthur ?

'

' Suppose you ask him %
'

Miss Haldane bent her head again

over her work. Suddenly as it was

done, her aunt had seen her face

—

and her face betrayed her.

When Arthur came the next day,

Mrs. Carbury said a word to him in

pi-ivate, while her niece was in the

garden. The last new novel lay neg-

lected on the table. Arthur followed

Miss Haldane into the garden. The

next day, he wrote home, enclosing in

his letter a photograph of Miss Hal-

dane. Before the end of the week,

Sir Theodore and Lady Barville ar-

rived at Lord IMontbariy's, and formed

their own judgment of the fidelity of

the portrait. They had themselves

married early in life—and, strange to

say, they did not object on principle to

the early marriages of other people.

The question of age being thus dis-

posed of, the course of true love had

no other ol^stacles to encounter. Miss

Haldane was an only child, and was
possessed of an ample foi'tune. Ar-

thur's career at the university had

been creditable, but certaiidy not bril-

liant enough to present his withdrawal

in the light of a disaster. As Sir

Theodore's eldest son, his position was
already made for him. He was two-

and-twenty years of age ; and the

young lady was eighteen. There was
really no producible reason for keep-

ing the lovers waiting, and no excuse

for deferring the wedding-day beyond

the first week in September. In the

interval while the bride and bridegroom

would be necessarily absent on the

inevitable tour abroad, a sister of Mrs.

Carbury volunteered to stay with her

during the temporary separation from

her niece. On the conclusion of the

honeymoon, the young couple were to

return to Ii-eland, and were to estab-

lish themselves in Mrs. Carbury's

spacious and comfortable house.

These airangements were decided

upon early in the month of August.

About the same date, the last altera-

tions in the old palace at Venice were

completed. The rooms were dried by
steam ; the cellars were stocked ; the

manager collected ro\ind him his ai-my

of skilled servants ; and the new hotel

was advertised all over Europe to

open in October.

Chapter ^r\\

(Miss Agnes Lockwood to Mrs. Fer-

rari.)

I
PROMISED to give you some
account, dear Emily, of the mar-

riage of Mr. Arthur Barville and Miss

Haldane. It took place ten days since.

But I have had so many things to look

after in the absence of the master and

mistress of this house, that I am only

able to write to you to-day.

' The invitations to the wedding

were limited to members of the fami-

lies, on either side, in consideration of

the ill-health of Miss Haldane's aunt.

On the side of the Montbarry family,

there were present, besides Lord and

Lady Montbarry, Sir Theodore and

Lady Barville ; Mrs. ISTorbury (whom
you may remember as his lordship's

second sistei-) ; and Mr. Francis West-

wick, and Mr. Henry Westwick. The
three children and I attended the

ceremony as bridesmaids. We were

joined by two young ladies, cousins of

the bride and very agi-eeable girls.

Our dresses were white, trimmed mth
green in honour of Ireland ; and we
each had a handsome gold bracelet

given to us as a present from the

bridegroom. If you add to the persons
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whom I have ah-eady mentioned, the

elder members of Mrs. Carbury's

family, and the old sei-vants in both

houses—privileged to drink the liealths

of the married pair at tlie lower end

of the room—you will have the list of

the company at the wedding-breakfast

complete.
' The weather was perfect, and the

ceremony (with music) was beautifully

performed. As for the V»ride, no words

can describe how lovely she looked, or

how well she went through it all. We
were very merry at the breakfast, and
the speeches went off on the whole

quite well enough. The last speech,

before the party broke up, was made
by Mr. Henry Westwick, and was the

best of all. He made a happy sug-

gestion, at the end, which has jjroduced

a very unexpected change in my life

here.

' As well as I remember he con-

cluded in these words :

—
' On one

point, we are all agreed—we are sorry

that the parting hour is near, and we
should be glad to meet again 1 Why
should we not meet again 1 This

is the autumn time of the year ; we
are most of us leaving home for the

holidays. What do you say (if you
have no engagements that will prevent

it) to joining our young married fi"iends

before the close of their tour, and re-

newing the social success of this

delightful breakfast Ijy another festi-

val in honour of the honeymoon 1 The
bride and bridegi'oom are going to

Germany and the Tyrol, on their way
to Italy. I propose that we allow

them a month to themselves, and that

we arrange to meet them afterwards

in the north of Italy—say at Venice.

'

' This proposal was received with

great applause, which was changed
into shouts of laughter by no less a

person than my dear old nurse. The
moment Mr. Westwick pronounced
the word ' Venice,' she started up
among the serv^ants at the lower end
of the room, and called oxit at the top

of her voice, ' Go to our hotel, ladies

and gentlemen ! We get six per

cent, on our money already ; and if

you will only crowd the place and call

for the best of everything, it will be
ten per cent, in our pockets in no time.

Ask Master Henry !

'

' Ai)pealed to in this irresistible man-
ner, Mr. Westwick had no choice but
to ex2)lain that he was concerned as a

shareholder in a new Hotel Companv
at Venice, and that he had invested a

small sum of money for the nurse (not

very considerately as I think) in the

s]jeculation. Hearing this, the com-
pany, by way of humouring the joke,

drank a new toast :—Success to the

nurse's hotel, and a speedy rise in the

dividend !

' When the conversation returned

in due time to the more serious ques-

tion of the proposed meeting at

Venice, difficulties began to present

themselves, caused of course by invi-

tations for the autumn whicli many of

the guests had already accepted. Only
two members of Mrs. Carbury's family

were at liberty to keep the proposed
appointment. On our side we were
more at leisure to do as we pleased.

Mr. Heniy Westwick decided to go to

Venice in advance of the rest, to test

the accommodation of the new hotel

on the opening day. Mrs. Norbury
and Mr. Francis Westwick vohuiteered
to follow him ; and, after some per-

suasion, Lord and Lady Montbarry
consented to a species of compromise.
His lordship could not conveniently

spare time enough for the journey to

Venice,buthe and Lady Montbarry ar-

ranged to accompany Mrs. Norbury and
Mr. Francis Westwick as far on their

way to Italy as Paris. Five days since

they took their departure to meet their

travelling companions in London; leav-

ing me here in charge of the three dear

children. They begged hard of course

to be taken with papa and mamma.
But it was thought better not to in-

terrupt the progress of their education

and not to expose them (especially the

two younger girls) to the fatigues of

travelling.

' I have had a charming letter from
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-tlie bride, this morning, dated Cologne,
j

'You cannot think how artlessly and

^prettily she assures me of her happi-

-ness. ^Some people, as they say ia

Ii-eland, are born to good luck—and I

think Arthur Barville is one of them.

' \Yhen you next write, I hope to

hear that you are in better health and

.spirits, and that you continue to like

your employment. Believe me, sin-

cerely your fi-iend,—A. L.'

Agnes had just closed and du-ected

her letter, when the eldest of her three

pupils entered the room with the start-

ling announcement that Lord Mont-

barry's travelling-servant had arrived

from Paris ! Alarmed by the idea

that some misfortune had happened,

.she ran out to meet the man in the

hall. Her face told him how seriously

he had frightened her, before she could

speak. ' There's nothing wrong, Miss,'

he hastened to say. ' My lord and

my lady are enjoying themselves at

Paris. They only want you and the

young ladies to be with them. ' Say-

ing these amazing words, he handed

•to Agnes a letter from Lady Mont-

bariy.
' Dearest Agnes ' (she read), ' I am

so charmed with the delightful change

in my life—it is six years, remember,

since I last travelled on the Continent

—that I have exerted all my fascina-

tions to persuade Lord Montbarr\' to

go on to Venice. And, what is more

to the purpose, I have actually suc-

ceeded ! He has just gone to his room

to write the necessary letters of excuse

in time for the post to England. May
you have as good a husband, my dear,

when your time comes ! In the mean-

while, the one thing wanting now to

make my happiness complete, is to

have you and the darling children

with us. Montbarry is just as miser-

able without them as I am—though

he doesn't confess it so freely. You
will have no difficulties to trouble you.

Louis will deliver these hurried Iraes,

and will take care of you on the

journey to Paris. Kiss the children

for me a thousand times—and never

mind their education for the present !

Pack up instantly, my dear, and I will

be fonder of you than ever. Your
affectionate friend, Adela Montbarry.'

Agnes folded up the letter ; and,

feeling the need of composing herself,

took refuge for a few minutes in her

own room.

Her first natural sensations of sur-

prise and excitement at the prospect

of going to Venice were succeeded by
impressions of a less agreeable kind.

With the recovery of her customary

composure came the unwelcome re-

membrance of the parting words

spoken to her by MontbaiTy's widow :—
' We shall meet again—here in

England, or there in Venice where my
husband died—and meet for the last

time.

'

It was an odd coincidence, to say

the least of it, that the march of events

should be unexpectedly taking Agnes
to Venice, after those words had been

spoken ! Was the woman of the my-
sterious warnings and the Avild black

eyes, still thousands of miles away in

America ? Or was the march of events

taking her unexpectedly, too, on the

journey to Venice 1 Agnes started

out of her chair, ashamed of even the

momentary concession to superstition

which was implied by the mere pre-

sence of such questions as these in her

mind.

She rang the bell, and sent for her

little pupils, and announced their ap-

proaching departure to the household.

The noisy delight of the children, the

inspu-iting effort of packing up in a

hurry, roused all her energies. She

dismissed her own absurd misgivings

from considei'ation with the contempt

that they deserved. She worked as

only women can work, when their

hearts are in what they do. The
travellers reached Dublin that day, in

time for the boat to England. Two
days later, they were with Lord and

Lady Montbarry at Paris.

{To he continued.)
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HUMOUR

BY EDGAR FAWCETT.

Come, volatile Humour, of the roguish eyes
And locks blown refluent from fair mirthful face,

Come forth in brilliant bell-besprinkled guise.

Come, radiant as the first rich rose of June,
With child-like up-curled lips and dancing pace,

With helm-shaped jingling cap and scarlet shoon !

Come forth and wake the indolent echoes well,

With many a reckless burst of random glee.

With tinkle of wrist-bell and of ankle-bell,

With clear impetuous song and laughter bold.

Thou red-lipped romp, come forth, I chai-ge of thee.

Come, chide the old weary world for growing old !

For oh, 'tis a world of yearnings and of tears,

. A world of labour and death and chilling loss !

And rarely enough the parsimonious years

Give heartsease, and right often l)itterest rue !

And many a frail back bears a hea^y cross,

And many a sweet bloom dies for lack of dew !

But better if we laugh blithely now and then,

Turning sad memory's key upon the past
;

Ah, better in truth, worn women, weary men.
Than waste an hour with grief, regret or spleen.

Watch r-evelling Humour, sweet iconoclast,

Pirouette beneath her ribboned tambourine !
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A QUARREL WITH THE NINETEENTH CENTURY,

Second Paper.

BY MARTIN J. (4RIFFIX.

IF any one attempts to remedy the

evils—for evils they are^to
which I have refeiTed in a former ar-

ticle, he is told, in accents of mingled

doubt and dismay, that that is class

LEGISLATION ; and class legislation

appears to be specially objectionable to

the nineteenth century mind. And
yet if the nineteenth century mind
would but consider it, the most of our

legislation is class legislation^—when I

say ' our ' legislation I mean the

nineteenth centurv legislation gener-

ally. •

We legislate for the criminal classes,

whose boundaries, topographically and
socially we know as well, for they are

as well defined, as those of Alsatia of

old time. When a new crime begins

to be threatening in its frequency, we
pass a special law directed against it ;

witness Mr. Blake's Bill in regard to

deadly weapons which was intended to

apply not only to a class biit to a

locality.

We legislate for the commercial

classes—witness the Bankrupt law,

Stamp Act, and other familiar en-

actments.

We legislate for the doctors, law-

yers, druggists, hackney coaches, and
railway companies. In fine the bulk

of oiu- legislation is practically class

legislation ; and its greatest merit is,

that it ^5 so ; its demerit—is that it is

not more so.

In an earlier age the legislation was
confessedly class legislation. The
rulers professed to rule, and to dictate

;

and even in matters of personal con-

cern the State had its rules, for in-

stance as to di-ess and food the Acts
of Elizabeth's reign being familiar

enough to most intelligent people.

But the nineteenth centur}' has
learned to look on mankind in huge
masses, and to think that this personal

or class rule is fit only for a childish

age and for a period when the world

was younger and less enlightened than

to-day ; and while the bulk of our

legislation is reaUy class legislation,

the nineteenth century professes a

horror of the very name of it. Th\xs

the nineteenth century is guilty of

hypocrisy as well as of neglect of the

interests of the people.

The people are but half aware of

the neglect ; and do not know what
is the reason of the change in their

condition ; but in their dim way they

are struggling—forward as they think
;

backward, as some, including myself,

think—in various ways to remedy the

ills they suffer from by advocating

some particular form of class legis-

lation It was long enough after the

bones of the great Saxon king had
mouldered into dust before the people

of England ceased to wish and to

struggle for ' the laws and customs of

the good King Edward.' And at

times it seems as ifin their blind strikes

and struggles the people of England
were really only striWng to regain the

state which they enjoyed under the

Tudors. The agricultural laboiu-er

wants to be ' attached to the soil '

—

what is the other namefor that / The
Irish tenant wants ' fixity of tenure

'

—irliat is the other name for that ?

What is the Trades Union, but a

weak imitation of the ancient Guild ?

And our legislation regarding the

working classes fails to effect the

objects attained by the Guilds. We
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legislate for, or rather aya'inst the

working classes, defining their privil-

eges, limiting the powers of their as-

sociations, and placing penalties

against certain acts of single workmen
or of the Unions to which they

belong ; and the i-esult is not cre-

ditable to nineteenth century wisdom.

This leads me to another of the

great failures of modern civilization

involved in the relations of capital

AND LABOUR.

There never was a time in the

world's history when the relations of

Capital and Labour were so unsatisfac-

tory and so uncivilized, not to say so un-

christian, as in these days. According

to all present appearances Macaulay's

suggestion, that people may hereafter

look back to the nineteenth century as

the golden age, when the rich did not

grind the faces of the poor, and the

poor did not envy the splendours of

the rich, will never come to pass ; or

if it does, the idea will arise in some
future age so godless, so selfish, so

heartless, so given up to greed and
sensuality that this age will seem
idyllic compared with it. In most
countries where mechanical industry

prevails, and these are of course mostly

Anglo-Saxon communities, the hand
of the workman is raised against the

face of the employer, and the hand of

the employer is raised in turn against

the workman. To settle the merits of

the question would not be easy ; it

might be found impossible. Human
passions will not be restrained by
economic laws, nor guided by logical

arguments ; and as in all these strug-

gles mere human passion is an import-

ant element, its workings defy calcida-

tion and render settlement impossible.

But the subject admits of a few general

observations. Neither workman nor
capitalist has any great reason to be
proud of the results of modern civili-

zation. The capitalist is far less

secure, the workman far less happy
than in earlier ages. It is within
the experience of every workman ap-

proaching fifty years, that the wages

of his class are not as valuable as they

were twenty years ago, or pex-haps

even a less period. It is within the

experience of every capitalist or busi-

ness man of the same age, that capital

and })rotit were much more secure

twenty years ago than they are to-day.

The reasons are too many for discus-

sion. But this change within the

experience of those who noAv read

these pages, is only indicative of the

change that has been going on for

several ages and is known mostly

to the student. The workman of

the middle ages who was an Artist

in his Handicraft, who was a Free-

man in his Guild, was an infinitely su-

perior being to the workman of to-day.

His work is living forever. Eveiy
dome that rises beneath an Italian

sky ; every grand castle or gi-eat Ca-
thedral in France ; every Gothic pin-

nacle that points its own beauty out

to the Northern skies ; every gem-
church hidden in the shy nooks of

Normandy ; every palace that reared

itself in splendour on the Venetian
lagoons—is a monument forever to the

lost science of Architecture, and to the

lost art of cunning handicraftmanship.

It is an equally pointed protest against

the stucco and stupidity, the biingling

and botching of so much of modern
workmanship. The grand institution

of APPREXTICESHIP lias almost depar-

ted from among us, and with it has de-

parted excellence of workmanship, and
part of the character of the workman.
In the earlier ages, too, the capitalist

was less of an adventurer, less of a

,
speculator, less ambitious of great pro-

fit, living considerably more for another

world and taking far greater interest

in his people than now. In no parti-

cular is the decadence of the benevo-

lent spirit of the ancient capitalist

more apparent than in the changed re-

I lations of the Landlord and the La-

bourer to the soil, say of England with

which we are most familiar. In the

earlier ages the owner of the soil was
a resident landlord and the father of

I his people. He lived on his own



292 A QUARREL WITH THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

lands ; was familial- with his people
;

aided them, defended them, bound
them together ; and was in turn sei-ved

by them and defended by them. His
people had a share in the land. He
could not if he would make his estate

a sheep-farm and cast his people adrift.

These had rights which he dai'ed

not violate. But all this has disap-

peared. The allotments of the labour-

ers have been swallowed up. Their

share in the common lands has 'been

hlched away. Their right of depend-

t;nce on their lord has disappeared.

They have become possessed of what
is, with unconscious sarcasm, called

" freedom of contract," which resolves

itself into fi-eedom of the poor-house

or of emigration. Meantime the land-

lord is an absentee, spending his rents

aljroad and careless, as a riile, of the

condition of his people so long as his

income continiies undiminished. The
allotments of the laljourers, their share

of the common lands appears perhaps in

the shape of a ten thousand pound
Vase on his Lordship's London side-

board. If we consider the period

in English history covered by the Tu-
dors' we shall find in it the germs of

much of our modern English commer-
cial supremacy. But we shall find

also things which we miss now and
which we ought to lament. The ap-

prentice system was rigidly enforced

in all branches of trade, and this itself

was a very important element in the

education of the period. The merits

of articles sold were subject to severe

tests. The exported goods were sub-

ject to inspection before export. There
were no idlers allowed. All who
were found in a state of vagrancy, and
all childi-en of the poor were pressed

into work, or apprenticed to some
calling. Well, modern civilization has

altered all that. The apprentice sys-

tem exists only in the professions, and
exists by a very slight tenure—veiy

elastic in its nature. And have we
better workmen 1 Tests of the merit

of articles for sale have of very late

times been tried ; but we camiot be

sure of the quality of the port wine we
administer to the sick, of the clothes

we wear, of the food we eat, of the

drugs we are ordered ; in fact adultera-

tion has become the rule and bona

fides in quality the exception. So
also all ' restrictions ' as they are called

have been struck off from trade, and
the result is that shoddy has become
the most prominent article of export

among the manufacturers of the na-

tion that first won its commei'cial su-

premacy by honesty in dealing. I

might illustrate this by reference to

the experience of dry goods people, of

hardware dealers, of the dealers in

small wares and by the purchasers of

them even in every city of Canada.

Again a prominent feature in the

national life of the older period was
the LOYALTY of the people, a loyalty

which began with the chief, which ex-

tended to the country, and which sur-

rounded the Crown ^\'ith the halo of

a people's reverence and with the

hosts of a people's power. But we
have departed from that. Modern
Liberalism has told the people that

Loyalty was a matter of self-interest,

and that if an extra dollar can be

earned in a foreign land they had bet-

ter go and earn it. Hence emigra-

tion to other lands, filling the ranks

in war and the industries in peace, of

foreign nations, has lessened the loy-

alty of the people and weakened the

stability of the throne. And all this

is called progress, nirtdeenth century

"progress ! It seems to me to be a

Rake's Progress, and what is at the

end of the journey % And when we
examine it, do we find that it is pro-

gress at all %

Those workmen, with their Trades

Unions, are only attempting, ^Derhaps

half consciovisly, to repi'oduce in our

day the strength and the benefit of

the ancient Guilds—without first sub-

mitting themselves to the stern ap-

prenticeship which the Guilds in-

sisted on.

Those capitalists who are struggling

on this continent as well as in Eng-



A QUARREL WITH THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 293

land, to wring their pi'ofits from tlie

wages of their workmen instead of

from the legitimate source of profit,

the open market, are only blindly

seeking in the ^vl'ong way the protec-

tion which the laws of an earlier

period afforded them.

Those agi'iciiltural labourers who
have been rising in masses against

their fate, are really only striving to

obtain some return to the ancient

system under which the allotments

were their own, theii* living secure,

their investments protected. The
spirit of the Irish Land Act was not a

nineteenth century spii-it. It was a

concession to a demand that arose out

of the traditions and remembrances of

an earlier age.

The mildest dream of the Radicals

who go in for universal suffrage will

never realize half the individual free-

dom which existed among those who
at the very beginning of our constitu-

tional history clashed their shields or

murmured their disapproval in the

grand assemblies of the nation. You
may read in ihe late discussion of the

franchise question between Mi-. Lowe
in the ' Fortnightly," 3Ir. Gladstone in

the ' Nineteenth Century ' and the

London Times, how the two great

Liberal statesmen have almost coin-

cided in their regi'ets at the absence

of the old nomination boroughs.

These boroughs gave to public life in

England some ofthe most distinguished
men who have figured in the parlia-

mentary history of the kingdom.
Lender the reformed system of parlia-

mentary representation they cannot
enter Parliament at all, but are driven

to seek vent for their ability in the

press, A\-ith the inevitable result that

the intellectual level of the press is

higher than the intellectual level of

Parliament, whereas under the theory

of our constitution Parliament ought
to be the gathered wisdom of the

nation. In an earlier age that really

was the case. In the nineteenth cen-

tury it is not so. And yet we are

told we are making progress in a

particularly giatifying manner. The
traveller in the forest who tiiidges

along towards an uncertain destination
' may flatter himself that he is making
progress. It may be that he has only
lost his way, and is laboriously and
slowly working back, \vithout know-
ing it, to the point from which he set

out.

Let any one consider the signs of the
times in England in regard to the
government and the late possible war
^vith Russia. I am no worshipper of

the war-god ' Jingo ;' nor do I qiiite

believe in the possibility of Personal
Government, but I do say that the
liberty of the press which was used to

weaken the hands of England and
strengthen the arms of Russia was a
liberty that I would have joined in

ruthlessly suppressing ; and that the
parliamentary freedom which was
used in a moment of crisis for the
same unpatriotic purpose, was a free-

dom that was far less valuable to the
nation than the strong governments
of an earlier time when wars were
conducted by military heroes, serving
their Sovereign, not serving and sub-

ject to, an unreasoning and illogical

parliamentary majority. Lord Beacons-
field seems to recognise the fact that
in this age it is not the ill effects of

the personal power of the crown, that
we have to fear, but the ill effects of a
partisan ' mob of gentlemen ' who have
almost learned to think that they are
superior to their Sovereign, and whose
contentions offer continued temptations
to pur-blind and greedy despots like

the Russian Emperor, to threaten thie

honour and menace the interests of

the Crown and of the Empire.
In these remarks, so far, I have

confined myself to the relations be-

tween the State and the people ; and
in all the complaints that have been
made and all the failures that have
been suggested, there have been two
main points in -^iew :

1st. The fir.st is the decay of the
Principle of authority. Govern-
ments have forgotten, in a large
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that it is their duty tomeasure,

RULE.

2nd. The second is the decay of

the virtue of obedience.

Peoples have forgotten that it is

theii- duty to obey.

Instead of a ruling authority in

government, the nineteenth century

has given us a nicely balanced system

of Irres]ionsil)ilities.

Instead of obedience on the part of

the people, the nineteenth century has

presented us with the elevating 2)as-

time of organized periodical revolt.

THE WHIP-POOR-WILL.

BY HON. AVM. C. HOWELLS.

The singer, listening to the bii'd, apostrophizes :

—

^TTHIP-POOE-WILL, O, AvhilJ-l)oor-^^-ili !

VV Echo to me, from thy hill.

All the memories sweet and deai-,

Thou waken'st to my waiting ear.

In thy sad notes around me bring

The days of youth, and to me sing

In tones so tender, though so shrill :

AVhip-poor-will, O, whip-poor-will !

Whip-poor-will, O, whip-poor-will.

From beyond the ruin'd mill

—

Thou know'st not how upon thy note

Sweet visions of my childhood float.

Of cares and joys of other days,

t)f flowered and of thorny ways.

My feet have trod, through good and ill

Whijj-poor-will, O, whip-poor-will !

Whip-])Oor-will, O, whip-poor-will !

Sitting on the mossy sill

Of the mouldering cabin door.

Where little feet may tread no moi-e,

Sing of the loves that clustered there.

The brave, the strong, the young, the fair,

To whom my heai-t is turning still,

—

Whip-poor-will, O, whip-poor-will 1

Whip-poor-will, ( ), whip-poor-will.

When twilight falls on vale and hill.

And silence weds the evening star,

I listen to thy song afar.

Till on the iterant refrain

The living past comes back again.

And long lost joys my spirits fill :

Whip-poor-will, Ah, whip-poor-will !
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"WOMAN'S WORK.

BY FIDELIS.

T'
IHE world moves '—and nothing

more clearly proves it than the

immense advance which has been

made within the last twenty years in

the public sentiment regarding the

position, education, and capabilities of

women. Up to a comparatively re-

cent period, women, with any special

individual interest beyond what was
conventionally termed ' woman's
sphere,' were regarded as entirely ex-

ceptional—^as phenomena too rare to

afford any adequate basis for generali-

zation in educational reform. Even
when the matter began to be stirred,

and the need for reform in female ed-

ucation became somewhat appreciated,

it was still regarded as venturing into

the dreamy regions of Utopia to pro-

pose that the education of girls should

be carried on on the same principle

with that of boys. The idea was a

new and stai-tling one that education,

in the case of the girl as well as the

boy, should aim at an intellectual dis-

cipline and invigoration which should

fit its subject, not only for fulfilling

all duties more intelligently, but also

for performing, if necessary, tasks

which demand a heavier calibre of

mind than do the ordinary routine of

household duties and the ' adoi-ning

society '—this ' adoi'uing ' being with-

in the very narrow limits of dress,

deportment, and ' music,' from which
all idea of art was conspicuously ab-

sent. Now, in England and America
at least, all this has been changed. A
thorough and systematic education is

more and more admitted to be the

natural right of girls as well as of

their brothers—and within cei'tain

limits, which are daily widening, it is

more and more fully conceded that

whatever Avomen show they can do
they have a right to do. That there

is still, withal, a pretty strong ' survi-

val ' of prejudice is only what might
be expected. Nor is it surprising that

this should exist, not only in the mas-

culine mind—often cropping out where
we should least have looked for it

—

but also among many women, them-
selves brought up on the old system,

and, therefore, too often incapable of

the breadth of view necessary for truly

estimating a subject so important, and
so intimately connected with the con-

stantly increasing complexities of

modern life.

Since the subject of higher educa-

tion for women was treated by the

present writer in the Canadian
Monthly for February, 1875, the

subject has made such progress tliat

most of the positions in that article

could now be accepted without qvies

tion. But, notwithstanding this,

many considerations, which are either

necessarily involved in such admis-

sions or to which such admissions

clearly point, are still disputed, and
often by men who, we feel, ought to

have known bettei', and who speak as

they do simply because they cannot or

will not give the subject the patient

consideration which it demands. How-
ever, no great reform has ever yet been

made with a fair wind and a floNving

sail. Opposing gales and coiuiter-cur-

rents are in the very nature of things,

and many a patient tack must Ije

made, and many a day of steady buf-

fetincr with mnds and waves encoun-
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tered before tlie slowly progi-essing

bark arrives at her desired haven.

Happy they who are rewarded by see-

ing that peaceful haven in full view,

even if they may never enter into the

actual enjoyment of its fail- promise.

Happier, perhaps, in some respects

than they who actually take posses-

sion, since, on a nearer approach, the

fairest land of pi-omise shows Ijarren

rocks and arid stretches, unsuspected

while it still lay in the enchanted

distance.

It was recently asked by an able and

respected writer, in the pages of this

magazine :
—

' Strike man's work out

of the world and what remains ? Fi-om

all the benefits that women enjoy,

strike off those for which they are in-

debted to man, and what remains 1

'

We might jxist as well reverse these

questions, and with equal impunity

from re})ly. Man's work and woman's
work in the world are so inextricably

blended that it would be simply im-

possible to disentangle them, from
the time when the woman was first

given as ' an helpmeet ' for man.

Man's work, indeed, has, as a rule,

been rather with the ruder material

forces, or the public afi'airs of life

;

woman's as a rule, rather with the

inner sanctities of home. But, with-

out woman's work in the latter de-

partment, how much of man's in the

former would have been possible? In
the old fable we all know that the

sun proved stronger than the wind,

and will any one deny the greatness

of the sun's work because it is silent,

subtle, pervasive, and often not to be
weighed or even felt by ordinary

sense 1 Not only has woman's work
pi'oper been of a kind that can never
be measured by outward sense—the

work of mother, teacher, trainer, help-

er of man from his cradle to his grave
—work that can never be too highly

estimated ; but, more than this, her
actual dii'ect aid to man in his more
special achievements can never be
fully appreciated, just because her un-

selfish love has preferred that her

share should be merged in his. Now
and then, however, a man of more
appreciative or more candid soul than
his fellows gratefully acknowledges his

obligations. Every reader knows John
Stuart Mill's estimate of his wife and
of what he owed to her aid in his lit-

erary labours. But MiU's is by no
means a solitaiy case. Charles Kings-
ley, Dean Stanley, Mr. Seward, are

among the many who have avowed
theii- indebtedness to the intelligent

sympathy and aid of the wives they
have delighted to honour. Sir James
Mcintosh said of his wife :

' To her
I owe whatever I am, to her whatever
I shall be.' And the distinguished

writer of a book on one of the most
profound questions of theology. ' took

counsel with his wife when he under-

took the task,' and ' but for her con-

stant sympathy and encoui-agement,

could scarcely have brought his under-

taking to a successful issue.'

And as to ' striking ofi" the benefits

for which woman is indebted to man,'

it would be at least as disastrous to

humanity to strike oft' the benefits

for which man is indebted to woman.'
To take the most surface view of it, it

may well be doubted whether we
shoidd ever have had the steam engine

or the electric telegraph, Hamlet or

Paradise Lost, if woman's care had
not watched over the helpless child-

hood of the infant geniuses, not to

speak of other and subtler infiuences

in later years. Look at Wordsworth's
beautiful tribute to his sister :

' Ihe blessing of nij- later \ears
Was with me when a boy :

She gave me eyes, she fiave me ears ;

And humble joys and delicate fears ;

A heart, the fountain of pweet tears ;

And love and thouffht, and joy.'

Woman's work is no more to be

divorced from man's work, than wo-
man's life from man's life ; than the

sap which courses through the budding

trees from the tissue that holds and is

fed by it, unless to the injury or de-

struction of both. Any attempt to

tear them apart, such as have been

made and still are made in more or less
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important states of society, can only

proceed from a most nairow and one-

sided interpretation of he)- position as

an ' helpmeet for man,' which there is

no reason whatever for limiting to

certain ' departments ' of life, or mak-
ing less than co-extensive with human
life and human thought. The work
of the sexes is complementary, and
the more highly and harmoniously each

complementaiy power is developed

the higher and more beautiful will be

the total residt.

Woman's direct contribution to what
is more si)ecially termed the 'world's

work,' has here been left out of con-

sideration hitherto, because it re];)re-

sents so insignificant a fraction of her
real work. Yet, consideringhow much
of the time, strength and energy of

womanhood have been absorbed in

the more peculiar duties of her sex,

—

and how inferior, as a rule, has been
her educational development, her con-

tribution to the various departments
of intellectual activity, which we
chiefly mean by the. world's work, has
1jeen by no means trifling. It is need-

less, surely, to refer in detail, to the

many noble names of the past that

might be counted in literature, art and
education ; but it is interesting to no-

tice that the period when the subject

of more thorough education for women
has fii'st begun to receive the attention

which is its due, is also the period in

which women have begun more fully

to take an assured and recognised place

in current literatui-e, as well as in

some other more disputed regions.

But it certainly appears strange that

any one who knows how important a

factor is education in developing hu-
man powers should venture to assert

that ' women are under no disabilities

whatever, unless it be theii- own in-

competency !

' Surely there are other
' disabilities ' than legal ones ! Social

prejudice and inadequate education
may be just as injiirious to full and free

efficiency as legal disqualitications. If

by 'incompetency,' were meant here
the incompetency which has arisen

from inadequate education, or, strictly

speaking, no education at all in the pro-

per sense of the word, thi.s might be

taken,—minus the power of social

prejudice—as being at least approxi-

mately true. But this is evidently not

what is meant. And therefore it seems

inexplicable how this can be the deli-

berate verdict of any man who can

compare the ordinary education of

boys who have any pretensions to be

considered 'educated ' at all, with the

miserable pretence of education whicli

till recently has been, and still is, in

many places, the rule for girls. Let

it be imagined that a boy has beeia ed-

ucationally limited to picking up, in a

disjointed manner, scraps of hetei'o-

geneous facts,—that mental drill and

discipline have been unknown,—that

to the indigesta moles of historic and

scientific and arithmetical crvimbs

have been added a smatteiing of music,

drawing, and foreign languages learned

without any clear comprehension of

grammatical coherence ;—that, more-

over, he has been carefully kept under

the impression that acquirements and

accomplishments may 1je an ornament,

but can never be of any real use to

him,—that his mental powers and the

world's work have no relation ;—that

no career is naturally open to him
save the domestic one, so that, desti-

tute of higher interests and noble em-

ulations, he is fain to betake himself

to the emotional excitement he can

find in poetry, fiction and flirtation.

Then, when his mental organization

has become wholly enervated by such

a debilitating course of treatment,

place him besides his contemporaiy of

simply equal powei-s, who has received

what we call a ' liberal education.

'

Will it be said by any one who
truly estimates what education is to

man. that such a boy would be 'under

no disabilities whatever ; '—that he

would not be heavily handicapped for

the race of life? Yet this picture is

no caricature of what has been consi-

dered a suificient education for girls.

It has been only step by step and



298 WOMAN'S WORK.

against the strong current of conven-

tional prejudice, that move enlarged

ideas have slowly made their way, and
that such handicapping disabilities are

beginning to be removed. Witness
how all was done that could be done to

stifle ^larv Somerville's noble powers !

And in the case of women in whom
the impiilse towards studies deemed
* contraband ' was somewhat less

than despotic, can we doubt that

the stifling process succeeded
lietter than happily it did in her's %

ISTo wonder that she should write,

looking 1)ack from the maturity
of age :— ' The low estimation in

which our intellect has hitherto been
held has been a gi-ie£ and mortification

to 'me from my earliest years. While the
improvement of man's education has
occupied so much attention in the
present age, it is wonderful that one-

half of the human race should have
been comparatively so much neglected.

Great duties have been demanded
from us, and our minds ha-ve not been
;prepared by solid instruction to fulfil

them.' Mr. Huxley has lately en-

forced the importance of making acces-

sible to the lad of genius—(why not
also to the girl of genius ]) the highest

and most complete training the coun-
try could aftbrd. ' Whatever that

might cost,' he says, ' depend upon it

•the investment would be a good one.,

I weigh my words when I say that if

the nation could produce a potential

Watt, or Davy, or Faradav, at the

cost of +-100,000 down, he Would be
dirt cheap at the money.' In such
a reckoning, would not a Mary Somei'-

ville be worth counting,—or even an
Elizabeth Browning, with the inborn
poetic genius cultivated and trained

by the thorough classical education
which has given ns such exquisite

lyrics as ' The Dead Pan ' and ' Wine
of C'y})rus ' 1 And here, l)y the way,
is hn description of the ordinary type
of ' education ' which has passed
onuster so long, as all that the feminine
half of humanity are entitled to,—to

develope the powers and faculties

which God has bestowed so liberally

on both sexes :

—

I learnt a little algebra, a little

Of the mathematics,—brushed with extreme
flonnce

The circle of the sciences, because
She misliked women who are frivuolous.
I learnt the royal genealogies
of Oviedo, the internal laws
Of the Burmese Empire—by how many feet
Mount Cliimborazo outsoars Jlimmeleh,
What navigable river joins itself

To Lara, and what census of the jear five

Was taken at Klagenfart— because she liked
A'general insight into useful facts.

I learned much music, - such as would have been
As quite impossible in Johnson's day
As still it might be wished— fine sleights of hand
And unimagintd fingering, shuffling off

The hearer's soul through hurricanes of notes
To a noisy Tophet ; and I drew—costumes
From French engravings, Nereids neatly draped.
With smirks of simmering godship, — 1 washed in.

From nature, landscapes (rather say, washed out),
I danced the polka and Cellarino,

Spun glass, stuffed birds and modelled flowers in
wax.

Because she liked accomplishments in girls.

I read a score of books on womanhood
To prove ?/ woman do not think at all,

They may teach thinkimj !

'

Yet there are still to be found
sensible men who vnW say that, as re-

gards work which demands thorough
preparatory mental description and
mental haljits of close concentration,

women ' are (have been) under no
disabilities whateA^er

!

' And it is

very much to be feared that some of

our attempts at educational reform,

which are directed merely towards
preternaturally wideniug the number
of ' studies ' with which even little

girls under twelve are now loaded,—
without proA"iding any deep and stable

foundation.—will luit little mend the

matter.

It is easy enough to see how the

narrow popular impression as to
' woman's sphei'e ' has groAvn up and
remained, a ' survival ' of the primi-

tive times when the conception was
first formed. In those old times when
Aryan and Semitic nations alike lived

the simple pati-iarchal life, and counted

their riches in flocks and herds—in

stock, not in ' stocks '—when human
occupations were limited almost wholly

to the procuring of the means of direct

sustenance, woman was the natural

hel2)meet of man in those simple

manual labours which comprised the

whole of life's active duties to our
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Aryan sires. Her very liouseliold

names of sister, daughter, &c., are

relics of her place in the ' domestic

sphere,' for there was tlien no othei'.

One of the Vedic hymns describes the

dawn as ' a young wife, arousing

everv living l)eing to his work, bring-

ing light and striking down darkness;

leader of the days ; lengthener of life
;

fortunate, the love of all, who In-ings

the eye of the god.' And the wife de-

scribed in the Mahab-hai'ata covild

hardly complain of inadequate appre-

ciation. She is ' man's other half, his

inmost friend, source of his bliss, root

of his salvation ; friend of the solitary

one, consoling him with sweet words;

in his duties like a father, in his sor-

rows like a mother.' And in like

manner, the ' excellent woman ' of the
' Book of Proverbs ' is no mere toy or

slave, but an intelligent helper of her

husband and a judicious philanthro-

pist :
' 8he is like the merchant's ships,

she bringeth her food from fai\ She

considereth a field and buyeth it

;

with the fruit of her hands she planteth

a vineyard. She girdeth her loins

with strength, and strengtheneth her

arms. She stretcheth out her hands

to the poor
;
yea, she reacheth forth

her hands to the needy. Her husband
(through her intelligent aid and co-

operation) is known in the gates when
he sitteth among the elders of the land.'

The literature which has given us such

a portrait, as well as the figures of a

Miriam, a Deborah, a Ruth, and an

Esther, had no narrow conception of

the sphere of woman as an 'helpmeet'

to her husband only in one section of

his life, and shut out from all intelli-

gent participation in the rest.

But the strange degeneracy which
seems to have crept over mankind
soon affected the po.sition of woman.
Ideas of polygamy and caste effaced

the memory of the ' simi)le Aryan
household, where husband and wife,

equals in age, in rights, in serviceable

industries, hand-in-hand ministered to

the holy tires on their altars and
hearths.' The strong and superstitious

desire for male children giadually

lowei-ed the idea of the wife and

mother to that of a mere link in the

generations, and encroach iuLf polygamy

lowered it still further, though even

this may have a compensating good,

in a lawless age, in i)lacing a numV>er

of otherwise helpless women under a

recognised legal 2)rotection. Yet, even

in this lower stage, woman not un-

frequently compelled recognition of her

higher gifts. One of the old Hindu
dramas gives us a heroine,—SakuntaJa,

—pleading her own cavise at the Court

of King Dushyanta, and boldly i-ebuk-

ing him, in noble words, closing with

the fine thought— ' The spirit that

dwells wdthin us judges us hereafter ;

'

while Sita, the ideal wife of the

Ramayana, is the good genius of her

husband, rebuking, exhorting, warning

him, and drawing from him the de-

claration that she is his ' companion in

virtue and dearer to him than life.'

Damayanti, another heroine, by her

faithful love brings back her unhappy

husband from shame and self-exile,

and the pious Savitris by her wisdom

and love, brings back to life her dead

husband, and gives back to his father

his sight, Jiis crown and the lost glory

of his race. These are, of course,

heroines of poetry and romance, with,

doubtless, some historic foundation,

but there were female poets and sages

in the old Hindu literature., as real as

Sappho. There are hymns in the Rig-

veda by female Rishis or sages, and

there was a female poet called Avyar,

—venerated as the daughter of Brahma,

—though but the child of a Brahmin
l)y a low-caste woman, who, we are

told, ' though brought itp by a singer

of the servile class, excelled all her

brothers and sistei-s in learnmg, and

wrote, besides poetry, on astronomy,

medicine, chemistry and geography.'

Her ' moral sentences ' are taught in

the schools, as golden rules of life,

—

and it is worth while noting that

though her acquirements extended to

three studies which modern pffcniinacy

looks upon as ' strong-minded,' her
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closing sentence is :
—

' Of women the

fairest ornament is modesty.' More-

over, we are further told that tliere

were Brahmanical schools, not unlike

the famous Saracen Colleges of the

middle ages, at which kitKjs. priesfs and
vyomen luiiteil in the enthusiastic study

of metaphysical and moral science
;

and of the women it is reported that

some astonished the masters by the

depth of sublimity of their thought,

and that others delivered responses

from a state of trance. '* So that in the

country, which, of almost all others,

is now most associated Avith the

idea of female dependence and degra-

dation, we have only to go back far

enough to tiud ideas and practices as
' advancetl ' as those of our modern co-

educationists, and equally opposed to

the conventional prejudices of the

modem ' philistine. ' Nay, more, the

writer just quoted remarks that as the

Prakrit, supposed, with other softer

dialects, to be a special consequence
' of the female organization, and to

prove its independent activity in the

structure of the language," has been not

only introduced into literature, but 'has

gi-adually supplanted the Sanskrit, and
forms the basis of the present spoken
languages of India,—the stamp of

female influence is conspicuous in the

historical development of Hindu
speech, as an informing and determin-

ing force.'

As human life grew more and more
complex, as war became more distinct-

ly the profession of the higher classes,

and the celiV)acy of the clergy became
habitual in the Christian Church, man's
word and woman's work gi-ew more
and more apart, and so, by degrees,

did man's and woman's education.

Yet, scattered all along the dim cen-

turies which we call the Dark Ages,

we tind exceptional cases, as distinct

as those of Sappho and Aspasia, to

show that genius knows no V)Ounds of

sex, and that the giilf conventionally

* From Oriental Religions, ' by Samuel Johnson,
New York, 1873.

interposed did not exist in the nature

of things. Nor, in mediaeval Europe,

wei« what we call the severer branches

of education considered at ail out of

place in developing the feminine mind.

Queens and noble ladies learned (Ireek

and Latin as girls now learn ' modern
languages,' and were often bettei- read

in classic lore than their lords and
masters. Ingulphus, an Anglo-Saxon
historian of the eleventh centuiy, tells

us that when he was a boy at West-
minster school, and visited his father

who lived at the court of Edward the

C'Onfessor, he was often examined by
the beautiful and virtuous Queen Ed-

githa in the Latin language and in

logic, in both of which she excelled,

The Italian ruiiversities were, as Miss

Jex-Blake tells us, ' never closed to

woman,' and several instances are

known of ' degrees granted to women
in the middle ages by the Universities

of Bologna, Padvia, Milan, Pavia, and
others

;
—the earliest being that of

Betisia Gozzadini, who was made Doc-

tor of Laws by the University of Bo-

logna in 1209.' In the following cen-

tury, at the same University, Madda-
lena Buonsegnori was Professor of

Laws, while between that time and the

end of the eighteenth century there

were, at this most liberal seat of learn-

ing, wliich should lie visited by every

female tourist, no fewer than three

female professors in its Medical Facul-

ty, and one feminine Professor of Phi-

losophy, one of Mathematics, and one

of Greek. Every schoolboy has read

how Lady Jane Grey preferred Plato

to a hunting party, and has doulitless

wondered at her choice. ' Queen Bess'

was a classical scholar also, and the

fair lady who was Queen of Hearts as

well as ' Queen of Scots,' was wont
to read Livy with George Buchanan,
whose courtierly ' Epigramma ' dedi-

cates his Latin translation of the

Psalms to the ' Nymph.'
Quie sorteni anteveiiis mfritis, virtutibus annos,
Scxum auimis, morvmi iiobilitate !,'enus.

and whosegenius—he professed at least

to hope—would give to his work any
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charm it lacked from him. This in-

stance, one would imagine, might re-

assure those who fear that a ' liberal

education ' would make women mas-

culine and unattractive.

The l)attle of higher education for

women may Ijc considered as won. Its

beai'ing upon woman's work is obvious,

as well that which the goal of moi'e

important and more lucrative work in

view has, in its turn, on higher edu-

cation. For, whatever may be said,

or written, or thought about culture

and development as an end in itself,

the cui bono question is sure to intrude

itself. It is seldom, indeed, that

either a young man or a young woman
can patiently toil on in a course of

hard study without some definite end
in view. And even if the student her-

self were enthusiastic enough in the

pursuit of more ' self-culture,' it is cer-

tain that she would in general receive

little encouragement from either father

or mother. A A\Titer on female edu-

cation in England remarks that ' the

fact that the education of girls has no
immediate commercial value is the

great hindrance to a better education.

'

The education of boys has always a

commercial value, and, therefore, sa-

crifices are made to secure it, and care

is taken that the necessary time shall

be given to the studies which in due

time are expected to ' pay.' But, un-

less a gii'l is intended for the profes-

sion of teaching (and how many hun-

dreds of girls in Canada owe a pretty

thoi'ough education entirely to this

fact), her studies are reckoned of little

account. Few mothers, indeed, would
go quite so far as to beg, as one Eng-
lish one did, that her daughter might

not be troubled with the pennies and
half-pennies in her arithmetic, because
' she can have no use for it when she

marries—her husband and her house-

keeper will do all that' But the

daughter's studies, after her short

school-life is over, are usually at the

mercy of the most trifling hindrances.

If nothing else intervenes, the mother

likes to see her dau2;hter 'amusing

her.self.' Slie is impatient of anything
like ' shutting herself up '—neglecting
' society ' for study. It is natural for

every mother to wish and expect to

see her daughter ' well married '"

—

equally natural for her to take slight

account of a different contingency

—

and so if the daughter misses what
has l)een set before her as the end ^x*

her Ijeing she is but ill fitted to fiikd

other interests to rejilace it.

But let some tangible or compre-
hensible goal he placed before the fe-

male student and it Avill act not only
as a stimulus to herself, but as a re-

minder to her parents that it will be
wise for them not to discount prema-
turely the matrimonial possibility. In
England the tone of public sentiment
has very materially changed in this

respect since the extension to girls of
the Cambridge Local Examinations in
1865 initiated a movement which gave
cognizance and status to the attain-

ments of female students, Avhile at the
same time it aflbrded a means of mea-
suring them. Oxford, Cambridge, and
London University have now their
regular higher local examinations for
women, and the newly organized joint
board examinations of the two foi-mer

universities have been extended to

girls. The Scottish and Irish univer-
sities were not long in following suit,

and St. Andrew's University last year
led the way in offering to grant a de-

gree to female students equivalent to
that of Master of Arts—the magical
letters in their case, however, being
L. A, which mifjht mean Lady of
Arts, but in reality stands for Literate

of Arts—a somewhat curious modifi-
cation of the old time-honoured title.

And there are not only these facilities

for testing female acquirements, but
also, what is no less necessary, the
means for preparing the candidates.
Besides Girton College and ISTewnham
Hall, which follow the Cambridge
course of education, there are three
colleges in London, two in Dublin,
and one in Bristol, while the lectures
of a large number of professors in the
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University of Cambridge, and in the

University College, London, are open

to female students, who, in several in-

stances, have requited the privilege

rather ungratefully by carrying off the

prizes from their male competitors.

Besides these, there are a large num-

ber of lectures and classes in the

(Vnited Kingdom for the special ob-

ject of promoting higher female edu-

ca'tion, with about hfty-six public or

high schools for girls, a large number

of which furnish a classical, and many

of them a mathematical and scientific

education. The opening to female

students, of all the classes and degrees

of London University, is the latest

achievement of a progressive move-

ment, which has given an immense

stimulus to higher female education in

Great Britain, as it will, doubtless,

also do to the extension of woman's

sphere of work.

The Colonies have not, in general,

lagged behind the Mother-country in

this movement, and some have even

led the way. In the January number

of the Westminster Jierieiv, which fur-

nishes a very full account of the pre-

sent condition of higher female educa-

tion thi-oughout the world, we are

informed that " to Kew Zealand Uni-

versity the real honour belongs of

having been the tirst throughout the

British Empire to admit a woman to

its degrees," a young lady, Miss

Edgar by name, having received the

degree of Bachelor of Arts on July

31st, 1877. It is a somewhat curious

cii-cumstance, remembering Lord Mac-

aulay's famous prediction, that this

far outlying dependency of Great Bri-

tain should have led the van in this

particular. Melbourne University

has so far followed, as to admit gdrls

to its matriculation examinations,

without, however, allowing matricula-

tion to follow. In Canada we are

more liberal than this—one University,

Queen's University, Kingston, being

already declared open to ladies—an

example which it may be hoped, will

be followed by others. In Germany,

one University at least, and that the

largest, that of Leipsig, admits female

students, both to the matriculation

and graduation. Two young ladies,

the one a Russian, the other a Jew-ess,

have theie received degrees ; and a

Miss Kowalew^sky, from her name ap-

parently a Pole, received some years

ago, from the University of Gottin-

gen, the degree of Doctor of Philo-

sophy and Magister of Lil)eral Arts.

German women do not as yet seem to

have taken any but medical degrees,

of which two, at least, were, early in

the present century, conferred succes-

sively on a mother and daughter. In
France, two ladies have taken degrees,

at Lyons and Montpelier respectively;

and the Paris Ecole dc Medicine has

for years been a centre of medical ed-

ucation for women, while other medi-

cal schools were closed to them. It

was Paris which had the honour of

granting a degree, eight years ago, to

the distinguished Miss Garrett Ander-

son, one of the ladies who has proved

to the world what it is so slow to be-

lieve, that a woman may successfully

practice the medical art, and at the

same time be none the less, a true,

highminded, womanly woman. It is

not one of the things of which Eng-

land will have reason to be proud,

—

that such a woman had to go to Paris

for her diploma. Last year five ladies

received the degrees of M. D. at Paris,

—two English, two Russian and one

Geiman, a proof that this school so

far as women are concerned, is cos-

mopolitan rather than French. Both

France and Germany, however, while

admitting women to their universities,

are far behind in the preparatory edu-

cation of girls, without which the op-

poi'tunity of University edvication

must be offered nearly in vain ; but

in France, at least, the necessity of a

more thorough secondary education

for girls has been eloquently pleaded

by Mr. Leon Richer in ' La Femme
Libre.'

Italy, where the Universities were
' never closed to women,' and where,



WOMAN'S WORK. 30:?

ill 1876, a 8tate decree formally

opened to them the fifteen Italian

universities, has well maintained her

honourable record in the past by her

progressive spirit in establishing and
endowing efficient intermediate schools

for girls, a suggestive motive being

given for ' educating the intellect of

those who are to be the earliest

teachers of men.' The fair and gracious

young Queen Marguerite, who has

already won the hearts of her people,

has habitually shown her interest in

the higher education of her young
countrywomen by never failing to be

present at the lectures of the Italian

professors, which form a sort of educa-

tional coui'se for ladies at Rome. In
Austria, both university and lyceum
education is provided for girls—

a

powerful society having been consti-

tuted in 1873, having for its object
' to save women from the pernicious

influence of the prejudices and super-

stitions generally propounded under
the guise of education.' There have
already been several female medical

students at the University of Vienna.

In Holland, medical examinations

have been open to women since 1870,

and lately a ministerial order has been

issued, opening to women every gym-
nasium as well as every university.

In Sweden, both classes and examina-

tions are open to women at the

universities, with the exception only

of examinations in law and theology
;

and in Denmark the University of

Copenhagen has opened to women all

the classec and degrees save those of

theology—-the reason assigned for this

restriction being that they should not

be allowed to participate in the bene-

fices and stipends set apart for the

male students, masculine magnanimity
not yet having arrived at the point of

tolerating their competition where its

own interests might sufier ! In Rus-
sia, more than twenty years ago, a

liberal system of gijmnasia for girls

was instituted by the present Empress,

the guiding principle enunciated being

one which has been too long forgotten

in some nations which consider them-
selves immensely the superiors of

Russia in liberality, that ' a woman
is not necessarily and exclusively

wife, mother, misti'ess of a house :

before specialising her for any par-

ticular destination, it is necessary

to give all the development possible

to all her moral and intellectual

faculties,' and, owing to a demand
for medically skilled women in

Russian country districts, more es-

pecially in* Asia,—women have been
for a good while permitted to study
medicine in Russian schools, though
not allowed till recently to take a dip-

loma, which qualifies them for treating

then- own sex only. A college for

women in connection with the Uni-
versity of Moscow, in which the
classes are taught by professors of the

University, and a system of Univer-
sity! lectures for women in St. Peters-

burg, have been organized for several

years ; and most people will remember
the presentation of a number of edu-

cational donations to found exhibitions

for girls, made by the Russian muni-
cipalities in honour of the marriage of

the Duchess of Edinburgh ;—a fact

that sufficiently vouches for the in-

terest in female education taken by
the Imperial family of Russia. Even
half barbaric Finland, as we are wont
to think of it, has taken a part in the

great movement, and an academy for

the higher education of women was
opened at Helsingfors, three years

ago, with ninety-three ladies on its

opening roll. At the three Univer-
sities of Switzerland, there have been
a considerable numbes of female stu-

dents foi- more than ten years past,

Zurich University having been the

first in Eui'ope to open to women its

medical classes.

Turning to the westex-n world we
find that, in the United States, where
half a century ago, the claim of equal

* This permission was for a time withdrawn, but
so many Russian ladies resorted for medical studj'

to the Swiss Universities, that it has recently been
restored.
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education for boys and girls was first

advanced and conceded,— there are

three UniA-ersities,—Michigan, Cor-

nell and Boston, which admit both

sexes alike to their halls. And the

President of Michigan University

gives the following testimony, borne

out by the experience of the other in-

stitutions :
—

' If any have cherished

a fear that the admission of women
would tend to reduce the standard of

work in the University, theii- attention

may be drawn to the fact that during

the last three years we have been

steadily increasing the requirements

for admission nnd broadening the

range of studies. Their presence has

not . called for the enactment of a

single new law, or for the" slightest

change in our methods of government

or mode of work.' And in Boston

University, we are told that their

presence has raised both the mental

and moral tone, as well as the stand-

ard of scholarships. So much for the

fear, so often expressed, that the ad-

mission of female students would

.necessarily lower the whole standard

and tone of a University. In the

Western States, Oberlin College has

been in operation since 18.33, offering

co-education freely, and has had a

most favourable record. The vener-

able halls of Harvard and Yale are

however still inexorably closed to wo-

men, though Harvard has at last made

the concession of granting local exam-

inations to girls, after the example of

Oxford and Cambridge, but without

as yet nearly the success which has

attended the English examinations.

As perhaps everything is done more

thoroughly in England than in the

United States, it is probable that even

this movement, once taken in hand,

will receive more thorough justice. It

is rather cui-ious, by the way, that

Harvard did not make this concession

to the educational movement, until

several American girls availed them-

selves of the Oxford examinations,

sending their papers thither and re-

ceiving certificates of their proficiency.

Going southward, Califoi'nia has not

been behind her sister-states, having;-

for some years had a University open
to both sexes, and even in far away
Peru, the new impetus seems to be

working through that strange law
which seems to scatter broadcast the

seeds of new movements all over the

world. Tliree years ago, a young lady

in the ancient capital of Cusco applied

for permission to study for the degi'ee

of Doctor of Law, and received the

satisfactory and common-sense answer
that ' the laws of the Republic recog-

nised no such difference between the

sexes as would prevent the lady from
being a law^^er.' Such a solution,

more generally applied, would soon

settle all vexed questions. By leaving

woman fx-ee to do what she could, the

question of her ability and her
' sphere ' would practically settle itself.

The impulse given by this altered

state of things must be immense,

—

not only in stimulating the higher edu-

cation of young women, Ijut in opening

a much wider sphere of women's work ;

^especially as the right of women to

the proper qualification and authoriza-

tion for the pi'actice of medicine may
l>e now regarded as conclusively es-

tablished. When the mind of the

general pulilic shall have adjusted it-

self to the altered state of things, few
instances of the power of prejudice and

conventional thought will be regarded

as more surprising than the long and
persistent ojtposition encountered by a

movement so natural, so fitting, so use-

ful, to humanity, as the restoration of

woman to her ancient otiice of healer.

Why this sacred office, belonging to

her of old, should have been considered

by intelligent men and even by intel-

ligent women, as unbecoming her

womanhood, while the kindred ofiice

of nurse is universally admitted to be

eminently befitting it—seems inexplic-

able, except on the principle ah-eady

noticed, that it is the general tendency

to think in grooves. In this case how-

ever, it is the prejudice which is the

real innovation. Even in the remote
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age which forms the subject of the

Iliad, a female leech is mentioned, and
Euripides refers to women aVjle to

minister to their own sex. Olympias
of Thebes, and the celebrated Aspasia
were both skilled in medicines, and
the beautiful stor}' of CEnone is men-
tioned by Professor Blackie as one of

the instances showing that ' nothing
was more common in ancient times

than medical skill possessed by females.

'

There is, too, the touching history of

Agnodice, the Athenian maiden, who
donned male attire and risked her life

that she might learn how to administer

to her suffering and perishing sex, and
whose heroism and success won the

legal right to study and practice medi-

cine for all the freeborn women of

that State. In Henry's history of

early Britain we have the following

similar testimony :
— ' One reason,'

says a learned antiquary—'of thegi-eat

influence of the women among the

northern nations, is this ; while the

men are employed in hunting and war,

the women, having much time upon
theii' hands, spend some part of it in

gathering and preparing herbs, for

healing wounds, and curing diseases

;

and being naturally superstitious, they

administer their medicines with many
religious rites and ceremonies, which
excite admiration and make the men
believe that they are possessed of cer-

tain supernatural secrets, and a kind

of divine skill.' All through the mid-

dle ages, when the ' suj^erfluous women

'

found an asylum and a vocation in the

religious houses, which were, as Miss

Jex Blake observes, ' not only the

libraries but the hospitals of the day,'

the pious and accomplished abbesses,

as well as the other nuns were skilled

in salves and simples and the crude

medical treatment of the day ;—and
old poems and ballads picture them as

exercising their skill on wounded
knights, after the manner of the fair

Iseult, though not often, it is to be

hoped, with the same cUnouement :

' No art the poison might withstand ;

No medicine could be found,

Till lovel3- Isolde's lily hand
Had probed the rankling wound.

' With gentle hand and soothing tongue
She bore the leech's part ;

And while she o'er his sick bed hung,
He paid her with his heart.'

All through the fourteenth, fifteenth,

sixteenth, seventeenth and eighteenth

centuries, we find, in England, Italy,

Spain, Germany and Sweden skilled

female practitioners, and sometimes

even professors of medicine, as in the

case of Dorotea Bucca, professor of

medicine at Bologna, in the fifteenth

century, while even earlier than this,

there seems to have been in that Uni-
versity at least one distinguished fe-

male medical student. If there was
any outer}" over her intrusion, it has

been lost in the silence which veils

forgotten things ; but the fact remains.

But in the fifteenth century in Eng-
land, we find that in the year 1421, a

petition was presented to Henry V.,

praying that ' no woman use the prac-

tice of fisyk under payne of long em-

prisonment.' By such means, doubt-

less, it was that woman was, as Char-

les Kingsley expresses it, ' thrust out

from her natural share in that sacred

office of healer, which she held in the

middle ages.' Even in the seven-

teenth and eighteenth centuries, how-

ever, we find both in England and on
the Continent women skilled in medi-

cine and surgery, who took delight in

usino; their skill for the good of others.

There was, for instance. Lady Ann
Halket, daughter of a Provost of Eton
College, born in 1622, of whom wc vre

told that ' some of the best physicians

in the kingdom did not think them-

selves slighted when persons of the

greatest quality did consult her in

their distempers, even when they at-

tended them as their ordinai-y physi-

cian.s.' And there is, also, some
twenty years later, Elizabeth Law-
rence, afterwards ynie of the Rev.

Samuel Bury, of Bristol. Her hus-

band, who wrote her life, bears testi-

mony that ' it was not possible there

should be a more observant, tender,

indulgent and compassionate wife than
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she was ;—a more sympathising spirit

is very rarely found ;
' and tells us that

' she took much pleasure in Anatomy
and Medicine, being led and prompted

to it partly by her own ill-health, and
partly with a desire of being useful,'

and notwithstanding much self-dis-

trust she succeeded so well that ' the

successes in the preservation of human
lives were not easily numbered.' Her
husband further tells us,—showing
that human nature is the same in all

ages,—that ' she would often regret

that so many learned men should be

so uncharitable to her sex, and be so

loath to assist their feebler faculties,

when they were anywise disposed to

an accurate search into things profit-

able and curious ; especially as they

would all so readily own that soulu

were not distinguished bt/ sexes

;

and therefore she thought it would
have been an honourable pity in them
to haveoflfered something in condescen-

sion to their capacities, rather than

have propagated a despaii-of their infor-

mation to future ages !
' In Germany,

Italy and France, thei-e were, among
others, the distinguished Elizabeth

Keillen, who died in 1699, having

published several medical woi'ks,

—

Anna Moranda Maggiolini, who filled

the chair of Anatomy at Bologna in

the middle of the eighteenth century

and who executed exquisitely delicate

anatomical models in wax, which be-

came the pride of the BolognaMuseum;
—Maria Petraccini, a lecturer on

Anatomy at Fei-rara, Maria della

Dame, who took a doctor's degi-ee at

Bologna, in 1806, Frau von Siebold,

and her accomplished daughter Mari-

anne von Heidenreich, who took her

degree after studying at Gottingen and
Giessen, and who died only in 1859,

—known during her life, as ' one of

the most famed and most eminent fe-

male scholars of Germany,' and as being
' universally honoured as one of the

first living authorities in her special

branch of science.' This lady and
Madame Lachapelle in France seem
to link the exceptional female science

of the past with the noble band of de-

voted women of our day, whose perse-

verance and heroism can scarcely be
over-praised,—who, in the face of

popular prejudice, and unreasoning
odium,* and selfish and unmanly op-

position, have restored woman to her
natural share in what has been rightly

called ' this peculiarly womanly work;'

who have supplied to the feminine
portion of sufiering humanity an often

sorely needed want, and have opened
to women endowed by God with a
talent and a vocation for medical

study, a useful career and a noble

sphere of work, which, like the qual-

ity of mercy, to which it is so much
akin, at once • blesses her that gives

and her that takes.'

It is ditficvilt, indeed, even taking

into account the power of convention-

ality of prejudice and of opposing in-

terest, to understand why the right

of woman to medical ministrations,

especially to her own sex, should so

long have been denied when it is so

strongly enforced by humanity, by
justice, and by the natural fitness of

things. As regards these Miss Blake
asks us to 'suppose that society sudden-

ly awoke to the great want so long un-

noticed, that it was recognised by all

that a scientific knowledge of the

human frame in health and in disease,

and a study of the remedies of various

kinds which might be employed as

curative agents would greatly lessen

human sufiering, and that it was
therefoi'e resolved at once to set apart

some persons who should acquire such

knowledge and devote their lives tO'

using it for the benefit of the rest of

the race.' ' In such a case,' she asks,

' would the natural idea be, that mem-
bers of each sex should be so set apart

for the benefit of their own sex re-

spectively ; that men should fit them-

selves to minister to the maladies of

* A writer in the A tkeiKeum in 1867, express-

ed a fact too much lost sight of, when he said,

'The obloquy which attends innovation beloii^s to

the men who exclude women from a profession irk.

which they once had a recognised place.'
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men, and women to those of women,
or that one sex only sliould undertake

the care of the health of all, under all

circumstances?' Few will venture to

reply that the latter coui-se wovild, in

such a case, commend itself as either

natural or desirable : and women at all

events, would be nearly unanimous in

preferring the former. If it be said

that not a few women still express

themselves in favour of a system with
which use and want have familiarized

them, it is replied, in, the first place,

that the feminine mind has not yet

had time to adj ust itself to the idea of

dtdi/ qualified female physicians ; in

the second, that, owing to the veiy

imperfection of their education, com-
bined w*ith their natui'al strength of

feeling, women, when they are fjreju-

diced, are more obstinate and unrea-

sonable in their prejudices than men.
But, notwithstanding this, there are

many women who will welcome as an
inexpressible boon to their sex, the

existence of thoroughly trained female
physicians, and this ^vithout in the

least undervaluing the kindness and
skill and unwearied tendency of which
they have had abundant proof in phy-

sicians of the other sex. To quote
Mass Jex Blake again, ' the real test

of " demand " is not in the opinions

expressed by those women who have
never even seen a thoi'oughly educated

female physician, but in the practice

which riows in to properly qualified

female practitioners;' and judging by
this test, as well as by the crowds of

patients who flock to Women's Hos-
pitals and Dispensaries, the supply is

still a long way behind the demand.
And, looking at the matter on the

ground of common justice—if many
women desire to have physicians of

their own sex to consult—and other

women are equally desirous of acquir-

ing the skill and training which will

qualify them to meet this want—can

it be considered as anything but the

most glaring injustice that women
should be ' arbitrarily prevented from
employing women as theii* medical

attendants,' as has hitherto been prac-

tically the case in England, owing to

the restrictions in the way of license

and registration of female practition-

ers. Happily this is not the case among
ourselves ; and three years ago the

College of Physicians and Surgeons in

Ontario, honoured iti^elf Ijy granting a

medical license to a female physician,

while in Great Britain, the recent

liberal action of London University

would seem to have settled the matter
for the future, even if technical diffi-

culties should still intervene.

But there are objectors who con-

tend that the duties of the medical

profession are too onerous for a wo-
man's strength, and that her womanly
sensibility and delicacy wdll be im-

paired by the studies and training ne-

cessary for the medical profession. As
regards the first, that question may be
left to settle itself, after the fashion of

the wise Scotchman who ' aye jtulged

by the e-vent,' and so long as feminine
powers of endui-ance bear off" the palm
as they do in the matter of niu-sing,

we may safely presume that they will

not be found lacking in the less labo-

rious and more varied work of medi-
cal practice. And as woman is con-

fessedly better fitted for nursing than
man, she has this odds in her favour as

a physician, since the best medical
man will admit that half the secret of

cure is in the proper nursing of the
patient. Moreover, it is, if people
would only think, glaringly incon-

sistent to applaud one woman as an
angel of mercy who devotes herself to

army-nursing, and to condemn as ' in-

delicate ' another who makes up her
mind to an ordeal no more formidable,

—indeed, not so much so—to qualify

her for being a medical attendant of

her own sex ! As Miss Jex Blake
well says, ' work is in no way degraded
by being made scientific ; it cannot be
commendable to obey instructions as a
nurse, when it would be unseemly to

learn the reasons for them as a stu-

dent, or to give them as a doctor

;

more especially as the nurse's duties
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may leadhei', as they did in the Crimea,

to attend on men with injuries and

diseases of all kinds, whereas the wo-

manwho practises as H physician would

confine her practice to women only.

It is, indeed, hard to see any reason of

delicacy, at least, which can be ad-

duced in favourpf women as nurses, and

against them as physicians. ' In an age,

too, in which English ladies do not

seem to shrink from gracing with their

presence thearistocratic shambles called

battues, and the still more revolting

exhibitions of a degenerate jeuveme

dorSe making a living target of one of

the gentlest and fairest of God's crea-

tures, it seems like the irony of a

Mephistopheles to talk of the sacred

study of the mysteries of the human
frame, as injurious to tnie womanly
delicacy. They must have a veiy in-

adequate conception, either of the tiiie

nature of genuine delicacy, or of the

ennobling influence of any scientific

study who can fear any real injury

from the one to the other, and it will

hardly be disputed that earnest womc??-

—from the very constitution of their

being, are likely to approach one of the

noblest of sciences in a more truly reve-

rential spirit than even earnest men.
' To the pure, all things are pure,' and

as a true and high-minded woman has

said, ' if a woman's womaiiliness is not

deep enough in her nature to bear the

brunt of any needful education, it is not

worth g-uarding. ' In ordinary life, the

women who lower their sex by a tone

of coarseness and indelicacy are not

usually the women who have studied

any one subject deeply and truly, but

the women who have received no edu-

cation at all.

Finally, on the score of humanity,

the objection to female physicians

seems as untenable as it does on the

ground of justice or of the fitness of

things. Not only is there an incal-

culable amount of disease and sufier-

ing in what ai-e called civilized coun-

tries, which might be prevented if

women had physicians of their own
sex to consult, but, in addition to this,

we know that in countries where no
female patient can ever be seen by a
male physician, the condition of suf-

fering woman is such as to afford am-
ple scope for the benevolent exertions

of all the female physicians who can
be qualified to relieve them. Even if

men should insist on monopolising

medical practice at home, there is a

limitless field of work abroad which
cannot be done by men at all, and for

which women are specially fitted.

From all missionary stations comes
the appeal for female medical mission-

aries, and those who have already an-

swered the appeal find far more de-

mands on their time and strength

than they can possibly overtake. The
Methodist Episcopal Mission of the

United States has had the honour of

pioneering this noble work, their fitrst

medical lady. Clara A. Twain, M. D.,

having been sent to India in 1869,

and then- second, L. L. Combs, M. D.

,

having been sent to Pekin in 1873.

The fir.st of these ladies has been so

sviccessful in her plans and methods
that the Government has adopted her,

hos^iit&l plan for its own. The second,

in company with sister-labourers since

gone out, is doing nol^le work for

Chinese women. A missionary lady,

\\i-iting from China, testifies not only

to the wide and urgent need for then-

labours,* and to their opportunities

for ministering to souls as well as

bodies diseased, removing prejudice,

awaking kindly feelings, and opening

doors for the entrance of the Truth

—

but also to the gratifying fact that
' medical ladies, well fitted for the

work, are mviltiplying ; and they are

no longer regarded with contempt and
oj^probrium, as stepping out of their

sphere, but, on the contrary, due hon-

our and respect are already shown
them.' She also testifies that ' medi-

cal men who generally, in Christian

* ' Perhaps,' says Miss Jex Blake, ' «e shall find

the solution of some of our saddest social problems
when educated and pure-minded women are brought
more constantly in contact with their sinning and
suffering sisters in other relations as well as those
of missionary effort.'
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lands, are veiy slow to welcome the

sisterhood into their ranks, as gener-

ally recognize their usefulness in liea-

then lands.' In India female medical

missionaries are already numerous,
and it is significant that, a few months
ago, the first female missionary was
sent from Scotland to Poona, by a

Scottish Ladies' Association. She has

already had as much work as she could

do, and has prescribed for a large

number of cases. From the mission-

ary ladies maintained in India by the

Presbyterian Church in Canada comes
the same appeal for a lady qualified

for a medical missionary, and it may
be hoped that, ei'e long, a Canadian
labourer in this department will be
found. The whole field of foreign

missions, indeed, opens up a wide and
appropriate sphere for woman's work,
but specially rich in usefulness and
fruitful in opportunities, is sure to be
the career of the faithful and efficient

female medical missionary. But not

only are medical ladies from home in

request, but in India there has arisen

also an urgent demand for ' educating

native women of good caste, so as to

qualify them to treat female patients

and children.' And so the Madras
Medical College was opened to women
in 1875, with permission to take a

limited course with a corresponding

certificate of proficiency, ' when the

student did not desire to take the

whole course and study for a degree.'

The female students attend the or-

dinary courses of lectures with the

other students, except for some few
lectures, which it is thought more de-

sirable to be delivered separately.
' This,' as the writer in the Westnua-

ster Review observes, ' is a practical

way of solving that mountain-of-a-

molehill difficulty—medical co-educa-

tion.' That, in a country, where the

position of woman has hitherto been
so low, ' the wisdom of the east ' should

have so simply solved a problem which
has so long perplexed the ' wisdom of

the west ' is another proof that ' neces-

sity is the mother of invention.' If

women are to Ik- educated for the
medical profession at all, it is self-evi-

dent that they must either attend the

ordinary classes in medical colleges or

have a special medical college for wo-
men, such as have now been estab-

lished in London and New York.
But where this facility does not exist

the former method must be followed,

as has been done in Madras, and is

done in both European and American
medical schools.

This suggests an additional reason,

and one of no slight importance, why
the admission of duly qualified ladies

to the practice of medicine should be
hailed with satisfaction by all who
value the physical well-being of so-

ciety. There cannot be a doubt that

multitvides of lives are needlessly sa-

cx'ificed or stunted in their natural de-

velopment by the dense ignorance of

common physiological and sanitary

principles which prevails among the

sex which has most to do with the

care of life at its fountain-springs, and
indeed all through its course. For it

is women, as Charles Kingsley says,
' who have the ordering of the house-

hold, the bringing up of the children
;

the women who bide at home, while

the men are away, it may be at the

other end of the earth. ' But the lack

of women qualified to impart physiolo-

gical instruction to their own sex has

been one of the chief causes of this

ignorance, which may be expected to

be largely diminished when women
shall be qualified to lecture to women
on such subjects. ' This,' says Kings-
ley again, in his lecture on The
Science of Health, ' is one of the main
reasons why I have, for twenty years
past, advocated the training of women
for the medical profession, and one
which countervails, in my mind, all

po.ssible objections to such a move-
ment.

'

The medical profession, as a depart-

ment of woman's work, has occupied
a larger space in this paper than
might seem its fair proportion, both
because it appears to the writer, as to
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many otliers, a work for which •woman

is peculiarly fitted and peculiarly

needed, and because no other so-called

innovation has excited so much bitter

and unreasonable opposition. But no

thoughtful observer of our own times

can have failed to see how much,

during the last ten years, feminine

acti^^ty has developed itself in many
directions. An article in an Ameri-

can magazine, a year or two ago, gave

a list of employments of American
women, which included occupations

apparently so unfitted for them as

those of driving for livery-stables

and piloting steam-boats on the Missis-

sippi ! In Cedar Rapids, Iowa, a

woman was appointed Chief Engineer

of the Fii-e Department ; in New
Hampshii-e, another contracted to

construct a section of the A^alley

Railroad, and in Ohio in 1871, there

was a lady deputy-coUector of the

revenue. InWashington, female clerks

have for some years been employed
in the departments, and telegi-aph

operating has become a common em-

ployment, i-ecognised as a thoi'oughly

suitable one for women. A recent

decision of the Supreme Coiu't of the

United States has followed the ex-

ample of the Peruvian Republic, in

ceasing to recognise any reason why
a lady should be denied the i-ight of

pleading in its Courts, and there are

already several practising female bar-

ristei's. This profession seems a much
more anomalous one for women than

that of medicine, yet have we not all

known women who, we felt, would
make good lawyers, and the publicity

attending the practice of law is, after

all, not nearly so great as that in-

volved in the profession of a public

singer, which seems to be universally

recognised as a perfectly fit and a}»pro-

priate profession for women. And it is

ditiicult to see why it should be more
unbecoming for women to use in pub-

lic any jjowers of persuasive eloquence

with which they may be endowed,

than it is for them to sing or to read

licfore large audiences. One thing is

certain, that ladies who, by dint of

perseverance and laborious study,

qualify themselves for any of these

ways of gaining an honourable main-
tenance, have a right to the most re-

spectful consideration from their

sisters who live only to spend the

earnings of others, instead of being

spoken of in the haughty and insolent

tone in which we not seldom hear

these, as well as othei- working women,
referred to by women who do not

possess a tenth part of their claims to

esteem, and who lead, as compared
with them, aimless and useless lives.

But, it may be said, why should

women resort to such unusual employ-

ments, when there are the time-

honoured feminine occupations of

needlework and teaching"? Not to

dwell upon the obvious fact that both

are greatly overstocked, it may be

asked, as to the first, whether any man
with brains and enei-g}- to do better

would be content to spend his life in

earning by tedious mechanical labour a

bare subsistence, with no possibility

of laying up anything for days of old

age and weakness ? And as for teach-

ing, not only might the same be

usually said of it, where women are

concerned, but the ability to teach well

is, like other talents, a natural gift,

and it has been one of the serious

obstacles in the way of educational

progress that so many have betaken

themselves to the profession of teach-

ing without any natural titne.ss for it,

but simply because it is a respectable

way of ' earning a living '—a i)ractice

which is sure to degrade any profes-

sion.

There ai-e, however, many manual
and artistic occupations which modern
progress has opened to women, to

which hei- right is not disputed, and
which have greatly enlarged her means
of remunerative liveliliood. The Art
Schools of Great Britain have educated

—not only female artists in the highest

sense,—but alsomany female designers

for the industrial arts, and painters of

porcelain and pottery, who have at-
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tained to very grea t perfection. Messrs.

Doulton it Co., of Lambeth, employ a

considerable numberof female workers,

in the preparation of the celebrated

ware which bears their name ; and one

lady, Miss Barlow, has attained con-

siderable celebrity for her spirited

figures of animals incised in potteiy,

specimens of whichwere specially noted

among the attractions of the late Cen-

tennial Exhiljition. The same exhibi-

tion contained specimens of the taste

and skill shown by English ladies in

decorating furniture, and in artistic

embroidery, as well as many beautiful

articles which testify to the proficiency

of American ladies in decorative art,

—especially in wood-carving andporce-
lain-painting,—-both of them arts in

which women with artistic talent

might be expected to excel. It is

worth noting, also, that the machinery

of the Woman's Department of that

exhibition was under the sole charge

of a young American lady, whose little

engine-room was said to be a model of

brightness and neatness. In England,

the sisters of the celebrated Dr.

Elizabeth Garrett, already referred to,

—struck out a line of artistic and pro-

fitable employment for themselves, in

the ai't of house-decorating, in which

theii' taste and success soon insured

them a most lucrative practice. Ameri-

can as well as English ladies have

taken their places among the first il-

lustrating artists of the day. And,
last, liut not least, the extent to which

female writers are now represented in

the current literature of the day,—as

shown for instance in the place they

take in the best English and American
periodicals,—is one proof among many
of their increased intellectual activity,

and a hopeful indication that the en-

larged educational advantages now
ofiered will be good seed sown in good
ground,—bring forth abundant fruit.

It was intended in this paper to

touch a little more at length on two
important relations of woman's work
to her personal welfare—that bearing

on her ability to maintain herself in-

dependently, and that affecting her

fuller development,— mentall}' and
morally. The present paj^er is, how-
ever, already so long, that this sugges-

tive and fruitful subject cannot be
discussed here. Its consideration

will, it is hoped, strengthen the posi-

tion that whatever mental difference

there may be in sex,—and it is not by
any means sought to deny or under-

rate it,—natural gifts and talents are

distributed on a principle very different

from the cut and dry theories which
human minds are so ready to form and
so unwilling to resign. Even in the

mattei- of physical strength, in which
women asa class areadmittedly inferior

to men,—there are many exceptions

as regards individuals. There are 'men
with nerves of flax and women -with

nerves of iron. ' Set a Grace Darling,

for instance, by the side of some
effeminate exquisite, and which would
be chosen for any occupation requiring

even pht/sical xiseiwlnessl And if there

are exceptions even as to this omitted

point of superiority, how many other

considerations are there to show how
much better it is for lioth men and
women that both should Ijeleft entirely

free to choose that life woi-k to which
they are led by the natural gifts with
which God has endowed them, com-
bined with that providential guidance
which all who seek it shall surely find.
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CHAPTER XX.

' Her disposition she inherits which, makes fair

gifts fairer.'

ALMA Bostock saw Mr. Dunlop
open the gate and walk up the

path without any other emotion than

a little surprise that he should be with-

out his contemptible smock-frock. She

held him in small respect, considering

his self-denying life as a proof of mere

feebleness of brain ; but he was un-

,
doubtedly a man to whom outward

respect was due, as the fountain and

source of the family well-being. There

was perhaps another reason why she

regarded Alan with some contempt.

It is well know-n in her class, and

among her sex, that gentlemen, of

whatever rank, are not insensible to

the attractions of pretty girls, even

when of lowdy birth. Alma had good

reasons for knowing this fact. Only

a week before, Mr. Caledon, meeting

her in a shady lane, while she was

balancing a basket on her head, bet

her a sovereign that he couldn't kiss

her lips without the basket falling off.

He lost the bet. And Mr. Roger

Exton, the gentleman who gave her

the golden apple—made her Beauty-

Laureate—the funny man with the

lines about his face, walked home with

her through the park, when Miss

Miranda and the ladies had gone away,

and insisted on jtayment of the pro-

mised reward. But from Mr. Dunlop,

who was so much about the place, no

attention of that or anv other kind.

No use being the prettiest girl in the
village, if you get no complimentsby it.

Might as well be the ugliest. Mr.
Dimlop had eyes for nobody, they
said, but Miss Miranda. And yet in

no huriy to put up the banns.

If it had been Tom Caledon march-
ing up the path. Alma would have
smiled and nodded gaily, .sure of a
talk and a laugh. As it was only Mr.
Dunlop, she made a salutation of

ceremony, which was by no means too

graceful.

Alan's thoughts were quite simple.
' She is good-looking,' he might

have said. ' A little awkward, which
teaching will cure. I wish she would
not drop a curtsey. She looks appre-

ciative, as well as pretty. She must
be sympathetic and ready, otherwdse

Miranda would never have selected

her. Of course, I am not the least

in love with her. How^ could one be,

after Miranda 1
'

' Good-morning, Alma,' he said,

taking off his hat, as to a young lady.

Alma thought this cold and ceremo-

nious, but quite characteristic of the

Squire. ' I came over to see you by
yourself. Are you alone 1

'

' To see me, sir ?
' she asked, with

wonder. ' Yes, I am alone. Mother's

gone a-marketing, and father's about

the place somewhere.'

'Alone. Then we can talk, vou

and I r
' Yes, sir.' Alma, at sight of those

solemn eyes gazing intently and ear-

nestlv in her face, felt her ancient re-
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spect for Mr. Dunlop increase rapidly,

until it almost amounted to terror.

' Yes, sir. There is no one here. Will

you come in out of the hot sun 1 Fa-

ther '11 be in for dinner, and I'll give

him your message.'
' My message is altogether for your-

self. Alma. You may tell your father

afterwards if you like.

'

What on earth was he going to

say ? Could that rash fellow, Harry,

who promised to tell nobody any-

thing, have gone talking to the Squire ?

It 7ni(,st be Harry ; and what a rage

father would be in ! Certainly, Harry's

position in society was not that which

could be expected of one who would
mate with a BoKstock.

With these misgivings, Alma led

the way into the best room, the apart-

ment reserved wholly for visitors of

distinction. It was a room of small

dimensions ; what, however, it lacked

in space it made up in stiftness, like

some small dame of dignified and up-

right bearing, decked in antique bra-

very. The table had a dozen keep-

sakes, and such light reading, ranged

round it. There were slippery, horse-

hair chairs, on which no one could sit,

unless he held on by the Ijack of the

next chair ; and a horse-hair sofa, on
which if any one had ever tried to re-

cline, needs must that he repent it

afterwards. And the artificial flowers

on the mantel-shelf, and the vases of

thirty years ago, and the cheap Ger-

man prints, and the coldness of the

room, whose windows were never

opened, struck Alan's heart with a

chill. And yet what a room might
this be made when the principles of

the Higher Culture should have taken

I'oot ! On the right of the window,
the pretty wooden porch, covered with

its creepers ; on the left, a little lawn,

with standard roses ; and beyond, the

gi'eenery of the orchard. A room
whose windows should open to the

ground, which should be hung with

light draperies, and painted in green

and grey, and furnished in 1 ilack, with

just a little china. The girl herself.

Alan thought, would set off the pic-

ture, were she but dressed to corre-

spond with the furniture.

' What is it, Mr. Dunlop 1
'

He recovered himself and looked at

her again with a curious gaze, half of

inquiry, half of hesitation, which
frightened her. He could not, really,

have seen Tom Caledon^—no ; that was
impossible. And no business of his

if he had. It must be Harry.
' Won't father do as well, Mr.

Dunlop 1
'

' No,' he replied, ' he will not do

nearly as well.' He sat down, but

the treacherous nature of the horse-

hair chair caused him to abandon this

attempt in confusion. Then they both

remained standing, rather awkwardly,
Alan beside the table and Alma by
the window.

' You know,' he went on, ' what
I am endeavouring to effect in this

village—and I hope my woi'k has your
sympathy and that you undei-stand its

great aim—to increase the love for

Culture and the practices of the

Higher Life. Your father lends me
his cordial aid '—here Alma turned

away her face to hide a smile. ' You
have seen me at work for a good many
months. And you have seen, I dare

say, that my efforts, so far, have been

a failure.'

' Well, sir,' said Alma, ' I always

did say that for the Squire to put on

a smock-frock like a common labourer

and go a hay-making, and reaping,

and hedging with a passel o' village

boys was a thing I couldn't hold with.

And mother said the same ; said my
lady would ha' blush red to see the

day. Father, he only said, " Let him
alone." That's all father ever said.

But he's that deep, is father.'

• Yes,' Alan went on, ' we have not

succeeded very well, he thinks. Your
mother and you were right so far as

you understood. And your father, in

his rough way, was also right in say-

ing, " Let him alone." It is what I

expected of him. However, I have
found at last the main cause of my
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failure, and it is this, Alma—alone

-and single-handed I cannot do mucli

in the direction of culture. I can only

.set an example which may or may not

be followed. If I am married, now
;

if I am married to a girl who under-

stood the classes among whom I la-

bour—don'tyou see, Alma?—I should

be working double, not single. Do
y^ou begin to understand 1

'

Not at first. She looked wonder-
ingly in his face. Then, all of a sud-

den she did understand, and first she

tm'ned red and then ashy pale. Could
it be ? Was she in her senses 1 And
tlie Squire, too ? And never so much
as a chuck under the chin from him
to give her warning of what he in-

tended.
' I will repeat,' he said, ' I want to

find a girl who understands, as I never

can really understand, the classes

among whom I work. I want her to

marry me in order that I may work
Avith double my present efficiency. I

want lier to join with me in learning

what is best, teaching what is best,

practising what is best, and showing
by our own example, plain for all to

see, the life that belongs to the higher

•civilisation.

'

It could not be. But yet—but yet

—things looked like it. If the Squire

did not mean that, what could the

Squire mean 1

' Will you,' he added, ' will you
marry me. Alma I

'

There was no possible mistake about

that invitation. Five words most un-

mistakable. As Alma looked at Alan
with frightened, wonder-stricken eyes,

so looked Semele when Zeus pro-

claimed his love and told her who he

was. So also, but with the sheepish-

ness natural to his sex, youngAnchises
gazed upon the white-limlied Thetis

when she astonished him by stealing

up along the golden sands, dripping

wet, resplendent in her beauty and
radiant with her new-boi-n love. So
looked the beggar-maid when she left

her barrel-organ and received from

King Co})hetua, not a royal penny

with a royal pat upon her fair cheek,

Ijut instead a golden wedding-ring, or

the ofier of one, when the monarch, in

robe and crown, stepped from his

throne to meet and greet her on her
way. The age of that monarch is

nowhere mentioned, but it must have
been very advanced, and his rash act

was doubtless speedily followed by
deposition and consignment to the

County Asylum.
Alma did not answer—she could not

answer—perhaps thinking of Hariy.
But she looked him straight in the

face and tried to understand this won-
derful proposal.

In two minutes you can get through

a good deal of thinking.

What in the world would Harrj^ say 1

Sweet passages— many passages

sweet and tender—had gone on be-

tween Harry and herself. Would he

take it crying, or would he take it

swearing?

Then the thought of Weyland
Court. Oh—h!

She would be mistress of that beauti-

ful place, where her mother, always

full of its glories, had Ijeen lady's-maid.

She would be the lady—with a car-

riage to drive in and horses to ride

—

the equal of Miss Dalmeny, the su-

perior of Miss Despard. And what
would Harry say when she drove by
resplendent in silk and satin 1

Help in his work ? What did INIr.

Dunlop mean by that ?

' Well, Alma, what do you say 1
'

' I don't know what to say,' she

replied ;
' I'm struck of a heap.'

Alan shuddered. 'Struck of a

heap !
' But then the training had not

begun. ' Miss Dalmeny did not pre-

pare you for this proposal ? I thought

that she had spoken to you about it.'

' Miss Dalmeny !

' She opened her

Vjlue eyes wider. ' Why, what in the

world should Miss Dalmeny want you
to marry me for? And everybody says

that you and she ai-e as good as hand-

fasted, a'ready.'

Really, this young woman would

require a good deal of training.
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' Never mind Miss Dalmeny, then,

but consider what I jn-opose. Will you
marry me?'

' It cant be real,' s;iid Alma ; scared

out of her wits. How different from
Tom Caledon, and, indeed, all the

gentlemen with whom she was ac-

quainted. A laugh and a compliment

:

a kind word, or perhaps, if no one was
within sight, a kiss—which, in young
ladies of Alma's position of life, is

neither here nor there, a mere uncon-
.sidered trifle. But to stand there cold

and quiet playing with his watch-
chain and waiting for an answer !

' I*: can't be real,' she i-epeated, turn-

ing tlie corners of her apron in her
fingers. This may Ije objected to as a
trick of the stage, but all tricks of the

stage came originally from life outside

the house, and some old fashions

linger ; therefore. Alma being, as she

subsequently described it in a quan-
dary, the like of which .she had never
before experienced, turned the corners

of her apron in her fingers.

' I thought you had received some
intimation,' Alan went on, feeling a

little pity for the embaiTassment of

the girl. • I do not come to you, as you
see, professing passionate love. That
is not at all my motive in offering you
marriage. You may, however, depend
on receiving all possil^le kindness and
consideration. And I do not invite you
to a life of luxury and ease. By no
means. You will go on living Just as

you do now, only with more attention

to externals.'

She did not understand one single

syllable that he said. ' Mairy hei-, and
go on living as she was accustomed to

live 1

'

' What I want in a ^ife especially

is adA-ice, sympathy, helj). She will

supplement my own deficiencies of

knowledge. I want her to be always
at hand, suggesting the one right way
and preventing all the wrong ways. I

want her, in fact, to be the Lieutenant
in my work. Can you do this. Alma 1

Can you be this to me ]

'

She gazed at him in mere stupid be-

wilderment. Give him-—Mr. Dunlop
—advice 1 ' Give him—the Squire

—

sympathy?' She thought sympathy
meant pitying people who are unlucky
enough to have fevers, rheumatisms,

or prison fare. What did he want
svmpathy for ? And then to give him
lielp ?

Perhaps he was cracked. People in

the village did whisper that the young
Squire must have a soft place in his

head. To be sure, if he had come like

a lover .should

—

'
. . . the young- man, he comes dancing,
With a '

' How do jou do, my dear ? " '

—

if he had told her that because she was
such a pretty girl, and because her eyes

were so blue, her lips so rosy, her

cheek so soft, and because she had won
the golden apple, which was a clear

proof of her superiority, and because

she must, being so beautiful, necessa-

rily be good in proportion, therefore

he had fallen madly in love with her

;

then, indeed, she would have believed

entirely in his sanity. But to march
gravely into the house, to look at her

as if he was a schoolmaster and she a

pupil who had done wrong things, with

those solemn eyes of his, and then to

say that he wanted to marry her in

order to get assistance in his work-
why, the man must be gone clean

stark-stai'ing mad.

Mai'ry her and go on living as she

had been living? Churning buttei',

perhaps. Oh ! yes, and she Mistress of

Weyland Court. Likely ! And milk-

ing cows—and she with her best frock

on every day. Or darning stockings

—and she with silk ones. Picking red

currants—and she with a dozen serv-

ants. And perhaps making the beds.

Very likely. Work, she imagined,

meant this kind of work and nothing

else. He must be mad.
' Come, Alma,' said Alan, who -had

been listening patiently, ' what do you
say?' _

* I don't know,' she replied v.ith

liesitation, ' about helping in your
work. But I've always been used to
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house-work, and I snp])ose I sljould

lie able to learn what you wanted me
to learn. Only I don't understand.

But you don't really mean it, Mr.
Dunlop ? It's only some of your fine

gentleinan's fun.

'

The idea of Alan Dunlop ever hav-

ing manifested any tine gentleman's

fun in his life !

' You can't mean it,' she went on.

* Up at the Court, with all those beau-
tiful Sisters to pick and choose from.'

Alma's notions of Alan's irresistible

charms might have pleased a vainer

man, but he received the words with
a shudder. Fancy ' picking and choos-

ing ' among such girls as Sisters Mir-
anda, Eosalind, Cecilia, and the rest.

' There's Miss Despaixl as beautiful as

beautiful. Or there's Miss IVIiranda

herself, like a Qiieen. And yet you
come to me and tell me you want to

marry me.'

Was then the r)roit du Seujiicur

ever in force in this country 1 It never
once occurred to Alma that she could

refuse so wonderful and surprising a
proposal.

To be sure the position was remark-
able.

' You do not quite understand as

yet, Alma,' said Alan gravely. ' With
these young ladies there has been no
<luestion of marriage. And I propose
this—this union—in the hope and
belief that by forming new ties—I am
afraid, however, that I cannot make
you entirely comprehend all my views
at once. Trust yourself to me, Alma,
and I think you will never have reason
to regret your consent'
He held out his hand and she took

it. The manners of the upper classes

are singularly cold. How different

from Harry ! Why, only last night,

when he took leave after a stealthy

and hurried interview at the garden-
gate; had he not with his arm round
her waist, given her kisses twain

—

fair and honest kisses—one on either

cheek ] Did gentlefolk never kiss

each other? If ]Miss Miranda had
said yes, would he not have kissed

her 1 A pang of jealousy crossed the
girl's heart. She was not good enough,
then, to be kissed ?

'

' We will meet again to-morrow,
Alma,' said her suitor. ' There is a
great deal to be talked over. For the
present, good-bye.

'

He was gone, and she, though, with
the slender power of imagination at

her command, she found it difficult to

believe, was actually betrothed to Mr.
Dunlop, the owner of Weyland Court.

Alma sat down on the least slip-

pery of the chairs and tried to realise

what it all meant. She would certain-

ly have a carriage—she would cer-

tainly have servants—she would cer-

tainly not do a stroke of work herself.

She would be a grand lady—she would
go about with Miss Dal— ; no,

she hardly thought she should care to

see very much of Miss Dalmeny. And
what did Mr. Dunlop mean by asking

her whether Miss Dalmeny had pre-

pared her for the proposal ? Then she

knew all about it, and not one word
of kindness from her the night be-

foi'e, when Mr. Exton gave her the

golden apple. She was good enough
to marry Mr. Dunlop ; but not good
enough to be spoken to by Miss Dal-

meny. Very well, then, some day

—

and here she began to dream of im-

possible revenge, a safety-valve for

small natures. She could not under-

stand it. What would her father

say 1 What woidd lier mother say ?

What would Harry say 1 What would
all the world say 1

Then, for a brief space, imaginary
Rapture, Joy, Triumph, while the

wedding-bells rang and outside the

church the coach-and-four waited, the

gallant steeds tossing impatient necks,

and the tag-rag—including the bold-

faced gipsy thing, the blacksmith's

daughter, who dared contesi the golden

apple with her—stood and watched
and envied.

Then, for a longer space, a sinking

and sadness of heart. What would
Harry say 1 She had attracted, during
her brief span of nineteen years, as
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mauy suitors as, in that short period,

a maiden may. Young gentlemen who
knew her had not disdained to pay

her those attentions which please them
and hurt nobody. There had been

farmers' sons—in fact there were still

farmers' sons, because no one was ever

disnaissed. But, for a^ permanency,

there was Harry.

He was a gamekeeper. One of Mr.

Dunlop's gamekeepers. Would he

still continue, Alma wondered, to

game-keep for the Squii-e when she

was mari-ied to him 1 He was a tall,

stalwart, handsome young fellow of

two and twenty, and he loved the

girl ^\'ith a passion which she could

neither understand nor return. What
maiden of Alma Bostock's nature can

return the passion of a man who loves

her 1 As well ask the shallow rip-

ling lake to reflect in all its strength

and glory the splendour of the sun.

He believed in her love as an hone.st

man should. His blood would have
boiled had he known of these passages

to which we have been constrained,

sorrowfully, to allude, with Tom Cale-

don, Mr. Exton, and others. Of them
he knew nothing. To him the girl

uas a pearl among maidens, full of

sweet and lofty thoughts, too high for

him, who was one of nature's o^vn

gentlemen, and as incapable of a

meanness as any peer of noble lineage.

He made her his idol, his goddess. He
saved and economized for her, paring

down tobacco to the lowest point com-
patible with a pipe a day, cutting off

beer, and living at the lowest, so that

he might save money to buy furniture

and make his Alma comfortable. He
would have liked nothing better than
to wTap her in swan's do\\Ti and leave

her no work to do, but to sit warm
and comfortable while he woi-ked for

her. And all this Alma knew.
That was the gamekeeper's idea of

love and marriage : the wife was to

be cosseted up and cared for by others.

She was to sit warm and comfortable

while her husband did what the

Americans call the ' chores. ' Her

place was to look happy while she
was petted and made much of. Well,
that is a kind of duty, Alma thought,

which most girls tind to come pretty

easy.

On the other hand, the Squire's

idea about wedlock seemed to be that

his wife was to do great quantities of

work—perhaps the washing and the

mangling. No doubt he must be
cracked. Still, he had the good sense.

Alma thought, to come to the prettiest

girl in all the country-side. Also,

though she was young and artless, the

thought did occur to her that when
once they were married, marriage he-

ing a tie impossible to dissolve, the
Avife might fairly sit do%\'n and refuse

to do anything, after which the Squii-e

would have to keep her, as the Squire's

wife ought to be kept, in idleness.

But what in the world would Harry
say ? He was a masterful man, and
he was strong. Suppose he and the

Squii-e were to fight about her. Such
things had been. Alma's heart glowed
within her, as she pictured such a

battle as she had read about—all for

her—she herself looking on from a

safe distance. And yet Mr. Mill tries

to persuade us that woman's influence

has always made in the direction of

peace.

Suddenly she became aware that it

was half-past twelve o'clock. Simul-
taneously with the striking of the

clock arrived her mother.

She \. as hot : she was a little out of

temper : she was disappointed with her
marketing.

' Alma !

' she cried. ' You here 1

In point of fact, Alma ought to

have been in the kitchen, where the

potatoes were still waiting to be
washed and peeled, and all sorts of

culinary operations were already over-

due. And to find her daughter
actually sitting do^^^l in the be.st room
in the morning was revolutionai'}

,

simply.
' Yes, mother,' she replied meekly

;

' I am here.

'

' And where are the currants ?

'
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' I haven't picked them.'

There was something peculiar about

the tone of Alma's voice. Generally,

she was extremely obedient, having

been rendered so, like Shagpat, of im-

mortal memory, by reason of thwacks.

But, to-day, without bring exactly

mutinous, she was calmly superior.

' I have not picked them,' she said,

a bare statement of the fact.

' Oh ! and what in the world have

you been doing then 1
'

'Nothing.'

Of all replies that Alma could have

made, this was the most astounding.

Had she been pert, which often hap-

pened ; had she been saucy, which

was not unusual ; had she been rude,

which happened both when she was

pert and when she was saucy, an an-

swer would have been found ; but that

she should calmly and without excuse,

state that she had done nothing, was

beyond all Mrs. Bostock's experience

of girls ; and she had had a long and

painful experience.

She gasped.
' And the potatoes ?

'

' I haven't touched them. I haven't

been into the kitchen at all.

'

' And the cabbage 1

'

' I don't know nothing about the

cabbage.

'

' And the beef 1
'

' I haven't touched the beef. I

tell you I haven't been into the kit-

chen this morning since breakfast'

' Alma Bostock,' said her mother

calmly, but with despair, ' are you

raadr
' No, mother.'

'Has father been carrying on?

Have you up and sauced your father,

child ?

'

' No. I haven't seen father ; and

I don't want to.'

' Then what's the matter with the

girl ? Is she gone out of her senses

with last night's tom-foolery 1

'

'No, mother. It isn't that.'

Just then returned her father. He,

too, was out of temper, because things

had not gone altogether right in the

matter of buying and selling, that

morning. It was nothing connected
with Alan's interests. Quite the con-

trary. Oidy a coup manque of his.

own, a little transaction in which plain

honesty for once would have done
better than chicaneiy.

' Now, what's this 1 ' he -asked

abruptly, seeing the elements of a do-

mestic row.
' I don't know what ever in the

world has come over Alma,' said her

mother. ' Been sitting down, if you
please—sitting down—here—here

—

all the morning, and done nothing 1

You'd better come back in an hour's

time, father. There can't be no din-

ner till then. No potatoes peeled, no

cabbage washed, and the beef not in

the pot ; and my young lady sitting

on the sofa, as grand as you please,

doing nothing.'

Bailiff Bostock banged his riding-

whip on the table so that the window-

frames rattled and every individual

keepsake on the table jumped into-

the air with alarm.
' Now, yovi—go up to your own

room,' he said. ' Hanged if you were

a couple of years younger if I wouldn't,

lay this whip over your shoulders. Get

out of my sight, I say, lest I do it

now.'

Alma meekly obeyed. But as she

mounted the stairs there was a twinkle

in her eye and a dimple at the ends-

of her lips which showed the antici-

pation of a little game of table-turn-

ing of quite a supernatural kind, in

the immediate future. Her mother

saw both twinkle and dimple, and

returned to her kitchen, deeply mar-

velling what manner of thing had

happened unto her daughter.

T

Chapter XXL

'Then a most astonishing thing happened.'
VicioR Hioo.

HE bailiff banged about the room

like a bluebottle against a pane
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of glass, swearing at large. His wife,

used to these illustrations of temper,

went on peeling the potatoes.

' I can't think,' she said quietly,

' whatever can have come to Alma.
Who ever heard tell of such a thing

before ?

'

' I know what is going to come to

her,' replied Alma's father grimly, ' if

it ever happens again.'

Then there was a pause, after

which, observing that if dinner was
not ready in half-an-hour he would
perpetrate mysterious horrors, the

bailiff retreated.

Alma remained upstairs.

Presently her mother called her.

There was no answer. Then she ran

up and tried the door, which was
locked and bolted.

' Come dowTi this minute. Alma.'
' Shan't,' the young lady replied.

' Come down before your father

comes home. He won't take any
more notice.'

' Shan't,' replied Alma again.

' Come, child. Don't make your
father mad.'

' Father,' she said, ' may get as mad
as he likes. I mean to stay here till

he comes upstairs and begs my par-

don.
' Then, my lady,' said Mrs. Bostock,

' you'll have to stay pretty long.

'

There was no reply, and Mrs. Bostock
returned to her potatoes.

The bailiff walked down his garden
in angiy mood. From the garden
gate, looking down the road, you could

see the beginning of the village. He
leaned over the rail and looked up and
down.

Things were not going so well as,

mth his opportunities, he had a right

to expect. Two hundred and fifty

pounds a year, and the buying and
the selling, meant other possibilities.

There was, for instance, a little com-
mission on which he had fully cal-

culated. The other party, to the in-

effable disgrace of humanity, had that

very morning disclaimed the transac-

tion, and refused to part with the ten

per cent. This disgusted the bailiff, and
predisposed him for wrath. Alma's-
strange forgetfulness was, therefore,

like a spark to a mine. After explod-
ing he left the house, and leaning over
his garden gate, brooded as a deeply-

injured man for a few minutes, and
then, half mechanically, opened the
gate and strolled along the road in the
direction of the village.

It was a bright and beautiful day
m July, the sun lying hot and strong
upon the fields, tuining the gi'een corn
into yellow, and doing all sorts of

fancy painting with apples, pears, and
peaches. The bailiff, who wanted a

great deal more culture before he
could get the riglit gi'ip of nature's

beauties, walked, growling to himself,

with the intention, I believe, of taking
a glass of beei', as a snack before din-

ner, at the Spotted Lion. But as he
passed the Squire's cottage, he was
hailed by the tenant.

' Come in, Bostock,' cried Alan.
' You are the very man I wanted to

see.'

The bailiffgrowled again, and swore
melodiously between his teeth ; but he
obeyed the invitation.

Alan was writing, but he put aside

his pen, and turned his chair from the

table.

' Now, then,' he said. ' I was com-
ing up to see you this afternoon, to

say what I have to say.' He rested

his head on his hand, and his elbow on
the arm of his chair, looking at the

bailiff in his meditative way. Bos-
tock thought he looked at him re-

proachfully, and began to wonder if

anything had come out. It is always
disagreeable to be afraid of something
coming out. In the case of gentle-

men like Mr. Bostock, too, there are

so many things which one is anxious,

to keep in obscurity.
' Well, sir?' he said, feeling hot and

uncomfortable.
' Pray, take a cliaii-, Bostock. We

will leave the door open for coolness..

Fir.st of all, about the farm.'
' What about the farm 1

'
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' Well : we are not doiBg well with

it. You can see that by your own
accounts. Can you recommend any-

thing ?

'

The bailiff thought that accounts

are things over which a Christian

compiler may rejoice, inasmuch as they

may tell a different tale to him who
writes them and to him who reads.

But he did not say so.'

' I am disappointed, I confess, with

the result. I hoped there would be a

margin of profit ; but we are sinking

deeper and deeper.'

' Well, sir, you see there's all the

charges you made on it at first ; the

machinery, and the rise of wage, and

all. And then it is but a small farm.

If y<3u really want to make money

—

what a gentleman like you would call

money—by farming, farm large. Get
two or three of your farms, run 'em

into one, and make me—there, now,

that's the only way—make me bailiff

of the whole.'

Alan allowed the suggestion to fall

to the ground.
' You may strike one ofyour laboui--

ers off the roll, Bostock. I have de-

cided that I have done all I can by
my year's work upon the farm. If I

have failed to make myself a friend of

the men, which is, I am sorry to say,

the case, I have learned what a rough

and hard life they have, and how dif-

ficult it is to move in the direction of

culture men whose days are spent in

labour. That is something. Where
I am most disappointed is, that I can-

not get any nearer to them.

'

' You're quite near enough,' said

the bailiff.

' The men shun me ; they will not

work with me if they can help it.

Even with the boys I make no head-

way. They look upon me with some
sort of dislike.'

'That lot,' said Mr. Bostock, by
way of consolation, ' would dislike

the DevU himself.'

' Well, the end of it is, that I with-

draw from the field-work. There is

plenty to do here : I have to aiTange

my amusements for the winter, get

the Art Gallery in order, make an-

other attempt at night-schools—plenty

to do. But I am going to take a very

serious step.'

Mr. Bostock turned pale. Not go-

ing to dismiss the bailiff?

' In order to enter fully into the

mind of the people, to sympathise with

them, to understand my own failure

up to the present point, and, guard
against moi-e and greater failure, I

must have a wife. She must be her-

self a daughter of the class, or near to

the class, among whom my life is to

be spent ; and she must be ready to

enter into my views and help me with

my work.'

Mr. Bostock stared with all his

eyes. What the deuce did all this

mean ?

' In so important a matter—because

I cannot pretend to be actuated by
the—the usual motives in seeking a

wife—I took the advice of friends.

They have pointed out to me the girl

who seems to possess most of the re-

quirements for the position. That girl

is
'

'Not Black Bess, daughter of the

blacksmith !
' cried the bailiff, in alarm;

for the blacksmith and he wex-e uot

friends.

' No—not that young woman,' Alan
replied, with a smile. ' In fact, Bos-

tock, it is—your daughter.'
' My gal ! Mine !

" This time he

jumped out of his chair with excite-

ment. For in a moment that crafty

brain saw the boundless possibilities

of the position. For himself, ease

and comfort assured for life : no more
necessity for paltry cheateries : the

luxury of virtue attainable without an
effort : and even if awkward things

did come out, the certainty that they

would be smoothed over.

' Yours, Bostock.

'

' My gal !
' he repeated, slowly.

' Mine !

'

He opened his lips and gasped.

This was indeed a Providential go.

' You are not joking, Mr. Dunlop "?

'
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• You ought to know by this time,

Bostock, that I am not in the liabit of

joking.' This was quite true, ^o
one ever knew Alan Dunlop make a

joke. He would as soon have stood

upon his head.
' I have already spoken to Alma

about it—in fact, I spoke to her this

moi'ning. She has consented to be-

come my wife on the terms I propose,

to join in my work among the village

people, and raise them, with herself,

to the higher levels.'

' Oh !

' Bostock became more and

more bewildered. The young lady

whom he threatened with his horse-

whip half-an-hour before was already,

then, the betrothed of Squii-e Dunlop.
' Oh ! You have spoken to my gal,'

he added, slowly, 'and my gal has

consented. Ha 1

'

' I hojje you liave no objection,

Bostock.

'

' Well, sir,' he replied, with dignity,

' I don't see any objection, if Alma's

willing. That gal was born to raise

herself—we see it in her from the be-

ginning. And she has a feeling 'art.

Like her father, she has a feeling

'ait.'

' Very well, Bostock. I will go

over and see her again to-morrow

morning.

'

' What will Lord Alwyne say, sir 1
'

' My father never interferes with

my scheme of life,' said Alan. He
nodded his head and returned to his

writing, as if that interview was over.

Mr. Bostock hastened home with a

verv different air from that with which

he had set out. And when he entered

the kitchen, which was at the very

moment when his wife was dishing

the potatoes and setting out the din-

ner, he came in whistling and singing

like a jocund swain of Arcady.
' Why, Stephen, what's come over

you now ? '"' His wife thought that

he might have had some slight touch

of sunstroke, or some sort of fever.

But no ; it was not sunstroke, nor

fever. Joy, as we know, does not

kill. ' You whistlinof and singing I

-why, all the world's goneand Alma-
mad !

'

' Where is my little gal ?
' he asked,

with emphatic affection, rubbing his

hands together. ' Where is mv little

gal?'
' Where should she be, an idle hussy,

but where you sent her—in her bed-

room, sulking 1

' Ah, we are but purblind mortals,

wife.' He filled, and drank a glass

of Ijeer. ' Only purblind mortals in

the day of our wrath '—this was
scriptural— ' and no man knoweth
what a talk with the Squiremav bring

forth. ]My little gal is upstairs, in

her bedroom, is she ? Well, it's awarm
day, and she'llbe cool and comfortable

there. Go and tell her to come down
and kiss her daddy. You and me ^vill

peel the potatoes ; she shall sit on the

sofy in the best room and look pretty.'

Was the man stark staring mad ?

* My gal, Alma !
' he sighed, senti-

mentally. ' Mind, wife, 1 always did

say that girl would be a credit to us.

And a feeling 'art.

'

' If you did say that, Stephen, you
said it behindmyback. Feeling heart ]

Yes, after a bit o' ribbon and a ruff.

Alma won't come down, she says, un-

less vou go upstairs and beg her par-

don.'

' At any other time,' said her father,

rising with alacrity, ' at any other

time but this, I'd see Alma d -d
first, and break my stick over her
shoulders afterwards. Now, my dear,

it's my turn to sing small ; very small

we must both sing now.'
' Why, what has happened, Stephen?'

Stephen did not reply, but climbed
heavily upstairs.

" Alma," she heard him cry in

honeyed tones. ' Alma, my little gal,

come out and kiss your daddy.'
' Say, " I beg your pardon," ' cried

Alma shrilly, from the safety of her
own room.

Mrs. Bostock laughed with the in-

credulity of Sarai.

' I beg your pardon. Alma,' said

her father. ' I beg your pardon, my
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little gal ; come out and kiss your

loving clad.'

The door was instantly opened, and

there was a sound as of a paternal

embrace, and a kiss upon the fore-

head. And then they came down
stairs together, the father with his

arm ai'ound hisgirl's waist.

' Lord !

' said Mr. Bostock, ' if I'd

only a known it. But there, you see,

you said nothing. That was your art-

fulness. Kiss me again, pretty.'

' Now, Bostock,' said his bewildered

wife, ' when you've done carrying on

like a Tom-fool in a show, p'r'aps you'll

sit down and eat your dinner.'

' Dinner !
' cried the bailifi', ' what's

dinner at such a moment 1 We ought

to be drinking champagne wine. And
we shall, too ; only you wait. Alma,
tell your mother all about it. No-

—

I will. This gal 'o mine,'-—he laid his

broad hand upon her head, and the

triumph of the moment was to Alma
almost as delightful as the triumph of

the golden apple— ' This gal 'o mine,

who takes after father for sweetness

of disposition, is going to many no
less a nobleman than Mr. Dunlop

—

there !

'

Tableau !

But Mrs. Bostock said, when she

had recovered something of her tran-

quillity, that it seemed to her an un-

natural thing, and one which, if

brought to her late lady's knowledge
would make her turn in her grave.

This aristocratic platform was the re-

sult of having been a lady's maid.

Both the bailiff and his daughter de-

spised it.

How Mr. Bostock spent the after-

noon in sui^eying the land which he
already regai'ded with the eye of a

proprietor ; how he saw himself, not

bailiff of the smallest and least pro-

ductive farm on the estate, but stew-

ard of half a dozen farms roiled into

one ; how he revelled in anticipations

of large balances at the bauk ; how
he puffed himself up with the sense

of his newly-born greatness—these

things belong to the chapters of Para-

lipomena. And if every novel had
these chapters published in addition

to its own, the world would not be
wide enough to contain the literature

of fiction. To the same chapter be-

long the flatness of the afternoon for

Alma, and the mixture of pride and
disgust which fell upon the soul of

her mother.

In the evening, after sunset, the

girl slipped out unobserved. Her
father had just lit his pipe and her

mother the lamp. One was sitting

over needlework, the other over a

book of accounts. It was quite usual

for her to go out in the evening, and
neither made any remark.

She slipped down the long garden-

path as fast as her feet would carry

her. At the garden-gate she looked

up and down the road. Presently, a

tall form came quietly along in the

twilight. It was that of Hany, the

gamekeeper. She opened the gate,

and he came in; following her across

the beds to the orchard at the side,

where they could talk without fear of

detection. This, in fact, was their

trysting-place.

' I heard,' said Harry, ' about the

fooling of the gold thing. Don't you
turn your head with vanity. Alma.
Not but you deserve it better than

Black Bess, and if you like it, why

—

there—it don't matter to me.'

He has got his arm round -her waist,

and is a tall young fellow, looking

handsome and. well-set-up in his rough

gamekeeper's dress.

'No, ;md nothing will ever matter

to you any more, Harry,' said the

girl.

' Why, what's happened, Alma 1
'

' Oh 1 Harry, you and me can't

ever marry now.'

'Why not 1 'Cause of father? Who
cares for joxvc father 1

'

' No, not because of father—worse

than that
—

'cause of the Squire, Mr.

Dunlop.

'

' What's he got to do with you and
me. Alma V

' A good deal, Harry. He pays
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your wages, which is what he has to

do with you. And he has usked ine

to marry him."

' You I Alma—you I To marry the

Squire !

'

Even the bailiff's astonishment was
not greater than honest Harry Car-

dew's.

' You, Alma \

'

' He will have it, Harry. I can't

help myself. Besides, though I like

you the best, and you know that very

well, it is a grand thing to marry the

Squire. And if I was to say "no,"

thei-e's all the rest to pick and choose

from. For he's determined, he says,

to marry in the village, so as to get

to vmdei-stand there-—I don't

know.

'

Harry was staggered. He was pre-

pared for almost any other kind of

blow. That the bailiff would not con-

sent he knew already ; but Alma had
promised, with every vow that the

gii'l knew, fidelity to him. She would
keep company with no one but him

;

how, then, about that walk through
the woods with Mr. Exton? The
young man trusted her, as is the way
with loyal young men. And now she

was asked in marriage by the Squire

—

of all men in the world. Did Re-
bekah, when the great sheikh's mes-
sengers bore her away, leave behind
her some mourning swain of Padan-
Aram ?

'What did your father say?' asked
Harry.

' Father's proud. Been kissing and
hugging me ,all day long,' Alma
i-eplied.

' What wovdd your father say if

you told him you liked me best 1
'

' Father 'ud beat me to a mash,'

said the girl with the straightforward-

ness of conviction.
' So he would—so he would. Bos-

tock's handy with his stick, 'cept when
a man's about. Well, you ain't mar-
ried yet, my beauty. You go on easy
and quiet. Don't you fret. When
the right time comes, we'll see.

'

' Why, what would you do, Harry?

'

' Never you mind, pretty. I've got
your promise and the broken sixpence.
Go on fooling round with the Squire
a bit longer, if you like—let your
father make what he can out of him
while the sun lasts, for it won't last

long. And when it comes to a wed-
ding, it'll be Harry Cardew and Alma
Bostock, not the Squire at all. So
there, now.'

There was an air of streng-th and
certainty about her lover which was
not unpleasing. And the way in
which, ptitting his arms round her,
and kissing her at odd intervals, he
assumed that she belonged to "him,
was at once terrifying and delightful.

It would never do to miss the chance
of Weyland Court, for although Mr.
Dunlop said something foolish about
work in the village, that was all non-
sense, and she intended to live as the
wife of the Squire ought to live, in
idleness at the Court. On the other
hand, there would be the dreadful
trouble of a husband of whom she was
afraid. Far better the man who held
her in his arms, the handsome, stal-

wart Harry, as brave as a lion and as
sti'ong.

' So there, Alma, my gal,' he said,

'and now, good-night. I've got to"

think over it somehow. If I must
speak to Mr. Dunlop, I shall tell him
everything. But I shall see. Keep
.up your courage, my dear.'

He left her and she returned to the
house.

Her father was drinking brandy-
and-water.

' Where have you been, Alma ?

'

asked her mother.

'Into the garden for my basket,'
she replied, using a figure of speech
common among young Avomen, but
not inculcated in any of the copy-
books, called the siipjjrfssio veri. She
had, in fact, brought back a basket.

'Your mother,' said Mr. Bostock,
' says it isn't natural. I suppose flesh

and blood isn't natural next, nor a
pretty girl isn't natural. To me, now
it only shows what a straight man Mr.
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Dunlop is. Wlaat a man ! As I said

the very first day when he made me
his bailiff. " He is a man," I said,

" as knows a man when he sees a man."

Fii-st, he says to himself, " I want a

bailiff: Where shall I find that

bailiff'? Where am I to go for hon-

esty and hard work ] Stephen Bos-

toc'k," he says, " is that man." Next,

he says, " I want a wife—not a fal-

lal fine lady, but an honest wife.

Where shall I find that wife 1 Alma,

daughter of Stephen Bostock, is the

gii-lforme," he says; "my bailiff"s

gal. She takes after her father and

has a feeling 'art.'"

He looked round the room trium-

l)hantly after quoting this double il-

lustration of his employer's remark-

able acuteness.
' Going into the garden after your

basket,' he echoed, after a pause.

' Next year you'll be sending your

footman into the garden after your

basket. See how different men are

from women,' he observed. ' Mr. Dun-

lop wants a wife. He takes his

bailiff^'s daughter. Now, if I had a

boy, do you think Miss ^Miranda

would many him 1
'

' I am quite sure,' said his wife,

' that she wouldn't be such a fool.'

' No, she wouldn't Gar ! it's their

cussed pride.'

They left him alone presently, and

he drank more brandy-and water, con-

sidering how this new relationship

could be turned to the best advantage.

He saw many ways. As he considered

each in its turn his face assumed the

varying expressions of conceit, selfish-

ness, cunning, and extraordinary

satisfaction.

He sat up in his chair and slapped

his leg, a resonant slap, which woke

up Alma lying in the room above, and

made Harry the gamekeeper, a mile

off, think there was a shot in the pre-

serves.

' It's fine !
' he ejaculated. ' Dam-

mit—it's fine.'

Chapter XXII.

'They say, best men are moulded out of faults?'

SO Alan Dunlop became engaged.

Events of great magnitude are

seldom long before they meet with

the trumpet of Fame. It need not

be detailed how the intelligence was
received at the Spotted Lion ; how
the thing, whispered at first from ear

to ear, was speedily proclaimed upon
the housetops : how, finally, the Lon-
don pa})ers got hold of it, and set spe-

cials down to wi-ite sensation columns
on the Weyland Experiment.

The members of the Order, for

their part, received the news with

unfeigned disgust. There could be

no longer any doubt as to Hamlet's
madness. A man may give up all

that makes life desirable and go to

work in a smock-frock, and yet not

be mad. A man may fancy that he

will be scble to educate the British

peasantry into a love for culture, and
yet not be mad. Dubious and ill-

defined as is the borderland between
sanity and its opposite—multitudinous

as are the men \i iO caniiot quite see

things as other men see them—there

can be no doubt as to which side he

belongs who, being a gentleman, actu-

ally proposes to marry a village girl,

without the pretence of passion, and
solely in order to carry out an expe-

riment. The o})inions of the frater-

nity, variously expressed, amounted,

therefore, to this, that Alan Dunlop
must be mad. The spii'it of the Order,

which requires affection and service to

be given by knight to demoiselle, and
not to fillette or chambriere, was in-

fringed. It was lese-majeste — high

treason against Love. And to the

Sisters, though none expressed the

feeling in words, it seemed a cruel

slight towards their Abbess.

Naturally, it was Mii'anda who fii'st

talked about it. The Sisters, or a good

many of them, were collected in Des-

demona's cell, which was, as we know,

a gi-eat place of morning resort ; chiefly
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becaiise its occupant sat there over

what she was pleased to call her work,

which was chiefly the devising amuse-

ments for the Abbey, and because she

never minded interruption.

' I have known,' said Miranda in

her quiet and straightforward manner,

seeming to be aware of the tliought

that lay in every mind— ' I have

known for some time what has been

in Alan Dunlop's mind ; and it is a

gi'eat unhappiness to me, because, of

course, he has always been a gi'eat

deal to me, a part of my life.

'

Desdemona, from the depths of her

easychair, murmured lightly :

' Henceforth, let us acknowledge

that Hamlet is really mad. To have

been with Mii'anda all these years, and

not to have fallen in love with her, is

alone enough to prove it. Has he

made love to any of you, my dears ?'

No : there had been no sign of flir-

tation, no indication of the slightest

tendency in that direction toward?

any of them. Their pretty heads shook

with unanimous sadness—call it rather

pity—that one so handsome and so

admirable from every other point of

view should be so cold.

' Confirmatory evidence,' said Des-

demona. ' He has been insensible to

the single beauty of Miranda when he

was alone with her, and to the collec-

tive beauty of the Order. Oh ! he is

qui'e, qiTite mad. And yet we love our

Hamlet.'
' No,' said Miranda, ' Alan is not at

all mad : he is only an enthusiast : he

has chosen a path full of ditticulties,

and he does not always see his way
plainly. I fear he has made a grave

mistake.'

Said Desdemona :
' But he is not

married yet.' She said it with em-
phasis.

' Unfortunately,' Miranda went on,

' it was partly my fault. Alan asked

me to recommend him the best—or the

least objectionable— of the village

girls. Of course I could not conscien-

tiously recommend him anyone really,

but 1 undertook the task in the hope

that he would see the dreadful mis-

take he was going to make. And then,

the other day, when Mr. Exton had

his unfortunate " Judgment of Paris,"

just after he had awarded the prize to

Alma Bostock, and at the very mo-

ment when she was standing before

us all, looking her very best in her

first flush of her triumph, Alan came

in, and jumped at once to the conclu-

sion, that there was the girl I had se-

lected for his wife.'

' And now,' said Cecilia, with a sigh,

* I suppose we shall have to di.sperse

ourselves. There is an end of the Ab-

bey of Thelema. Where else can the

Order find so glorious a home, and io

splendid an organ %

'

'Where else,' sighed another, 'shall

we find so complete a theatre 1
'

' Where else,' asked Nelly, ' shall

we find such a free and happy life V
' And a park like Weyland Park.'

' And gardens like those of Wey-
land Court.'

' And such an owner of all, such an

Amphitryon,' said Desdemona, ' as

Alan Dunlop. Hamlet with all his

fancies is the best of all the Brothers.

But, my children, go on enjoying youth

and pleasure. The Abbey is not dis-

solved yet : the Seigneur of Weyland
is not yet married.'

'Desdemona,' said Nelly, 'you said

that before : you mean something:

you are raising false hopes. You pro-

phesy what you wish. Wicked woman

!

Alan must keep his word of honour.'

' I am a prophet,' replied the ac-

tress, ' by reason of my age and sex

You will all become prophets in time

especially if you learn the art of fore-

telling by your own sufferings, which

Heaven forbid. I read the future

—

some futures—like a printed book

Alan will not be married to the Bos-

tock girl. Are you all satisfied 1
'

' Not quite,' said Nelly, the most

superstitious of womankind. ' Tell

us more about him. Will he ever

marry at all 1 Will he give up his

crotchets'? Will he settle down and

be happy like the rest of the world ?

'
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Desdemona siiook her head. ' Do
you not know,' she said, ' that the

Oracle would never give more than

one reply at a time.'

' Then tell me something about my-
self,' said the girl.

' Look out of the window,' replied

the Pythoness, ' and see your fate.'

Nelly looked, and returned blush-

ing.

' What have you seen, my child 1
'

* Tom Caledon lying on the grass
;

and he saw me, and waved his hand.

And Mr. Exton was walking away
into the Park.'

' That is your fate, my deai-.

'

• All the other Sisters laughed, and
Nelly asked no moi'e questions.

Alan did not appear that night, nor
for several nights, at dinner. When
he did, his manner was constrained.

No one congratulated him : no one
asked him any questions. Only Des-
demona sought to speak with him
secretly.

' I think,' she said, when she found
an opportunity, ' I think, for my part,

that a man's happiness is the very tii"st

consideration in life.'

This was a proposition which could

not be allowed to pass unchallenged

by a man who had deliberately thrown
away his own chance of happiness.

' I know what you think, Alan,'

she went on. ' That I am a selfish old

woman. Perhaps I am. I see no
good, for instance, in your self-sacrifice.

You wei'e born to set an example.'
' And I do set an example, I think,'

he replied grimly.
' Yes : the awful example. It was

foolish enough to fancy that these

clods would begin to long for culture

becaiise you went to live among them.

You see they do not. But it is far

worse to imagine that they will be any
the better for your marrying among
them.

' It is my hope,' said Alan, a little

stiffly, ' that they will. It seems to

me the only chance of understanding

them.

'

' If I wanted to uuderstaiid farm-

labourers,' said Desdemona, ' which I

do not, I should get at their minds by
comparison. You drink a glass of

wine critically : they gulp beer greed-

ily. You make dining one of the

Fine Arts : they eat where and how
they can. You think of other people

besides yourself, of great questions

and lofty things : they think of them-
selves and the soil. As you rise in

the scale you shake ofi" more and more
of the animal. As you descend, you
put on more and more.'

But Alan shook his head.

'Then there is another thing,' Des-

demona went on with her pleading.

" If you marry this girl with the view

of using her insight and experience to

help out yovu- own. what does she

marry you for 1

'

Beally, Alan could not say why .she

was going to marry him. Now he

came to face the question he perceived

suddenly that it might be on account

of his great possessions.

' Is it for love, Alan ?

'

' No, I suppose not—at least I have

not pretended to any love on my own
part

'

* Is it in the hope of furthei-ing your

projects I

'

' It is on the vmderstanding that

my ideas are to be studied ami fur-

thered if possible.'

'The lower you go,' De.sdeniuna

went on, 'the less do people care about

efibrts which are based on ideas. They
can understand a.paii' of blankets or

piece of beef. Charity to them means
immediate help. What sympathy you
expect to find in such a girl I cannot

think.'

He made no answer.

She went on relentlessly.

' Another thing, again. Alma Bos-

tock does not belong to the i-ank of

labourers.

'

' I see very little distance between

a small tenant-farmer, who is now my
bailiff", and one of his labourers.'

' You do not,' she replied, ' but

Alma does. She sees a great deal.

Alan, before the eyes of all English
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girls of the lower ranks there floats

for ever a vision of rapturous splend-

our. They di-eam that a prince, a

beautiful youth with vast possessions,

is coming to marr}' them, and that

they will go away with him to bliss

unspeakable. Too often, the prince

does actually come, and makes love to

them. And they do go away with him
—but not to marriage or to bliss, poor

things. Alma's eyes are dazzled. ISTo

use for you to protest that in marrying
her you want her to be your Lieuten-

ant, that you intend to live down in

the village among the people. They
are not her people ; she has risen a

little above them : she will rise to your

level, if she can. She will have her

eyes fixed upon Weyland Court. As
you have made her your wife, you
must make her a lady. And then you
will bring to your old home, not the

worthy successor of your mother, no
queenly chatelaine like Miranda, no
sweet and beautiful girl like Nelly,

but a companion who is no companion,

a woman miserable because she has

got her ambition, and is not satisfied

because she is out of her place "

' Stop, Desdemona,' said Alan. ' I

have pledged my word. All these

things may be as you say. It will be

my business to fight against them.'

He left her, and presently struck

gloomily across the Park, homewards.
Ever since the day when he oflfered

himself to the village maiden, he had
been tormented by a doubt worse than

that of Panurge. SaidPanurge, 'Shall

I marry ? Shall I marry not 1
' Said

Alan, ' I must marry. Have I been a

fool, or have I not 1 And if I have,

then what an amazing fool
!

'

For of these late days a vision of

quite another kind had crossed his

mind. It began with that touch of

Alma's hand when it lay in his. She
was to be his wife : her hand was
there in token of her promised word.

It was a soft hand, and small, although

it did all sorts of hovisehold work ; but

Alan did not think of its softness. It

was, somehow, the wrong hand. It

was a hand which had no businesswith
him or his. When he talked with her

the same feeling came over him. He
was talking to the wa-ong woman. His
words fell into her mind like water
poured into the vessels of the daught-

ers of Danaus, because it passed away
and made no impression. The wrong
woman. And if so, who was the right

woman 1 If so, how could there be any
other woman to till that place but Mi-
randa 1

When it was too late, when he had
given his promise to another, he found
what Miranda had always been to him
—the only woman in the world.

' A man's own happiness the chief

thing to look after,' Desdemona had
said. And his duty to set an example
in the conduct of life. Was it, then,

altogether a mistake ? Was his self-

imposed mission, his apostleship of

culture, wholly a gi-eat mistake 1 Was
he, instead of a martyr, only an ass ]

I think it would be difficult for a

preacher, an apostle, or a prophet to

propose to one's self a more disquieting

question. Suppose Brigham Young,
in his old age had been troubled with

doubts : suppose the Pope were to have
misgivings about Protestantism : sup-

pose Mr. Spurgeon were to become
convinced that the right thing was the

Establishment : suppose Mr. Ruskin
doubting whether he had not better

tear up everything he has written

since the ' Stones of Yenice :
' suppose

Mohammed at the close of his career

wondering whether he had not done
infinite mischief : suppose the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury becoming a Ri-

tualist : suppose Mr. Gladstone begin-

ning to stone the priests. Such a revo-

lution was going on in poor Alan's

brain. Was he a confessor for the

faith, was he a young man who had
generously sacrificed himself in the

pursuit of a noble cause, or was he

—alas 1—was he only an ass ?

The owls in the trees hooted at him
as he passed across the silent Park.
' To-whoo ! to-whoo ! What an ass you
are ! To-whoo !

' The wind in his face
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whispered it in his ears as he passed :

' Ass ! ass ! ass !
' And a low voice in

the distance murmured unceasingly as

he went along :
' He might have had

Mii-anda—Ass !
' He got hack to his

cottage-—howgrim and mean it looked,

with its stone floor and its pine-

wood table !—and found a letter from
Alma.

' My dear friend '—(after all, it

made very little matter whether she

spelled properly or not. Philanthropy,

marriage,, harmony, mutual respect,

things beyond the power of bad spell-

ing to touch)— ' My dear friend,—

I

have read the book which you lent me
quite through. I will give it back to

yovi to-morrow. I think I should like

a story-book better, if you will find me
one. Father sends his love.

' Your aflecshunate

'Alma.'

Well : he taught her to call him
her friend : she had read the book

—

one of Ptuskin's shorter works ; it

was natural that she should like a

story-book better than an essay ; and
it was also pleasant that she should

add in her artless way, the love of her

father. Stephen Bostock's love, and
yet . . . oh ! the wrong hand,
the MTong voice, the wrong woman.
He went to bed, and lay awake,

thinking sadly of the future which
stretched before him. He saw him-
self cariying a burden growing daily

heavier. He saw the sweet eyes of

Miranda resting upon him with sym-
pathy, but they gradually sank out of

sight and disappeared. And then he
was left quite alone with his burden,
which was a live woman, struggling

and fighting with him, and crying to

go to Weyland Court.

Desdemona, for her part, began to

think that in her professional career

she had assisted at the construction

of many a good drama, of which the

plot did not promise to be half so

good as this story of Alan and Mi-
i-anda. She had suggested many an

ingenious situation, striking tableau,

and astonishing (3?c'Ho»e??i^«<, which the
author had carried out in the book,
and she on the boards. Now she had
a plot to work out, the issues of which
concei'ned the happiness of two })eople

at least, not counting Alma.
To prophecy is all very well ; but

suppose it depends upon the prophet
to Ijring about the fulfilment ? Then
it becomes embarrassing. What move
should she take % Presently a thought
occurred to her. It was as yet quite

in the rough, but it was worth follow-

ing up. And she sent for Tom Cale-

don, because he knew everybody and
theii- history.

'Now, Tom,' she said, -I want to

have a confidential talk with you.

Sit down, be patient, and tell me the

exact truth, or help me to find it."

' Is it anything about Nelly and
me ?

' asked Tom guiltily.

'No, egotistical boy—always think-

ing of yourself—it is not. It is about

a much more important couple—about
Alan and Miranda.'

' Why
Bostock.

' Please do not interrupt. The sa-

gacity of men, when they do some-

times attempt to understand things, is

sometimes too dreadful. Listen, I

want to know all about Alma Bos-

tock.
'

' All about Alma Bostock,' Tom re-

peated ;
' as if anybody could ever

know all about a gii'L'

' Do not be cynical, Tom. Men
may learn quite as much about girls

as is good for them to know. Let wo-

men have theii' little secrets if they

like. However, I want to find out as

many of Miss Alma Bostock's as I

can.'

' That seems an extensive order.'

'First, what do you know about

herr
' Well, it's a good many years since

I have been knocking about this part

of the country, and I know most of

the people in it—
'

' Dear me ! cannot the man come
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to the point at once ? Do you know
Alma Bostock well "?

'

' Pretty well.' Tom smiled. ' Pretty

well—I have spoken to her.'

' Now tell me, Tom, what sort of a

girl is she ?

'

' Comely,' said Tom, ' not to say

alarmingly pretty. Alan has got one

of the village beauties.

'

' Ah !
' said Desdemona. ' I suppose

the other two are that black-haired

young person whom we saw in the

tent last week, and the statuesque-

looking girl. Beauties of a kind

;

but, Tom, do you think it right—

I

ask you—to use the same woitl to de-

scribe Nelly Despard and Alma Bos-

tock?'
' Never mind,' said Tom, waving the

question. And indeed it must be

owned that the masculine mind is far

more catholic and comprehensive as

regards beauty than the feminine. We
need not be ostentatiously proud, how-
ever, of this superiority. ' Never
mind that,' said Tom. ' She is a pretty

girl.'

' Is she—I don't say a good girl

—

of course she is a good girl.' Desde-

mona paused a moment, as if she would
receive with resignation an assurance

to the contrary effect. ' Of course

she is a good girl,' she repeated with

emphasis, as such assurance did not

come. ' But is she a gii-1 with any

self-respect or dignity ?

'

Tom tried to look serious, but broke

down and allowed a little smile to play

about the corners of his mouth.
' Then I am to suppose that she is

not,' Desdemona said sharply.

' Indeed, I said nothing of the

kind.'

' Some girls of that class,' his ex-

aminer went on with great persistency,

' allow young gentlemen to kiss them.

At least, I have heard rumours to that

effect.

'

Here Tom fairly Inirst into a

laugh.
' Oh !

' said Desdemona. ' Then I

suppose that you are one of those who
have alreadv kissed the village maiden.

Now, don't beat aljout the bush, Tom,
but tell me everything.'

' You really must not ask every-

thing. I appeal to your generosity,

Desdemona.

'

' I have none when the interests of

Alan Dunlop are at stake. Tell me
all, Tom.'

Well, then, if you must know
I wonder what Nelly would say

'

' Nelly shall not know.'
' If you do meet a pretty girl in a

shady lane, and you do take toll as

you pass—-an innocent toll that really

does no harm to anybody '

' A country girl is only a toy to

amuse a gentleman,' said Desdemona
a little bitterh^ ' Go on, Tom Cale-

don. Has this toll been often demand-
ed and paid ]

'

' Pretty often, I dare say,' he re-

plied, with unblushing effrontery.

' I suppose whenever you met her.

Shameful !

'

' Well,' said Tom, ' if you come to

that, Desdemona, I should like to

know what you would have done if

you had met her dancing aloiag the

way with her bright eyes and rosy

cheeks, and her curls as gay as the

flowers in June ?

'

' I should have boxed her ears,'

said the lady calmly. ' I should cei-

tainly like to box her ears. A girl

who lets one man kiss her will, of

course, let a dozen. One understands

that. But about herself—is she

clever 1

'

' I should say no.

'

' Has she any education 1
'

' I should say none. Reads and
writes. Reads love-stories and writes

love-letters, no doubt, to Harry.'
' What !

' shrieked Desdemona.
' Writes love-letters 1 To Harry ?

'

' She used to, I know, because

Harry, who is as good a fellow as ever

stepped, has often shown them to mt*.

But, of course, she has left off now,

and given Alan the benefit of all her

thoughts.'

'I see.' Desdemona relapsed into

silence. She was turning thinus over
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in hei* iiiiiid. This revelation about

HaiTy was just the thing she wanted.

Tom went i-ambling on

:

' She is good about the house, I

believe ; makes butter, looks after the

cheese, and the cream, and the eggs

—

all that sort of thing. I've been in

her dairy when her father and mother
were away on market-day. It was
quite Arcadian, I assure you. Made a

fellow feel like a shepherd.'
' Thank you, Tom

;
you have told

me quite enough,' said Desdemona.
.
' That is another remarkably stupid

thing about men—that they never
know when to stop when they do
begin confessing. I suppose it comes
of the amazing opinion they always
have of their own importance. Do
you know if she is fond of running
about in the evening or does she stay

at home ?

'

' Why, ' said Tom, ' of course she

likes running about in the evening—
they all do. She used to get out on
one excuse or the other, and meet
Harry at the bottom of the garden
every night. I dare say she stays at

home now, and listens to Alan. I

should like to see him, with his

solemn blue eyes, preaching to poor

little Alma about the great and glori-

ous mission she has to fulfil, while

old Bostock pretends to enjoy the talk,

tliinking how to make something
more out of it for himself. Perhaps
poor old Harry is crying his eyes out

at the bottom of the garden. He's
just the sort of man to take things of

this sort seriously ; and if you've got

nothing more to ask me, Desdemona,
1 will go and find him out, and see

how he does take it.'

Tom rose and took his hat.

' One moment, Tom,' said Desde-
mona ; 'who is he, this Harry.'

' Why, Cardew, one of Alan's game-
keepers, of course. Everyljody always
calls him Harry, and there can't be
two Harrys about the place.'

' What sort of man is he 1
'

' A tall, handsome man, about my
height, but better lookingand stronger.

Just the sort of fellow to catch a

girl's fancy.'

' Yes ; and is she the girl to keep a

fancy in her head when once she has
got one 1

'

' That I can hardly say. You see,

Desdemona, my acquaintance with
Alma Bostock is limited to the—the

—little trifles I have communicated
to you. Need I express a hope that

they Avill not be mentioned before

certain ears polite 1 I mean that

perhaps Nelly, not to say Miranda,
might not think the better of me.

Now you, I know, will forgive these

little trespasses, the knowledge of

which has been, so to speak, wrung
from me by a pressure equal to wild

horses.

'

' I shall not talk about them, Tom.
Of course, it is of no use asking you
to abstain in future from—taking

toll.'

' On the contrary, as regards Alma,'

said Tom, lightly, * all the use in the

world ; she belongs to Alan now.

'

' And before, she belonged to Harry
the gamekeeper. Poor Harry !

'

' Well, but Harry did not know

;

and what the eye does not see, the

heart does not grieve for.'

' Poor Harry !—again. But, now,
Tom, we come to the really serious

part of the business. Do you like the

idea of this marriage ]

'

' Like it ! No ! but I am not

Alan's keeper.'

' Then will you help me to prevent

itf
' I would help you if 1 could, Des-

demona. '

Tom became serious, and sat down
again.

' Of course Alma is quite unworthy
of him.'

' We must look about us then, and
invent something.

'

' Shall we take Nelly into confi-

dence !

'

' Tom, your weakness as regards

that young lady is unworthy of you.

The fewer in our confidence the better.

You and I are the only two, to begin
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with. Later on, perhaps, we may let

gamekeeper Harry join us.'

' Harry ? Well, I leave it all to

you. Only Nelly would have enjoyed

it so much.'
' Nelly is charming as she is pretty.

But Nelly might enjoy it so much as

to share her pleasure in the plan with

somebody else. You mvist confine

your confidence to me, if you please.'

' Very well,' said Tom, ' though

how you ai*e going to manage things

I cannot understand.'

Desdemona rose from her chaii', and
began to walk al>out the room.

' I never thought you would under-

stand,' she replied, at one of the turns

upon the stage.

She still preserved her stage man-
ner—right to left, left to right—and
swept her skirts behind her with a

touch of the hand, as she turned, in

her old familiar stage style.

' You see—stand up, sir, before the

footlights, and face the audience—we
are now at the end of Act the First,

and this is the situation. Alan Dun-
lop is engaged to Alma Bostock, being

himself in love with Miranda.'
' In love with Miranda ? How do

you know that 1

'

' Because I am a prophetess—be-

fore the audience—and when the cur-

tain is down I am a dramatist. But
it is true, Tom ; and Miranda, though
she will not confess it to herself, is in

love with Alan. Your friend Harry
is already engaged to this village

maiden, who may be represented on
the stage as artless and innocent. In
i-eal life she is vain, foolish, and de-

signing, and Harry would he well rid

of her. The girl herself, afraid of her

stalwart rustic, afraid of her greedy

and grasping father, afraid of her
gentleman suitor, does not know what
to do. The curtain falls upon the

situation. Even the ci-itics, who have
left off"applauding since poor old John
Oxeiiford i-etired, are pleased with the

tableau which ends the First Act, and
the people are mad for what follows.'

' And what does follow 1
'

' That we must devise for ourselves

—^you and I.'

' But I am not a dramatist, Desde-
mona. I don't believe I could write

a play to save my life.'

' You might, my dear Tom ; but it

would be a shocking bad one. All
you have to do is to follow my instruc-

tions. It is a very strong comedy.
The first act is, beyond everything,

effective. It remains with us to im-

prove upon it in the second and third.

Up to the present I only half see my
way to the second. And as to the third,

all I see as yet is a wedding. There
will be bells, but not for Alan and
the village beauty ; and a procession,

but Alma will not occupy the leading

place in it—at least, not the place she

contemplates '

' You are such a clever woman,
Desdemona,' said Tom, ' that I should

think you might construct another

drama out of Nelly and me, and make
it end, like the fii'st, in a procession

with bells, in which tliat fellow Exton
shall not occupy the position he appar-

ently contemplates.'
' The old-fashioned plan was the

best, Tom. The lover ran away with
the girl, and made it up wiih. her
father afterwai'ds.

'

Tom sighed, and withdrew.

Desdemona sat down, and reflected.

(jTo be cuiitinued.)
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OXE OF CANADA'S HEROINES.

MADELEINE DE VERC'HERE8.«

BY JOIIX READE.

' /~\H ! my country, bowed in anguish 'neatli a weight of bitter woe,.

^-^ Who shall save thee from the vengeance of the desolating foe ?

They have sworn a heathen oath that every Christian soul must die

—

God of Heaven, in mercy shield us ! Father, hear thy children's cry.'

Thus prayed Madeleine, the daughter of an old, heroic line

—

Grecian poet, had he seen her, would have deemed her race divine :

But as the golden sun transcends the beauty of the brightest star,

Than all the charms of face or form her maiden heart was lovelier far.

III.

We can see her now in fancy, through the dim years gazing back

To those stormy days of old, the days of valiant Frontenac,

Wlien the thinly settled land was sadly wasted far and near

And before the savage foe the people fled like stricken deer.

'Tis the season when the forest wears its many coloured dress.

And a strange foreboding whisper answer's back the wind's caress,

As the swaying pines repeat the murmurs of the distant waves,

While the cliildren of the Summer flutter softly to their graves.

But—was that another whisper, warning her of ill to come,

As she stands beside the river, near her father's fortress-home ?

Hark ! the sound of stealthy footsteps creeps upon the throbbing ear-

Maiden, fly ! the foe ap[)roaches, and no human aid is near.

* fee Piirknian's ' '<'ronteiiac.
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Surely He who decked with beauty this fair cartli on which we dwell

Never meant that men should change it by their madness into hell :

He who gave the trees their glory, gave the bii-d.s their gift of song

Cannot smile from out yon heavens at the sight of human wrono-.

vn.

But those savage hearts no beauty wins to thoughts of tender ruth

Mother fond, or gentle maid, or smiling innocence of youth.

See ! with fierce exulting yells the flying maiden they pursue

Hear her prayer, O God, and save her from that wild, vindictive crew.

Never ere that day or since was such a race Ijy maiden run
;

Never 'gainst such fearful odds was wished-for goal so swiftlv won
;

Fifty foes are on her track, the bulh^ts graze her floating hair

—

But woi-se than vain is all their rage, for God above has heard her prayer.

IX.

Madeleine has reached the Fort ; the gates are closed against the foe,

But now a terror-stricken throng sends up to Heaven a wail of woe

. Feeble men and fainting women, without heart, or hope, or plan

—

Then it was that God gave courage to a maid to act the man.

'Then it was that Madeleine bethought her of her father's fame
;

' Never shall a soldier's daughter die the coward's death of shame

;

Never in the days to come, when Canada is great and proud,

Be it said a Christian maiden bv a heathen's threat was cowed.

' He is but a craven wretch would bid me yield in such an hour—
Nevei- yet my country's sons in pei-il's face were known to cower-

No, my people ! God is with \is ; 'tis our homes that we defend

—

Let the savage do his worst, we will oppose him to the end.

' Women, I am but a girl, but heroes' Ijlood is in my veins.

And I will shed it drop by drop, before I see my land in chains

333
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Let them tear me limb from limb, or strew my ashes to the wind.

Ere I disa-race the name I he-AY, or leave a coAvard's fame behind.

XIII.

' Brothers mine, thoiigh young in years, you are old enough to know

That to shed your blood is noble, fighting with your country's foe !

Be the lesson unforgotten that our noble father gave,

Whether glory be its guerdon or it win us but a grave.

XIV.

' Come, my people, take your places, every one as duty calls,

Death to every foe who ventures to approach these fortress walls !

Let no point be unprotected, leave the rest to God on high.

Then we shall have done our duty, even if we have to die.'

Tlius she raised their drooping courage, matchless maiden, Madeleine,

And the arj ' to arms ' re-echoed, till the roof-tree rang again.

Cannons thundered, muskets rattled and the clank of steel was heard.

Till the baflled foe retreated, like a wolf untimely scared.

XVI.

Seven days and seven nights, with sleepless eye and bated breath,

They held the Fort against the foe that lurked around them plotting death !

At last a joyous challenge came, it was the brave La Monnerie,

And up to Heaven arose a shout, ' The foe has fled and we are free.'
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MATTHEW ARNOLD AS A POET.

BY WALTER TOUKSEXD.

IT is only within the last few years

that Mr. Matthew Arnold can

be said to have firmly established his

reputation as one of the first among
living poets. The fact is surprising,

when we reflect that this reputation,

so recently gained, rests entirely on
poems which have been before the

public for about a quarter of a cen-

turj. For Mr. Arnold, deaf alike to

the remonstrances of friendly critics

and to the pi-ayers of brother poets,

has sufiered many years to elapse

without adding to the list of his

poems. He has confined himself to

prose, and as a prose writer he is uni-

versally knowTi and widely read, while

it is safe to say, that even at the pre-

sent time, many of those who know
him well as a philosophical and did-

actic essayist, have little or no ac-

quaintance with him as a poet.

To a few, and by no means an
esoteric few, his poems have long

been familiar and well-loved friends
;

by the general reading public they

have been little known. This is

the more surprising, as there is no
obscurity or want of human interest

in the poems themselves. All of them
are musical and nearly all of them
' easily understanded of the people ;

'

qualities which, as a rule, ensui-e to

a poet rapid and universal success.

Neither are they widely at variance

with the works of those living poets

to whom fame has been more readily

accorded. Mr. Arnold has indeed

much in common with most of his

great contemporaries. Mr. Brown-
ing's characteristics are deep philoso-

phy and Shakspearean insight into the

hidden recesses of men's minds ; Mr.
Swinburne's, southern passion and
burning power united to Greek severity
and perfection of form, as though fire

were laid upon snow ; Mr. Tennv-
son's, beauty of expression and exquis-
ite grace

; Mr. Morris's, truly Virgi-
lian powders of adorning a story with
poetic charm

; Mrs. Barrett Bro\\aiuig"s,

unaffected pathos and sympathy with
para and sufiering. Mr. Ai-nold is

a philosopher, although not of Mr.
Browniug's ' microscopic ' school ; he
resembles Mr. Swinburne in pure
classic gi-ace ; he tells a stoxy more
dramatically than Mr. Mon-is ; he is

often as full of charm as Mr. Tennv-
son himself, and his pathos is as tender
as Mrs. Barrett Browning's. And vet
the slow growth of Mr. Ai-nold's in-

fluence as a poet cannot be duetoanv
external cause. We must seek a rea-

son for it iu the characteristics which
form at once the strength and the
weakness of his poetry—the ever abid-
ing presence of sadness, and the un-
varying absence of enthusiasm.

There is a human sadness, which,
while distinct from what the world
calls melancholy, is closely akin to
that ' goddess sage and holy,' ' divinest
melancholy,' sung by Milton. This is

the sadness which falls upon the heart
like solemn music upon the ear, which
soothes and yet evokes vague yearnings
and aspirations, which at once builds
and destroys airy fabrics of delight, still

leaving behind it a deep sense of peace
and contentment. When we think of
the littleness of man, and the immen-
sity of the Universe, of the vast diu-a-

tion of Nature's works and the evan-
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escence of our own, of liow always few

and often evil, are men's days, a sad-

ness sinks into the soul and for a

moment bows vis to the dust. But

the reflections which induce such sad-

ness as this, themselves work out its

cure. We remember that although

we vanish Nature remains ; we remem-

ber that the autumn sun gilding the

changing leaves will be no less fair

1because we cannot look upon if ; we
remember, and to those who think

aright the thought does bring peace

and content, that

' The world in which we live and move
Outlasts aversion, outlasts love.

Outlasts each effort, interest, hope.

Remorse, grief, joy ;- and were the scope

Of these affections wider made,
Man still would see, and see dismay'd.

Beyond his passion's widest ran^e.

Far regions of eternal change.'

It is such a sadness as this which

runs through the whole of Mr. Mat-

thew Arnold's poetry. The thought,

the grace, the pathos of his poems are

all alike imbued with it, and to sym-

pathize fully with him, we must be

among those who think with Keats,

that sorrow can sometimes make

' Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty's self.'

We shall not attempt, what would

indeed be impossible in this brief

jmper, any exhaustive analysis of Mr.

Arnold's "Poems ; we shall simply en-

deavour to point out how far these

jjoems contain what we have claimed

for them above) philosophy, power,

beauty of expression, sweetness and

pathos.

It is a ditiicult matter to label any

particular poem or poems of Mr. Ai'-

nold's as being, above all others, phil-

osophical. VVith few exceptions the

spirit of his philosophy is eml)odied

in all he A\Tites. Indeed, Empedocles

on Etna, the poem which deals per-

haps more than any other in specula-

tive philosophy, is cast in dramatic

form. The dramatis personce, how-

ever, have not, and perhaps are not

intended to have, any great human
interest. The drama ends with a

catastrophe, it is true, but the catas-

trophe is after all only part and pai'cel

of the philosophy. The gist of the

poem lies in the two .sjieeches of Em-
pedocles, in the first of which he ex-

pounds his creed to Pausanias, and in

the second of which he shews how in-

sufficient he has found for himself that

philosophy which, he was fully con-

vinced, would enable his friend to
" bravelier front his life and in him-
self find henceforth energy and heart."

In the first of these speeches Empedo-
cles insists upon this : that the fruitful

cause of men's woes, and the abiding

reason for the murmurs and discon-

tent so rife in the world, is that man
will insist upon making his will the

measure of his rights. He shews

Pausanias how much would be gained

if man could discern that he has no
prescrijjtive right to bliss,

'No title from the gods to welfare and repose.'

That man should thirst for bliss is

surely no cause for blame ; he errs

only in thinking that the \.orld exists

for the express purpose of bestowing

bliss upon him. This leads him,

either in querulous complaint to make
for himself,

' Stern Powers who make their care

To embitter human life, malignant deities
;

or in unreasoning, senseless, expecta-

tion to

' Feign kind gods who perfect w hat man vainly

tries.'

The old, old lesson which the wise

ones of the world have ever striven,

often amid shame and buflfetings to

teach to foolish man is here grandly

taught by Empedocles :

' Read thy own breast right

And thou hast done with fear.s :

Man gets no other light

Search he a thousand years.'

He shows how men, by childishly

refusing to take the world as it is, and

by inventing a false course for the

world, and false powers for themselves,

are led into gross inconsistency in the

principles regulating their actions, and

hereby entail on themselves misery
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which can only cease when the incon-

sistency IS made consistent. The mar-

vellous verses in which Empeclocles

shows how utterly, how hopelessly

unteachable by experience man is,

recall the exhaustive treatment this

suliject has received at the hands of

Mr. Herbert Spencer. The aims of

both Poet and Sociologist are identical,

widely as their methods differ. The
melancholy reflection ensues that even

in those cases where

' Man forsakes

All sin,— is just, is pure,
Ali.indons all which makes
His welfare insecure,—

Other existences there are, that clash with ours."

The storm, the lightning, the cruel sea

strike down or entomb the just man
equally with the unjust, and, most \ui-

controllaljle of all, ' the ill deeds of

other men make often oicr life dark.'

Life being of this complexion, what,

asks Empedocles, were the wise man's

plan? Should it not be his aim,

' through this- sharp, toil-set life to

fight as V)est he can,' striving to make
dark places light, and rough ways
smooth ? Is it not more healthy, as

well as more hopeful, for man to ac-

cept himself and to accept the world

as they are, and determine to do his

part manfully towards making them,

even if ever so little, better, than to

waste life in useless alternations be-

tween hope and fear 1 After all, this

life to one who comprehends himself

and Nature, is glorious :

' Is it so small a thing-

To have enjoy'd the sun,

To have lived light in the sprinpr.

To have loved, to have thoui^ht, to have done;

To have advanced true friends and beat down baffl-

ing foes—

That we must feign a bliss

Of doubtful future date.

And, while we dream on this,

Lose all our present state.

And relegate to worlds yet distant our repose ?/

This philosophy, even to those who
differ most Avidely fi;om it, must have

its beautiful side, and the conclusion

to which it leads and with which Em-
pedocles ends is surely ennobling :

6

' I say : Fear not ! Life still

Leaves human effort scope !

But, since life teems with ill,

Nur.ie no extravagant hope ;

Because thou must not dream, thou need'st not then
despair -

This reminds xis of Professor Huxley's

advice, ' Do what you can to do what
is right, and leave hoping and fearing

alone.

'

In the edition before us of Mr. Ai*-

nold's works, the poems are not pre-

sented in chronological order, nor

have we any means of deciding the

date at which aiiy particular poem was
composed, but we believe that Empe-
docles on Etna was first published in

1853. This being so, it is a remark-

able instance of how Genius net

only compi'esses into a few bi-ief lines

the salient points of a school of

science, but anticipates by intuition

the results which it cannot arrive

at by induction. We have already

indicated how some verses in this

speech of Empedocles flash upon the

mind the very conclusions which Mr.
Herbert Spencer has more lately en-

forced by patient reasoning. But it is

a still more remarkable fact, that the

whole speech may be tersely described

as Mr. Frederic Harrison in verse. It

is a curious and instructive process to

read this poem, and Mi*. Frederic

Harrison's recent articles in the

Nineteenth Century, each by the light

of the other.

Tlie second speech, or rather solilo-

quy of Empedocles is powerfully dra -

matic. In it he sadly confesses, that

' Something has impaired his spirit's strength.
And dried its self-sufficing fount of joy.'

So that his philosophy, hitherto so all

perfect, is no\v- as dust and ashes in

his mouth. His weariness of life

among men who ask of him ' not wis-

dom but drugs to charm oT.th and
spells to mutter,' and his disgust with

solitudewhich cannot ' fencehim from
himself,' leave him no outlet .save

death. But he fails confessedlythrough
the failure of his own nature. The
creed whichhe expounds to Pausanias,

demands strong and ever-hopeful na-
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tures as its disciples. Rob it of its

trustful side, ally it with despondency,

and there remains indeed no remedy

save ' the bare bodkin's prick.' It does

not come within the scope of our pre-

sent criticism on this poem to do

more than mention the exquisite grace

and melody of the live songs of Calli-

cles. They stand unmatched among
modern lyrics, and as ]\lr. Swinburne

admirably says :
' ISTothing can be

more deep and exquisite in poetical

tact than this succession of harmonies,

divei-se without a discord.'

Let us now turn to the consider-

ation of a poem, which, although only

cast in semi-di'amatic form, involves

as deep a human tragedy as ' Empedo-
cles on Etna,' and is at the same time

a remarkable example of both the

sadness and the depth of Mr. Arnold's

philosophy. In the bick King in Bo-

khara, the vivid presentment of a

bygone age, and the powerful sway

over the emotions gained by the pa-

thetic recital of a most pathetic story,

have not been found incompatible

with deep thought upon the most dif-

ficult problems of human life. The
three actors in this episode are the

King, the Vizier, and Hussein, the
' teller of sweet tales. ' There was a

great drought in Bokhara, so great

' That the green water in the tanks

Is to a putrid puddle turn'd
;

And the canal that from the stream
Of Samarcand is brought this way,
Wastes, and runs thinner every day.'

and as the King went to Mosque,

' A certain Moullah, with his robe
All rent, and dust upon his hair,'

cast himself before the king and

prayed for ' Justice O King and on
myself !

' but the king's guards thrust

him as a madman away ; on the next

day he came again, and this time the

king could not help but hear his tale :

how he had found under some mul-

beny trees a little pool, and filled his

pitcher, and stolen home unseen, and

hidden his prize

—

' But in the night which was with wind
And burning dust, again I creep
Down, having fever, for a drink.'

Meanwhile his brethren had found
his store of water, and called his mo-
ther, and they drained the pitcher :

' Now mark ! I, being fever'd sick
(Most unblest also), at that sight
Brake forth, and cursed them— do.st thou hear?—
One was my mother—Now do right I

'

But again the King put him aside, and
'to the Mosque passed on.' On the
morrow again he came, this time not
entreating, but stenily demanding
vengeance on himself, and the King,
although lotli to do so, was forced to

deliver him to the priests, who
' doubted not

But sentenced him, as the law is.

To die by stoning on the spot.'

And the King charged all men that if

he sought to fly, none should hinder

him.

'But the man,
With a areat joy upon his face,

Kneel'd down, and cried not, neither ran.

So they, whose lot it was, cast stones.

That they flew thick and bruised him sore

—

But he praised Allah with loud voice
And reniain'd kneeling as before.

My lord had cover'd up his face

But when one told him, " He is dead,"
Turning him quicklj' to go in,
' Bring thou to me his corpse," he said.'

It is at this point the poem com-

mences. The story of the Moullah's

death is told by Hussein to the Vizier,

whose advice the King asks, as to

whether he may bury the dead man.

The Vizier, after hearing Hussein, re-

plies, blaming the King for sorrowing

so greatly for one who was neither

friend nor of his blood ; telling him
of all the griefs we must have in this

world, surely more than enough, with-

out need to raise up sentimental griefs

out of the occurrences of our daily

life ; bidding him—
' Look, this is but one single place.

Though it be great ; all the earth round,
If a man bear to have it so.

Things which might vex him shall be found.'

He recounts all the great evils—op-

pression, slavery, disease and death

—

which vex men's souls, and he con-

cludes thus :

' All these have sorrow, and keep still.

Whilst other men make cheer, and sing.

Wilt thou have pity on all these ?

No, nor on this dead dog, O King !

'
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Tlie Vizier's is a manly, if somewhat
uusym})atlietieai)peal tocommon sense,

against tlie hysterical sentimentality

to which alone in his eyes, the King's

malady is owing. He is an exempli-

fication of the intensely practical na-

ture, not necessarily either hard or

shallow, but determined neither to

sorrow for what is unalterable, nor to

indulge in Quixotic, and probably use-

less attempts to better a universe for

the faults of which he feels himself in

no way personally responsible. The
Kings malady, however, is not to be

touched by such reasoning as this ; he
suffers from that terrible ' Wf^U-.schmerz'

which shows to its victim all the

sad suffering and bitter injustice of the

world, and at the same time sears his

heart with the conviction of his own
powerlessness to lessen, by one di'op,

the ocean of sin and sorrow. His
sense of impotence in any struggle with

that law", by which

' They that bear rule, and are obey'il,

Unto a rule more strong than theirs

Are in their turn obedient made.'

and that pain which a King feels ' if

his ^vill be not satisfied,' combine to

aggravate his sorrow for the poor, self-

judged sinner. He does the dead
man kingly honour, though, as befits

the King's character, the honour is a

purely sentimental one. The poem
concludes thus :

' I have a fretted bncli;-\vork tomb
Upon a hill on the right liand.

Hard by a close of apricots
Upon the road of Saniarcaiid

;

Thither, O Vizier, will I bear
This man my pity could not save.
And, plucking; up the marble flags

There lay his body in my grave.
Bring water, nard, and linen-rolls !

Wash off all blood, set smooth each limb !

Then say : "He was not wholly vile,

Because a king shall bury him." '

A noble ending to a noble poem, of

which not the least noteworthy feature

is, that the touching pathos with
which the death of the Moullah is nar-

rated, abates no whit our interest in

the King himself ; his is the central

figure, and the sad fate of the dead
man does not divert our sympathy
from the more kindred (if somewhat

sentimental), sorrow of the King. The
Moullah is dead, the King lives; we
pity the dead, but we sympathize Avith

the living. This poem is instructive

as regards Mr. Arnold's philosophy,

because he has apparently forced us
into this fellow-feeling witli the King
in order to remind us that

' We are all the same,—the fools of our own woes.'

The King would ' make no murmur-
ing were his will obeyed'; that it is

not obeyed touches him even more
than the Moullah 's death. He feels

what all of us at some juncture in life

are made to feel ; how little, how very
little,man can do to make himself hap-

py according to any fixed plan of his

own. The inscrutable Power which
giiidesand shapes all, devises countless

turns to defeat our petty schemes, until

w^eary with striving, ' what we yearn
for most instinctively at last is rest,

and the peace which we can imagine
the easiest, because we know it best,

is that of sleep.' This is often the
burden of Mr. Arnold's song. Em-
pedocles, the baffled and weaiy philo-

sopher, and the Eastern potentate,
smarting with the woes he cannot heal,

alike unfold the sad and solemn lesson

—how insignificant is man, and how
unhappy, unless he bend in all humility
to the great teaching of Xature. In
another beautiful and inexpressibly

sad poem, T/te Youth of Man, Mr.
Arnold pictures the old age of those
who whilst the halo of youth crowned
their brows, and the sunshine of hope,

and the raptiu-e of spring filled their

hearts, proudly said :

' We are young, and the world is ours :

Man, Man is the kins of the world !

Fools that these mystics are
Who prate of Nature !

'

In most touching language he tells

how in old age they remember, ' with
piercing untold anguish, the proud
boasting of their youth,' and when the
mists of delusion, and the scales of

habit fall from theii- eyes, they see

' stretching out,,1t}te the desert
In its weary uJiprofitable length,
Their faded ignoble lives.'
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We may very well end these remarks

on Mr. Arnold's philosophy with the

concluding lines of this beautiful

poem :

' Sink, Youth, in tliy soul !

Yearn to the greatness of Nature
;

Rally the good in the depths of thyself !

'

To give instances of the possession

of power by a poet who, whatever he

may be, is never in any single instance

weak, would at fii'st sight seem an

easy matter. But the very superflu-

ity of material lying ready at hand,

renders the task at least an embarras-

sing one. We are puzzled where to

begin. Power in a poet is, however,

so often gauged merely by the extent

of his sway over the emotions or })as-

sions of men, that we shall perhaps

sufficiently fulfil our present purpose,

by discussing some poems of j\Ir. Ar-

nold's whose power consists chiefly in

their human interest. And if this be

a some"\^'hat narrow limitation, we
shall trust to the extracts we give in

illustration of others of his character-

istics, to furnish proof that his power
is not confined to any one class of his

poems. Mr. Arnold's Narrative

Poems are strange mixtures of drama-

tic interest and speculative suggestion,

but in two of them, Sohrab and lius-

teni, and Tristram and Iseult, the

dramatic element reigns supreme, and
the poet shows his power, not by
awakening dormant yearnings in our

minds, but by bringing our hearts into

living sympathy with the actual trag-

edies of life.

Sohrab and llustuia is based on one

of a class of incidents which have

always appealed with especial force to

the sympatliies of mankind. The
accidental, or the unwitting, commis-

sion of a deadly crime against nature

has the fascination inseparable from

all subjects in which destiny plays a

leading part. The portentous solem-

nity which envelopes these tragedies,

the apparently causeless, inexplicable

accidents which for"* the victim, as

De Quincey says or LEdipus, ' to re-

coil unknowingly upon the one sole

spot of all the earth where the co-

efficients for ratifying his destruction

are lying in ambush,' have a peculiar

hold at once upon the intellect and
the heart. We watch with pity the

struggles of the mortal against whom
Fate has issued its immoval>le decree;

we see that, even if he be Avarned, the

very p)'ecautions that he takes are

turned against him, and become at

last the actual instruments by which
the workings of destiny are accom-
plished, yohrah ond J. upturn, there-

fore, in which a father slays his or.ly

son in single combat, in ignorance

that his own blood flows in the veins

of his victim, aflords Mr. Arnold wide
scope for the exercise of his powers of

vividly impressing our imaginations

and commanding our emotions. The
Avhole scene rises before our eyes as

we read. The broad ' Oxus and the

glittering sands,' the Tartar and
Persian encampments, Sohrab, the

young Tartar champion, in his pride

of youth, and Eustum, the mighty
Persian warrior, ' vast and clad in

iron and tried,' locked in deadly and
unnatural combat, before the breath-

less gaze of two mighty hosts, are de-

scriljcd with intense realistic force. It

is hardly po.ssiVjle to conceive anything

more powerfirlly pathetic than the

discovery l»y Rustum that the dying

youth is his son :

—

' " 0, hoy—thy father .'" and his voice choked there,

And then a dark cloud jiassed before his eyes,

And his head swam, and he sank down to earth.

But Solirab craw I'd to where he lay, aiid cast

His anus about his neck, and kiss'd his lips.

And with fond faltering fingers stroked his cheeks.

Trying to call him back to life.'

And after, ' when on the bloody

sand Sohrab lay dead,' arrd Pustum
sate by his dead son, the majestic

river—emblem of fate—still floated

oir, undisturbed by the anguish which

had riven two noble hearts, and laid

two proud spirits low.

Mr. Arnold's blank verse is both

vigorous and musical, it is more ner-

vous than Mr. Tennyson's, and never

so rugged as JNIr. Browning's too

ofteir is. It is noticeable, however, for
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a quality, in suiiport of whicli Milton

may [)f'rhaps be quoted, but which,

nevertheless, is not an uiunixed good.

We refer to the frequent breaks in

the narrative caused by long similes,

appropriate and beaiitiful in them-

selves, Vmt which, in certain conjunc-

tures, disturb the mind, and distract it

from the central idea. In the thirty

lines descriptive of the. meeting of

SohraV) and Rustum on the arena of

their strife, no fewer than seventeen

are devoted to such similes. After

all, however, this is more or less a

matter of taste, and we should be loth

to allege it as any serious blemish up-

on a noble and powerful poem. Mr.
Arnold's verse is in turns majestic,

stiiTuig and pathetic. The picture of

the Tartar camp in the half gloom
pi'eceding the dawn, the stately flow

of verse describing how Oxus

' Moved
Rejoicinsr through the huah'd Chorasmian waste,'

the Miltonian spirit in which the

dreadful combat is set forth, and,

finally, the heart-rending pathos with

which the closing scenes are invested,

combine to render this one of the most
powerful productions of any living

poet.

There ai-e some lovers whose errors

the world has consented to ignore, re-

cognising that passion is sometimes so

sacred as to be almost divine, and that

it may then be treated by a poet apart
from the consideration of social oi--

dinances and restraints. Francesca
da E-imini, Heloise and Abelard,
Petrarch and Laura, are among these,

and modern poets have added to tlie

list Tristram and Iseult. Their stoiy

has been told by many poets. Mr.
Swinburne and Mr. Tennyson have
treated it, each after his own manner,
but neither witli the fulness and com-
pleteness of Mr. Arnold. Mr. Swin-
burne sings of the golden youth of

the lovers, of their sweet and fatal

voyage ; Mr. Tennyson of the sudden
and swift vengeance of King Marc

;

and Mr. Arnold of the sad end of all,

when Death rescued from Love two

of his victims, and left the third

' Dyiii;r 'ii a ina*k of youth.'

It is in accordance with !Mr. Ar-

nold's wide views of life that he should

treat this subject so largely from the

side of Iseult of Brittany. He pic-

tures with infinite tenderness, and

mighty passion, the loves of Tristram

and Iseult of Ireland, but he leaves

photographed upon the mind, the figure

of the ' snowdrop by the sea ' and her

ruined life, henceforth to be spent in

watching, with hopeless resignation,

' The days in which she miftht have lived and loved

Slip without bringing- bliss slowli'iaway.'

We know of nothing in modern
poetry more powerful, or more imagin-

ative, than the manner in which the

story of Tristram's fatal passion is

unfolded through his delii-ious dreams.

As he lies fever-tost, watching for the

coming of Iseult of Ireland, with the

agonized expectation of a dying man,

he lives over again the sweet and bit-

ter course of passion ; he endures

again the unavailing sti'uggles, amid
the din of battle or the peaceful calm

of life in Brittany, to forget the

haughty Queen who had possessed Ms
' resplendent prime. ' But alas for

the one who watches so meekly by
his couch ; she hears no word in all

his muttered dreamings of wife or

• children ; all his imaginings, all his

thoughts, centre in deep longing to see

once more, albeit with eyes darkening

with the film of death, the face for

which he had lived, and for which lie

was now dying. And yet she ' who
possessed his darker hour,' Iseult of

Brittany,

' Raised her eyes upon his face

Not with a look of mounded pride
A look as if the heart couiplain'd

—

Her look wa^ like a sad embrace
;

The sraze of one who can divine

A grief, and sympathise.'

Xot less gi-aphic, and certainly not

less touching, is the last meeting be-

tween Iseult of Ireland and Tristram.

The agonized cry of Iseult,
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' Tristram ! Tristram ! sta^ ! receive me with thee !

Iseult leaves thee Tristram ! nevermore.'

is speedily answered : hand in hand

the lovers go ' down the dusty way to

death,' for to such love as theirs the

grave can be no barrier. Fiercely

their hearts beat on earth, but at last

they are at rest, and prone on one

couch, Tristram and Iseult lie

' Cold, cold as those who lived and loved

A thovisand years ago.'

The admirable touch of genius by

which the figures on the tapestry are

endowed -with a life in death, and

made to end the sad stoiy, adds a

weird and ghost-like element, deepen-

ing the already powerful impression

ci-eated on the mind.

After such a moA-ing tale as that of

the deaths of these lovers, the calm

sadness of the third part of the poein,

' Ismlt of Brittany,' is like the hushed

melancholy of the ocean when the

storm has spent its force, and the

waves, no longer raging, plash with

mournful iteration on the rocky shore.

The picture of Iseult and her child-

ren is wrought out with exquisite ten-

dei-ness. The bounding youth of the

little ones renders the .sad quietude of

the mother still more aft'ecting :

• She moves slow ; her voice alf>ne

Hath yet an nifantine and silver tone.

But even that conies langviidly.'

Acutely unhappy \\-\i\\ her children to

love she cannot be, but nevertheless,

' Joy has not found her yet, nor ever will.'

Mr. Arnold completes this charming

description with the tale of Vivien

and Merlin, as told by Iseult to her

children. It is no»t easy to say if the

poet had any distinct artistic purpose

in putting this particular tale into the

lips of Iseult. Many different analo-

gies might be drawn between Merlin's

story, and Iseult 's own : Mr. Arnold,

however, draws none, but leaves each

reader to settle the question for

himself, according to his peculiar taste

and imagination.

It is a great proof of Mr. Arnold's

power that, in dealing with a passion

so moving as that of Tristram and
Iseult, he should, while doing full jus-

tice to it, leave our minds more vivid-

ly impressed with the soft, still figure

of her, whose life that ])assion ruined,

than with the fate of ' the ti*ue long

parted lovers.' This is an instance of

that love of sadness which we have
called Mr. Arnold's chief characteris-

tic. In the. very tragedy of such a

fate as that of Tristram and Iseult of

Ireland, some consolation is to be

found. We jjity the lovers with a

deep and abiding pity, but we glory

in the thought that Love can triumph
even over Death. Our sorrow for

Iseult of Brittany, however, is more
lasting and more tender, because it is

wholly devoid of exaltation. None
but a poet conscious of power wotUd
have attempted, and none but a poet

possessing great and peculiar power
would have succeeded in the task of

impressing us so strongly with this

view of the old and beautiful story of

Tristram and Iseult.

Beauty of expression, and })urity of

external form are l)est and most easily

attained, by the poet who studies most
zealously the models of antiquity. Mr.

Ai-nold himself has said—we quote

fi-om memory— ' clearness of arrange-

ment, simplicity of style, vigoiir of

development, may be best learned from

the ancients, who, though far less sug-

gestive than Shakespeare, are thus to

the ai'tist more instructive.' Tliere

can be no question that he has fol-

lowed out his own precept. The simple

beauty of his imagery, and the quiet

directness of his method are entirely

classic. He is never ornate, never

exuberant, never involved, and at

times he crystallizes thought in a man-
ner marvellous in one wlio has to deal

with so ditficult a medium as the Eng-

lish language. We are glad in this

relation to quote one of his poem.s in

its entirety.

' Requiessat.

' Strew on her roses, rose.s,

And never a spi'ay of yew !

In quiet she reposes ;

All ! would that 1 did too.
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' Her mirth the worlii reqiiirfil :

She bathed it in sinile^uf irlee.

Hut her heart was tired, tired

And now they let lier be.

' Iler life was turning, turninir.

In mazes of heat and sound ;

But for peace her soul was vearninir,

And now peace laps her roiuid.

' Her cabin'd, ample spirit.

It flutter'd and failM for breath ;

Tonig-ht it doth inherit

The vasty hall of death.'

This exquisite little song is jierhaps

one of the finest examples in the

Avhole range of English poetry of

what Mr. Palgrave tei'ms the Homeric
manner.* He thus charcterizes those

poems in which the pathetic is wholly

wrought out l)y the simple present-

ment of the situation. Poems of this

class contain no absolute narration of

facts, far less do they attempt any
analysis of character, or any deep re-

flective moralizing. Their apparent

simplicity militates somewhat against

their obtaining from all critics due
meed of praise, but, as Mr. Palgi-aye

justly observes, ' first-rate excellence

in this manner is, in truth, one of the

least common triumphs of poetry.'

The union of intense dramatic power,

(a whole life drama being suggested

in sixteen lines) with exquisitely

melodious verse, can be successfully

attempted by only the greatest of

poets. It "would be a curious psycho-

logical problem to determine to what
extent we are influenced through the

ear. and to what extent through the

mind by such a ])oem as this. Cer-

tain it is, that the melody of these

and similar ver.ses irresistibly recalls

to many minds passages of music,

such as, for instance, the slow move-
ments in Beethoven's Sonatas, and the

poem is for them henceforth indis-

solubly linked with the memory of

the music it has evoked. This eflect

is, however, wholly different from that

produced by poems which rely entirely

upon sound power, such as Edgar
Poe's Ullaluine, in which the wonder-
ful combinations of sound have given

rise to the remark that a Patagonian

* Golden Ti-eanury of s'onps aai Lyrics, pp. 321-22.

hearing it read would lie as much
affected by the mournful cadences as

the Englishman himself. Such an
effect cannot be produced unless

genius makes use of mechanical inge-

nuity and laborious ai-t. But poems
which, like Requiescat, derive their

dramatic power from simplicity and
directness cannot afford to show the

smallest sign of effort or ingenuity. It

may be thought that Mr. Matthew
Arnold has jeopardised this poem by
the last line of the first stanza, which

certainly has the effect of distracting

attention from the central idea, the

transition appearing at fii'st sight some-

what abrupt. As the poem becomes

more familiar, however, we see that

its beauty is in reality enhanced by
the apparent break. Unconsciously

the three remaining stanzas all present

themselves to the mind in the light of

the first one, and thus there are two
forces at work—sympathy with the

living as well as sorrow for the dead.

Ml-. Arnold has written many poems
in the same manner, and almost as

perfect as Fequiescat, and his more
important poems are fvdl of descrip-

tive passages also very beautiful in

outward form. What poet has given

us a more charming picture of the

sleep of infancy than the following 1

' Through the soft opened lips the air

Scarcely moves the coverlet.

One little wandering arm is thrown
At random on the counterpane.
And often the fingers close in 1 aste.

As if their baby-owner chased
The butterflies again.'

It is surely unnecessai*y to make
any extended claim to charm of ex-

pression on behalf of the author of

such verses as these. Mr. Arnold's

command over language shows itself,

however, in another direction. He
possesses in a high degree the power

of epigrammatic condensation ; he

sometimes flashes upon us a whole

scene, nay, a whole lifetime, in a

single line. As an instance of this

may be cited his reference to Alexan-

der the Great as one who
' Thundered on

To die at thirtv-flve in Babylon:'
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We cannot quit this portion of our

subject without a passing refex-ence

to Mr. Arnokl's sonnets and elegiac

poems, which, in finish and perfection

ofform,leavenothingtobe desired. Mr.

Arnold, however, sometimes weaves

the semblance of a story into the

groundwork of his sonnets, and this

we cannot but think a mistake. A
sonnet, in our opinion, should be the

perfect embodiment of one idea, and
no disturbing element should be pre-

sent to interfere Avith that idea being

impressed upon the mind. Some of

his sonnets, notably that on Shakes-

peare, are perfect both in conception

and execution, but we have always

been a little surprised that he should

have chosen as tit subject for a sonnet

such a travesty of art as Cruikshank's

picture of 'The Bottle.' Elegiac poetry,

of necessity, depends greatly on ex-

ternal form, and as an elegiac poet

Mr. Arnold desei'vedly ranks very
high. lliyrsis a Monody, written

to commemox-ate that extraordinaxy

genius, Arthur Hugh Clough. is pex'-

fect as an expx-ession of xnanly, con-

templative soxx-ow. Hamorth Church-

yard, Rugby Chaj^el, axxd A South-

ern NigJit, also fux'xiish examples of

what, withoutany hvstex'ical outbursts,

elegiac poetxy may become ixithehaxids

of a poet who, like Mi\ Ax-xiold, is

gifted with perfect commaxid over lan-

guage axid x'hythm.

We now come to the last of the pro-

positioxxs with which we set out, and
we mixst have performed oixr task very

indiffex-ently if, in discussixig Mx-. Ar-
nold's philosophy, power axid beauty of

expressioxx, we have not also shown
that he is a xnaster of pathos. There
is, however, one pux-ely fanciful sub-

ject which Mr. Ax-xxold has treated

with such touchixig texxderness and
pathos, that some referexxce must be
made to it. Poets have often sung of

the cruel Merman, who drags to his

halls bexxeath the sea the. Christian

maiden, axxd how she escapes fx-omhis

thraldom by the lxel{> of the Chxxrch's

rites. Mr. Ax-nold, true to the sweet

sadxxess of his gexxiixs, tx'eats the sixb-

ject from the other side. The For-

sahen Merman tells how the Sea-

king's wife heard, thx-oixgh the waves,

the fax'-ofi" soixnd of the chux-ch-bell,

and the Mermaxi said :

' Go up, dear heart, through the waves,
Saj- thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-

caves.'

She went up through the sixrf, to the

Church, to the bixsy town, to the light

of the Suxx, and returxied no more to

her ' red-eold throne in the heart of

the sea.' This is the whole stoxy, and
the poem is simply the wail of ago-

nized sorrow uttered by the M ex-man,

who, weaxy with waitixxg, rose up
through the waves axxd crept with his

little ones through the towxx to the

Chxxx'ch, to call her back to his home.

Their yearning looks drew xio axiswer-

ina; ijlaxxce, the xnoaning of her chil-

dren fell oxi closed ears, axid the Mer-
man was forced, after one last piteous

cry, to bid them cease theix' calling,

axid to x-etuni to dwell for ever lonely

and motherless ixnder the sea. This

poem is beyond axid aboA'e criticism.

A subject from the realms of faixy-

land is rexidered so humaix as to be

absolutely heartrending ;. exquisite

verse, hax-moxiy of souxid, and un-

speakaljle tenderness are here all uni-

ted, and although it caxixiot l^e called

oixe of his great poems, we coxisider it,

for sweetness axxd pathos, the gem of

the whole collection.

Mx-. Matthew Arnold himself has

somewhex-e said, that the ti'ue object

of the ci-itic should be ' to get himself

out of the way and let the world

judge.' Actixxg on this principle, we
ax-e xiot disposed to add very much to

what we have already writtexx. If

the extracts we have given do not of

themselves establish Mr. Arxiold's

claim to be considered a great poet,

xiothing that we coixld say now would
be much to the pui-pose. But there

ai-e two points indicated early in

this ax-ticle Avhich, perhaps, need

some fxxxther explanation : one is

the pei'vading sadness of Mx\ Ar-
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Hold's poetry, aiul the other, the

absence from it of any enthusiasm.

Such of his works as have ah-eady been

discussed are in themselves a justifi-

cation of the first assertion, but in

speaking of the sadness of a poet who
is so vividly impressed ^\dth the follies

and weaknesses of mankind.it isneces

sary to guard against the MS.sumption

that this sadness contains the slightest

admixture of cynicism. It is so easy to

be hard, and bitter, and cynical, biit

it is another thing to expound that

gentle, sorrowful philosophy which
views with tender toleration and in-

finite pity the sin and sorrow of the

world. There is not in the whole of

Mr. Arnold's published poems one

single bitter, cynical, or uncharitable

line. To look w^ith charity on all

men, to recognise how circumscribed

is our existence here, to bend with

resignation to the ine\'itable, to be-

lieve that the world's ' secret is not joy

but peace,' these are the teachings of

Ml'. Ai-nold's sweet sad singing.

Each one of Mr. Arnold's poems is

so perfect in itself, saying so fully and
delightfully what the poet meant to

say, that it is impossible to discover

anything wanting in any poem con-

sidered separately. But, in his poetry

as a w^hole, we undoubtedly miss some-

thing. The presence of sadness al-

most implies the absence of enthusiasm,

and we search in vain foi' any trace

of enthusiasm in Mr. Arnold. There
is no sign that he has ever allowed

himself to be carried away hj his sub-

ject ; he is strong with the strength

of self-restraint, not -with the strength

of impulse. He has a fijrai seat on
his Pegasus, and a strong hand upon
the reins ; he never urges his steed to

scour the plain at full speed, charging

Ijoldly all the obstacles in his path
;

he never drops the reins upon his neck,

that he may wander wliei-e the impulse

of the moment may direct. In this

respect it is interesting to contrast

Mr. Ai-nold with Shelley. He is

never Viorne along, as Shelley often is,

l)y the tyrannous force of his thoughts;

he is never criide, never allows the-

simple beauty of an idea to be liidden

under profusion of images, as Shelley

sometimes does ; we understand from
his owji poetry, why it is that he re-

proaches Shelley, with ' not knowing
enough ;

' and yet Shelley's faults all

arise from the excess of that impetu-

ous enthusiasm, the lack of which is

Mr. Arnold's most serious defect. But
Shelley was always young, and enthu-

siasm is an attribute of youth, while

Mr. Arnold's poetry never bears the

stamp of youth. His Early Poems
occupy a separate place in his works,,

and we know by the years that have

elapsed since they were published, that

they are in fact the work of youth,

but internal evidence would never

show it. That exquisitely melodious

lyric A Memory Picture, which is

one of the Early Poems, concludes

thus :

' Ah, too true I Time's current strong
Leaves us true to nothing' long'.

Yet, if little stays with man,
Ah, retain we all we can !

If the clear inioression dies,

Ah, the dim remembrance prize !

Ere the parting hour go bj-,

Quick, thy tablets, ilemorj-
1

'

This is hardly the conclusion that

a young poet would ordinarily give to

a poem, containing the picture of a

fair, sweet woman. A more striking

instance is to be fovind in another of

the Early Poems, which deals directly

wnth the aspirations of youth. In

Youth and Calm, the question \\diether

' the ease from shame and rest from

fear ' of the grave is, ' the crowTiing

end of life and youth,' is thus ans-

wered :

—

' Ah no, the bliss youth dreams is one
For daylight, for the cheerful sun,

For feeling nerves and living breath

—

Youth dreams a Viliss on this side death.

It dreams a rest, if not more deep,
More grateful than this marble sleep ;

It hears a voice within it tell

:

Calm's not life's crou-yi, though calm is well.

'Tis all, perhaps, which man requires,

But 'tis not what our youth desires.'

If the poem had ended ^^'ith tlie lino

in italics, the subject would clearly

have been treated from the standpoint
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of youth itself, but the coucluding

lines strike the mournful key of age,

Avith its shattered aspirations, and bit-

ter disillusioninents, and change the

whole scope of the p-;eni : instead of

being the warm protest of youth, it

becomes the sorrowful reflection of

maturity. Mr. Arnolds early poems,

in fact, bear no trace of the youthful

exuberance, which, mellowed by ex-

perience, 'its baser parts all purged

away,' gives strength and tire to the

utterances of a poet's maturity. His
Early Poems may be the better foi-

this freedom from the rash enthusiasm

of youth, but his work as a whole

suffers, and its influence is lessened,

by the loss of that which such enthusi-

asm leaves behind it in a poet's mind,

making him

—

' Beyond a mortal man impassion'd far.'

Mr. Arnold, in describing a poet's

feelings and emotions, has with the

introspective power of genius, gauged
at once the strength and weakness of

his own poetry. Apart from its in-

trinsic Vjeauty, the passage is remark-
able as an instance of unconscious
self-analysis, and the last line in par-

ticular is startling in the truth of its

application to himself. ' His sad lu-

cidity of soul,'—this it is that makes
^Ir. Matthew Arnold perhaps one of

the greatest, and certainly one of the

saddest, of li\-ing poets. We cannot
more fitly conclude than by quoting
this passage, which may, without ex-

travagance, be called a poet's descrip-

tion of himself :

—

' He grazes— tears
Are in his eyes, and in his ears
The munuur of a thousand years.

Before him he sees life unroll,

A ijlaeid and continuous whole

—

That general life, which does not cease,
Whose secret is not joy, but peace ;

That life whose dumb wish is not miss'd
If birth proceeds, if things subsist

;

The life of plant*, and stones, and rain,

The life he craves—if not in vain
Fate gave, what chance shall not control.

His sad lucidity of ao«Z.'

A STEAY LEAF FROM AN ULi) DIARY.

The Hon. Louis Joseph Papineau.

BY J. M. LE MOIXE.

ONE of the most conspicuous fig-

ures, now and hereaftei", in the

annals of the Province of Quebec, y\il\

doubtless be that of the fiery spirit,

who originated the insurrection of

1837. I find inserted in an old Diary
of mine, a note recording my first

glimpse of this famous agitatorand elo-

quent statesman, Louis Joseph Papi-

neaii ; it dates of mv earlv vouth—in

1837.'

Trifling as it seems, it may possi-

bly interest some readers of the present

.generation.

Far be it from me to attempt to

portray in extenso, the eminent states-

man's jjailiainentary career—as his

historian or biographer. This may
be practicable, when a few decades

have passed over and the embers

of the political cauldron, so lively in

1837, shall have sutiiciently cooled to

he handled with safety or advantage :

let us wait until the contemporaries

of this stormy jteriod have been ga-

thered to their fathers ; let us pos-

sess in peace our minds, until the mo-

mentous changes, brought about in a
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great measure by the outbreak of '37-

8, have finally fruited.

To some, L. J. Pai^ineau appeai-s

in no other light Ijut that of an ignis

fatuus—a rabid, merciless demagogue,
who had raised the whirlwind of

popular frenzy, without the power to

quell it, not even when his own head

was at stake : a madman, who to op-

pose the mighty power of England, had
nothing stronger at command than

'wooden cannon' served by raw peas-

ants.

To others, his career seems sur-

rounded with the divine halo of patri-

otism : he was the liberator of an
oppi'essed nationality ;—the unrelent-

ing foe to Colonial misrule. His me-
mory' will survive in imperishable

lustre.

Let us then be satisfied to wait until

time and impartial histoiy have pro-

nounced their final, their irrevocable

verdict.

I have stated that the first view I

had, of the great Speaker of the Cana-
dians' Commons, dated morethanforty
years back. Why was it so vivid 1

Why did it leave such a lasting im-

press in the " haunted halls " of mem-
ory 1

That Mr. Papineau had a remark-
able j)Jii/sique : that he blended in

his person the courteous demeanour,
the lofty, proud deportment of the an-

cient French seiyueur, with the fiery

delivery of a modei-n Fi-ench orateur

parleinentaire, all who saw him, in the

midst of debate, felt inclined to admit.

He was scrupulously neat in his dress,

even when an octogenarian. He car-

ried his well proportioned head, high
;

his hair was cut rather short and ter-

minated in an erect toupet, well suited

to his grave style of face : his coat, of

black cloth with the petit colld, re-

sembled in cut, a Judge's coat. It

may not Vie out of place to recall here

the leading traits of his parliamentary

career.

Louis Joseph Pai)iueau, b3rii in

Montreal, in 1789, was the son of

Joseph Papineau, formany years mem-

bei- foi' IMonti-eal, a notary liy profes-

sion, anfl highly distinguished for the

simple but very effective style of his

forensic oratoiy.

Jose])h was born in Montreal, in

17o2.

The young Louis Joseph was edu-

cated at the Quebec Seminary, and
had for class-mates, amongst others,

the genial and talented author of

the Canadians of Old. Philippe

A DeCaspe, Esq. : Mr. De Gaspe,

in his Memoirs, has recorded several

interesting particulars of the studi-

ousness, wit, and ehxjuence of the

budding statesman. Young Mr. Papi-

neau's abilities had so impressed his

friends, that he was returned to Par-

liament whilst yet a law student, in

1809, two years previous to his admis-

sion to the Bai- : he represented the

county of Kent—now the county of

Cham lily — for twenty consecutive

years, he i-epresented in Parliament

the westward of Montreal. In 1812,

although no lover of the British Gov-
ernment, true to his allegiance, he

served as a captain in the militia,

until 1815 : having to escort to Mon-
treal some American prisoners, he

left the ranks and refused to take his

place, until the band of the escort had
ceased playing ' Yankee Doodle,' in

derision of the captives. Three years

after his entrance in the legisla-

tive halls, he was chosen as leader of

the French Canadian oi)position party,

a position which he held until the

insurrection of 1837. For twenty

years, from 1817 to 1837, he was
S])eaker of the Legislative Assembly.

In 1820, he was elevated to a seat in

the Legislative Council. In 1822, we
find him selected in conjunction with

the late Hon. John Neilson, as a dele-

gate to proceed to England to opposethe

Imperial plan for the union of Upper
and Lower Canada : a mission crowned
with complete success, the obnoxious

measure having Ijeen Avithdrawn. His
share in

all know
States.

the rebellion of 1837, we
: he had to fiv to the United
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In 1839, he crossed tlie Aclantic

and biiried himself in seclusion, in

the city of Paris, for eight years,

with no other familiars but, La-

mennais, Beranger, and a few other

French master-minds. Through the

exertions of his great adversary,

—

Lafontaine, he was subsequently

pardoned ; he received also through

the same influence, c£4,o00 arrears

of his pay as late Speaker. His
thrilling accents were soon again heard

in the legislative halls, but times and
})olitics had changed : many of the re-

forms previously asked for had been

granted : the gi'eat tiibune found in

1847 the soil yielding under his feet :

another master-s}urit, the Hon. Louis

Hippolyte Lafontaine, had come to

the front.

One of the changes ^Ir. Papineau

had so warmly advocated in 1837, an
elective Legislative Council, strange

to say, found echo later on. A brilliant

constellation of youthful Montreal

lawyers, the Dorions, Doutre, Papin,

Labreche, Viger, Laberge, Laflamme
and others, made it a plank of their

platfoi-m in the Avenir newspaper.

3Ir. Papineau was the oracle—the

high-priest, of this ar4ent, eloquent

and pati'iotic band, who have lived

mostly all of them, to see the bulk

of the opinions they entei-tained thirty

years ago, triumphant, and themselves,

released from the cold shades of oppo-

sition to enjoy the highest ofiices in

the gift of the Crown and people.

The fieiy statesman, withdrew for ever,

in 1854, from the arena of politics :

he was in the habit of passing the

winter season at Montreal, in the

society of a few tried friends : the

summer months he devoted to his

family at his elegant Chafenu, Monte-
bello, in his seigniory of Im Petite

Nation, on the green banks of the Ot-

tawa : here, amidst his plantations,

his flowers, his birds and books, he

found sincere friends and trusty ad-

visers, in those dear old authors, Mon-
taigne, Seneca, Plutarch, Bacon, itc.

;

of their intercourse, he never tired.

Here, on one mellow day of September,
1871 (the 28th), at the ripe age of 83
years, death released his noble spirit,

not however with the usual accom-
paniment on his part of a son of Borne

:

Mr. Papineau, like Sainte-Beuve, re-

fused to see, in his last moments, the

E. C. pastor, though his reuiains were
placed by loving hands in a tomb in

his own private chapel at Montebello,,

which chapel he had had consecrated

by the K. C. authorities some years-

previous.

Tlie power wielded for a quarter of

a century over the masses in Lowei'

Canada by Mr. Papineau, was some-

thing marvellous: though the influence

his impassioned appeals exerted, may
seem incredible to those who never wit-

nessed the display. Mr. Papineau had
unquestionably several of the attri-

butes which Quintillian and others as-

sign to the public speaker. His do-

mestic life was spotless : his tastes ele-

vated—pure ; his education and for-

tune had opened out to him the

choicest stores of learning : Vir prohu>-'

dieeiidi peritus, he certainly w;is.

Was it then surprising if. at the

peroi'ation of a tiery onslaught on

colonial abuses—or at the close of a

scathing denunciation of the ostracism

of his race, attempted by the grasping

bureaucracy which then invaded every

avenue to preferment—or even, to jus-

tice, was it surprisingto hear deafening

cheers and frantic spectators, seizing

hold of the fearless speaker and car-

rying him in triumph to his hotel or his

home? No parliamentary orator in

the Province of Quebec ever struck so

surely, so powerfully, the popular

chord, as did this indefatigable cham-

pion of popular rights 1
*

>^ 'If,' says his bio^Tapher, L. O. David, 'posterity,

obli\-ious of his genius.ever dare to ask what Papineau
had done for his country, let his voice reply from
his tomb :

" Je vous aifait respecter, j'a-. appris au
monde que dans un coin de TAmSrique quelques

milliers de Fran?ais, vaincus par les amies apres une
lutte hiroique. avaient su arracher leurs droits et

leurs libertfis des griffes de leurs vainqueurs. J'ai,

pendant trente ans.tfuidfe raes compatriotes dans des

conibatvs qui ont fait I'admiration des nations 6tran-

geres, et j'ai appris a mes fiers conquerauts qu'ils ne

pourraient jamais enchainer ma patrie."
'
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In June, l(S.'57,when 1 s;iw liiui Hrst,

lie was in the zenith of his fame, though

coming events were ah-eady looming

out povtentoiisly.

A split in the party of the patriots

was at hand, the Hon. John Neilson

and some othci-s, refused to abet armed
resistance to British rule : in this they

differed from the " patriots " of the

Montreal district.

A grand gathering of the Nai'ionalite.

Canadieane was to take place on the

24th June, 1837, in a beautiful maple
grove owned by Captain Faucher, at

Berthier, then forming part of the

county of Bellechasse : the festival,

dear to all Canadians, the Fete de la St.

Jean Bajjtiste, was to be solemnized

here by all the " patriots " of ever so

many coiinties, not only by the des-

truction of hundreds of lovely young
maple trees as is now the unhallowed
custom, but in a much more appropriate

manner : by speeches, a splendid ban-

quet with—music—songs—a display

of artillery and of cavalry. The Demos-
thenes of Parliament was to address

the people on their wrongs and their

mode of redress, flanked by the elite

of the House of Assemby, Sir E. P.

Tache (then Dr. E. P. Tache'l his

friend, Xotaiy Letourneau, M. P. P.

for Islet, Messrs. A. N. Morin, Louis

Bourdages, cr-m multis aliis. The
Are eaters of two or three counties

met accordingly, and whatwith oratory,

punch, music and songs, the discharge

of fowling pieces, and the presence

of the liest trotting horses of the

three counties, mounted by warlike

young peasants with wreaths of maple
and green, the pageant was a memor-
able one and very creditalile to the

enterprise of the " patriotes."

A full account is given by the Cana-
c^i"e« newspaper of the 3rd July, 1837.

Once theftte ended, the liberator in a

showy cari'iage, followed by much
of the '•' rank and fashion" of the dis-

affected counties, was to drive all the

way to Kamouraska, to visit an im-

portant personage of the day : J. Bte.

Tache. brother to Sir E. P. Tache,

whose services to Canada suljse-

(|uently, invested him with a knight-
hood and the honorary title of aide-

de-camp to the Queen.
It was judged suitable that ]jopular

respect and ovations should attend the
march of the Hon. Louis J. Pai)ineau,

not only amongst grown up men ready
to bleed for their country, but even
amongst prattling school-boys. Thus,
was brought in, the parisli school of St,

Thomas. It was so fated that in

"jacket and frills'' I found myself a
juvenile inmate—the tallest boy of this

rustic academy. Our "Dominie's"
name was Mercier. Dominie Mercier
was no less celebrated for the zest

and vigour with wdiich he wielded
the l;)ircli rod over the shoulders of

his refractory subjects, than for his

demonstrative patriotism amongst
their fathers : he was what then
was styled " un 1)on patriote," ready
to vote down at a moment's no-
tice, the importation of any dutiable
English goods : broadcloth, cutlery, tea,

etc. * Mr. Mercier was determined his

school should offer ocular proof of the
glowing patriotism, which, there bub-
l)led up, like, from a fountain. The
great statesman, Papineau, l:)eing

pressed for time, could not stop, even
to receiA'-e addresses : it was then de-

cided by the Dominie, that an address,

brief but gushing, should be delivered

to the liberator as the carriage rolled

past the school, on its way to Kamour-
aska. To the tallest boy was allotted

the envied honour of acting as spokes-

man. He, as well as his comrades, for

the nonce had been suitably drilled in

court etiquette : all the "hopefuls" were
to stand in line on the road side, and
when in presence of the carriage, the
tallest was to advance three steps, right

foot first, take oft" his cap, and deliver

** During- this stonny period of 1337, some of the
more euthusia-itic patriots, in order to dry up Eng--
land's revenue in the colony, had gone so" far as to
discard every article uf raiment on which duty was
levied. A professional man, I knew, wore home spun
breeches, coat ditto, straw hat, a neck -tie of Cana-
dian linen and beef mocassins with the traditional
round toes.
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ill a loud, measured voice the patriotic

salutation or address :

" Honneur et gloire au brave et

genereux Defenseur de nos droits !

Hourali ! Hourah ! 1 Hourali ! ! !

These three hovraJtft were to be

given with deafening cheers, ail hats

off ; so it was ordained, and so it was
done. The defender of our rights

gracefully bowed to us. As the tallest

of the boys was your humble servant,

the entry in this old diary may be
relied on.

AN ANIMATED MOLECULE AND ITS NEAREST RELATIVES.

BY DANIEL CLARK, M.D.

INQUIRERS seeking in earnest in-

vestigation to find the basis of

life, may be divided into three classes.

The one class I shall call suhjectii'ist.%

or those who study chiefly mental
phenomena, and attempt to build up a

system of philosophy from this source.

The second class may be designated

ohjpctivlds, or those who merely apply

their attention to physical manifesta-

tions, and endeavoui- through them to

solve all the difficulties which bar the

way to a clear understanding of man
in his multifarious relations. The
third division may be styled the eclec-

tics, who do not circumscribe their in-

vestigations to either body or mind,

but on the one hand endeavour to

know from all sources, whether a man
be a unity, a duality, or a trinity, and
what are the relations of this sphinx,

which is continually pi-opounding so

many enigmas for our solution ; or on

the other hand, are seeking to find out

if mind be a resultant or function of

bodily forces and standing in the rela-

tion of effect to cause. The first class

are pure metaphysicians, who adhere

strictly to the study of mental modes.

Many master minds have belonged to

this class, but because of the circum-

scribed field of investigation, have
made ' confusion worse confounded.

'

These were divided into two great

schools, viz. : The idealistic and real-

istic. The former reasoned away the

existence of the whole external world,

including our bodies, except what is

known by inferential evidence ; and
that of the latter logically proved
that mind has no existence as far as

known. Between these contending
scholastics we are asked to believe that

both the ego and the non-ego had a

mythical existence. The second class

are now called materialists l>y theolo-

gians on the one hand, and by a cer-

tain school of physical investigators

on the other. I clo not say the term
is a misnomer, but seeing it is so often

held u]) as a hideous ogre to frighten

the timid, and as those who really are

such deny ' the soft impeachment ' in

the sense of holding any views inimi-

cal to ethical philosophy, I have used

these phrases to indicate these classes

of thinkers, and which cover the whole
ground of mental and physical research.
The egoist declares that there is an
entity called mind, affected by, but

not being, matter, although in intimate

relation to it, and capable of exciting

it to action in will, emotion or desire.

He ajipeals to our consciousness for

proof of our power at will to produce

physical effects by exercising volition,

and stirring to intensity the affections,

not as secondary but primary causes.
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He holds that these efforts arc initial,

and are not primarily .sensational. The
basis upon which he V)ui]d8 is surely

worthy of more consideration than a

sneer. In such a simple physical act

as that of raising iny arm consequent

on a volition, 1 ask the objectivist to

tell me, if the ja-imaiy impulse he a

command of the nerve molecules to do

so ; and if so, what gave them the hint

that this illustration was required at

this opportune moment 1 I wait for

a reply, and am told that my will to

do so, is only a function of these mole-

cules, and can not be at any time an

initiatory impulse. In some mysteri-

ous way they got to know that this

movement was required at this par-

ticular time. In other words, it is

necessary in every volition to suppose

a goading primary sensation and con-

sequent reflex action from the power
developed. It is held the same is true

of memory and the wildest flights of

imagination. My will, imaginings, re-

miniscences and consciousness, are said

to be the ^results of acts of the brain,

which determines in an autocratic way
their intensity, kind and vaiiety, being

amenable to no motive power higher

than itself and the law by which it

operates. Mental activity thus be-

comes a sequent of antecedent brain

manifestation. The wild impossibili-

ties of Milton—the creations of Shake-

speare—the word picturings of Hom-
er, Tasso, Dante, Scott, and Longfel-

low—the wonderful combinations of

Mendelssohn, Handel or Mozart, are

only fortuitous [)resentments of a Mole-
cular Grand Jury knowing no master
ab extra—receiving no promptings but
thi'ough sensation, and heeding no
dictation independent of themselves.

The argument adduced by the ob-

jectivist seems to be, that there is no
reason to assume an ego distinct from
the varied functions of nerve mole-

cules. The manifestations of the

brain, of the spinal cord, and of the

sympathetic system, can all be ex-

plained on physical gi'ounds, he says,

therefore, there is no need for laying

down a spiritual hypothesis to account

for that which natural laws explain.

It will be my endeavour to prove the

existence of a j^si/chical power resident

in nerve tissue—not in the relation of

organ and function—-but in that of

organ and exciting agency, by parallel

reasoning based on the phenomena of

natural law. The physical system can

be niised on a high pedestal of won-
derful complicity and power, and at

the same time mental modes Jieed not

necessarily be considered as a result-

ant of its activity, in order to unravel

all its mysteries. There is a power or

substance continually acting upon mat-

ter, from its lowest to its highest forms,

and is the cunning workman in build-

ing up the ultimate elements of organ-

ic matter, whose presence in the human
body is evident by phenomena the

most complicated and marvellous in

the animal kingdom. This is called

electricity in its simplest form. I will

call it vitalism, in the second series of

its operations, and psychism in its

highest manifestation in the more com-
plicated gi'oups of the animal crea-

tion, including man. These three sub-

stances are possibly developments of

one active fluid—the latter including

those in the low'er forms, just as the

brain of man is built up by this force

in a more elaborate way than is done
in the simple ganglia of the lower

creations. The cunning of this work-
man is known by his handiwork I

will endeavour to show that the mole-

cule, about whose creation so many
scientific battles are being fought, does

not create mental modes, but is onlv

the medium of their manifestations,

and that a common ground of agi-ee-

ment can be found in calling the

psychic force—the ego—the highest

development of that entity called mag-
netism. It is a substance more subtle

than the ether which pervades all na^-

tiu-e, and we have no reason to believe

that grosser matter could possess sen-

sible properties without its cohesive

power.

I will condense a few general
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remarks on electricity before con-

sidering its relation to the nervous

system of man. The latter connec-

tion is very important to every stu-

dent of insanity. It will l)e my en-

deavour to rigidly apply the same
principles of reasoning adopted by the

2)ure scientists, and draw no conclu-

sions they would not readily admit as

legitimate from the premises adduced.

I ^\dsh to show briefly :

First. That it is not in accordance

with physiological and pathological

facts to call mental phenomena func-

tions of the brain.

Second. That no evidence adduced

has satisfactorily established the local-

ization of mentality beyond the focal

point of nerve tissue in the basal

ganglia. of the brain.

Third. That brain power is not de-

pendent on the size of the organ only,

but requires many other conditions to

manifest its durability and intensity.

Fourth. That psychic force corre-

lates to some extent ^\\th magnetism,

and is probably a higher power of the

same substance, and presumably is the

most subtle form of material exist-

-ence known to man.

Fifth. That this entity exists in the

nervous system of all animals and

beings possessing nerve structure, not

depending on a molecule for its exist-

ence, but, on the contrary, the mole-

cule could have no being without its

constructive power. The maker of

the molecule necessarily antedates the

creation, and manifests the occupancy

of the tenement in a sei'ies of func-

tions numerous and complicated.

Sixth. That the intensity and com-

plicity of mental modes, ccetens pari-

bus, do depend on the condition and
capacity of the organ, and that the in-

tellectual and moral powers decrease

in a certain proportion, as the instru-

ment diminishes in efficacy (as a mag-

net decreases in power according to its

size), until only automatic or reflex

life remains. In other words, the

descending series of jisychism, vitality,

electricity leave in the inverse order

to that in which they built up the sys-

tem, until dust to dust manifest the

ultimate elements in their primary
form, with only a low gi-ade of co-

hesive power remaining.

Seventh. That the diflerent pheno-

mena of mind in health and disease

can be explained satisfactorily to my
mind, if the views stated be accepted

without leading to illogical conclvi-

sion.s.

Eighth. That no appeal has been

made to arguments and deductions be-

yond accepted phenomena, and only

by legitimate conclusions drawn from
evidence furnished by the senses.

We see the intimate relation exist-

ing betwen the ego and non-ego in the

influence the one exerts on the other.

Dyspepsia will give the patient that

mental despondency which vulgarly

goes by the name of the ' blues.' It

is also true that strong emotion, or

any mental shock, unexpectedly ex-

cited, at once affects the stomach, in

disturbing its digestive powers, and in

suddenly quenching all sense of hun-

ger. Local causes will produce con-

stipation, or flux of the bowels, or, it

may be, retention of urine in the

bladder, without the invasion of dis-

ease, but mental excitement or anx-

iety of any kind will produce the same
I'esults. Violent exercise will increase

the heart's action ; so also will svidden

fi'ight. There is not an oi-gan of the

body but can be affected through men-
tal influence. We shall see if this

mentality can consistently be called a

function of the organs it is assumed
to have the power to rouse to action,

or in other words whether an effect

can perform the impossibility of being

its own cattse. These dual phenomena
have never received a satisfactory so-

lution by looking at them only in one

of their aspects and at the same time

ignoring the other. Like the valiant

knights of old, each school is prepared

to fight for the truthfulness of the in-

sjDection of the face of the shield next

to themselves, ignoring any other as-

pect. The wonderful force I am about
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to consider, explains this double in-

fluence. Tlie myriad telegraphic oflices

in the Ijody are in constant communi- i

cation with the great central deposi-

tories of nerve force, called the cere-

bro-spinal system. There is not a part

of the physical system, however appa-

rently automatic or organic, but is in

some intimate relation to this cardinal

motor power, and which necessarily

responds to its influence. However
multifarious the functions may be,

each according to its kind, yet they

are all within call of these centi'es.

They are the primaiy conservato-

ries of vital power and energy.

Like armies in actio]i, while fighting,

a stern battle against dissolution, they

are within supporting distance of one
another. The most remote organs

from these centres are within reach of

their influence. In the same way are

those which belonof to what Mr. Paget
calls the ' rhythmic nerve centres,' i.e.,

the organs of respiration, the heart,

and the alimentary canal. A certain

kind of electricity is essential to the

existence of })hysical life. Its absence

means death, and on the other hand
it increases in intensity, or diminishes

in force, according to the degree of

mental or bodily health. Now, by a

parity of reasoning, if this power be
neither a primary nor secondary

quality of matter, i. e., nor essential

nor accidental, in any medium in

which its energy may be manifested,

it is not so monstrous to infer, by ana-

logy, that mind is a unity of a subtle

natiu'e, like magnetism, but of a

higher order of influence ; it is direc-

ted and circumscribed in the same
way, by the body in which it resides,

but at the same time equally capable

of producing changes of a material

and vital nature, in the diflferent sub-

stances which it permeates with its

influence, without being a secretion,

quality, or condition of any of them.

It is not my intention to inquire

whether the higher power is an evo-

lution from the lower, or whether
each has a distinct creation, origin or

7

existence. Suftice to show that this

entity in the series of its manifes-

tations does not depend on gross mat-

ter for its being, but on the contrary,

the form and continuity of such mat-

ter are results of its operations.

There is a vast difierence in distance

between the utmost boundary of the

field of scientific investigation, and na-

ture's laV>oi'atory in Ijuilding up struc-

tures of multiform complexity, out of

the monads of molecules or matter. It

is not in op])osition to the severest

rules of the inductive philosophy of a

positivist to use imagination where
ob.servation caimot go, and by an-

alogy judge the unknowable from the

knowable. We infer that a quantity

of water has interstices between its

particles, because we can compress it

somewhat, and also dissolve a soluble

body in it without increasing its bulk
;

but no human eyes ever saw these

openings between the molecules of

water. Cold is applied to water, and
as a residt it contracts, until it reaches

the temperature of thirty-nine degrees

Fahrenheit ; when in violation of any
well known law, by some unaccount-

able freak the liquid expands, and in

its expansion becomes solid ice. This

is a process in its elements most strange,

but beyond our ken. This ice may be

melted, and it may be minutely ex-

amined through the microscope, but

no change can be seen in its physical

appearance. Send a current of elec-

tricity through it and gi-eat changes

take place in its condition ; the par-

ticles of water are made polar in a

diamagnetic manner ; the water is

changed as a medium to transmit light,

for a ray in its passage through it is

twisted in a definite way, under this

influence, not seen in water not under
magnetic power. We can legitimately

imagine that the molecules have been
marshalled by this new force into

other positions, but the how and whi/

ai'e matters for speculation, yet, in this

phenomenon is a strong inferential

proof of the change magnetism makes
in the position of the ultimate ele-
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ments of water. This movement or

change is even more striking in solid

bodies. Boyle, in his tract on ' The

Languid Motion of Bodies,' shows

that even compact l>odies, such as

tui-quoise and agate stones change in

their molecules, and that spots in them

shift theii- relative positions continu-

ally. The patina of antiquarians

found on ancient coins is only the

copper of the alloy having found its

wav to the surface during centuries

of molecular action. The other metals

of the combination were not as active

as the copper in the magnetic race.

The term inertia is a misnomer, for it

is not a condition of matter any

where in universal nature. This elec-

trical state of motion and adhesion,

can be observed in a simple way, by

the tenacity of surfaces in contact,

whether solid or liquid, and in the

electricity evolved on their separation.

This is best seen if glass be laid on the

surface of mercury, or melted sulphur

brought in contact with glass. The
same is seen in capillary attraction,

which experiments have shown to be

from electrical results. These are

evident in the minute arteries, which

are filled with arterial blood, surcharged

with oxygen, and that seeks with

aviditv interstitial substances, satisfy-

ing the wants of the system, and

through the veins carries the eflete

matter to the outlets of the body, but

were it not for this subtle agent there

would be stagnation and death. The
same attraction and repidsion is seen

in the pulmonary and portal circula-

lation. The molecular supply of blood

to nerA-e tissue, is doubtless a counter-

part of this work, going forward else-

where, on a larger scale. The objec-

tivist says the processes are as mech-

anical or chemical as is the formation

of a ciystal or capillary attraction in a

lump of sugar, a sponge, or a glass

tube. It may be the same power but

of a higher order^— shall I say a Dar-

tcinian development of it 'i The won-

derful law of selection is not con-

sidered. This power uses a few prim-

ary elements to build up new sub-

stances, of the most complicated and
diverse kind. We may sow in a box
of uniform earth, the seeds of different

plants ; they are watered by the same
fluid ; heated by the same sun, to the

same degree
;

gi'ow in every way
under the same external influence, but
each will produce its kind. Selecting

from these simple fluids what each re-

quires, and grouping with a master
hand, the mast harmless elements into

rank poison, innocuoiis floral beauty,

or luscious fruit, in keeping with the

powers of each. The food we eat

may be of the most heterogeneous

kind, yet, nature's laboratory, by a

more complicated, but similar law of

selection, forms out of these the secre-

tions, and the myriad variations of

substances in our bodies. True, the

law that operates to form the chemical

models in nature, are in force in these

more complicated bodies, but above
and beyond the simpler types of force

is an energy more intricate in its

handiwork than can be produced in

the woi-ld of chemistry, and whose
patent right to manufacture, no power
in the lower, stratum of force can even

approach in beauty and complexity.

Alcohol can be made out of starch, but

no cunning of chemistry can do what
is undone and make starch out of

spirits. We can reduce to their ulti-

mate elements all organic bodies, and
the varieties are so few that we can

count them on our fingers, but with

the same elements at our command
we cannot re-constimct the simplest

cell by chemical art. My dinner may
be composed of roast beef, plum pud-

ding and pumpkin pie. This meal
builds up the millions of various sub-

stances in my body before I go to bed.

I defy the ultra-scientist to draw a

successfid parallel between this and
any law of ciystallization. We are

asked to believe, in the face of facts

such as these, that water, a ciystal, a

grain of corn, an egg, and animal

bodies are all built up by exactly the

same agency, in its lowest power, and
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tliat the vegetable and animal worlds

are only multiples of the grosser forms
of matter, thus fnaking ' vital force ' a
myth of the despised metaphysicians.

A ciystal cannot produce its like as a

cell does. It cannot repair injury to

it as life does the waste of tissue.

Friction will reduce the size of the

one, but the living form thickens by
its application to the other. Vitality

will rush to the rescue when a cut is

made. It will join the ends of a

broken bone and surround the breach

with additional safeguards. Chemistry
can show no equal to the law of diffu-

sion. We cannot imitate respiration

in the laboratory by exchanging oxy-

gen and carbonic acid through the

same septa at the same time. We
might enumerate in an endless cata-

logue, and put in antithesis the great

difference tliat exists between chemi-

cal and vital processes.

The school of objectivists classify

the beginnings, varieties and move-
ments of all forms of organized life

into a group of ' affinities. ' According
to the class of thinker's these may be

called chemical, elective, organic or in-

hererd, and if these terms are not

satisfactory to the opposite class of

inquirers, refuge is taken in the defi-

nition that ' molecular life is a co-or-

dinating power.' I contend that all

these terms refer to one and the same
substance—call it electricity, magnet-
ism, odic force, or what you will, and
is not a necess^iy quality of matter

;

but, on the contrary, all phenomena
of matter go to show that on its cohe-

sive power the existence of matter

depends. It must necessarily ante-

date organized substances, unless a

miracle takes place, and a molecule

can originate itself. It is hard to say,

however, what wonders of this kind
may transpire when a great philosopher

like Mill can say that it may be pos-

sible for two and two to become five,

and that a pai-t may be greater than
the whole in some other condition of

mind. That ' condition ' should only

be found in the ward of an asylum.

Herbert Spencer is forced reluctantly

to admit (Biology, Am. Ed. page 167):
' It may be argued that, on the hypo-
thesis of evolution, life necessarily

comes before organization. On this

hypothesis, organic matter in a state

of homogeneous aggregation must
precede organic matter in a state of

heterogeneous aggregation. But since

the passing from a structureless state

to a structured state is itself a vital

process, it follows that vital activity

must have existed while there was
yet no structure ; structure could not
else arise.' Lionel Beale says grvidg-

ingly (Bioplasm, page 209, Ed 1872):
' The vital power of the highest bio-

plasm in nature is the living /.' Dar
win calls this power ' innate ' in

defining life. This may mean much
or nothing. He vaguely applies it to

that something in organized nature
;

that invisible builder known only in

his works ; that which the microscope
has not brought to view ; that which
the scalpel has never laid bare ; that
which the chemical tests have not
found out its affinities, and the spec-

travi analysis has not displayed its

colour to the eye. Man may be said

to consist of a collection of living

cells, or organic monads. These have
a dynamic union in a power whose
crowning phenomenon we call consci-

ousness. All the phases of mind-
knowing ai-e in the latter, and one
physical cell is the equivalent proto-
type or representative integer of a
multitude, that constitute the body in
its completeness. These distinct indi-

vidual cells may have varied functions,

but the vital energy controls them,
prevents antagonisms, and procures
concord of action to accomplish unity
of purpose.

We see organisms of the lowest
order multiply their kind by a divi-

sion of themselves. This inherent
power causes these separate parts to
have a family resemblance. Each of
these has a power to move, to feed, to
grow, to multiply, and to have a har-
mony of action in all their parts. No
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such complicity of power can be seen

in chemical action and atiinity. Then,

look at the laws of heredity—the

transmission of peculiarities of dispo-

sition, of idiosyncrasies, of resem-

blances, of tendencies to particular

diseases, of constitutional and physi-

cal appearance to both parents iij one

case ; in a second to only one, in a

third to neither ; of stupidity produ-

cing intelligence, and genius begetting

mediocrity ; of so much in common
between parents and children, yet so

much diversity in the nearest approach

to likeness, even among the members

of the same family. Iij the descend-

ing series of existences this diversity

decreases until we come to the same-

ness of crystallization. The building

power is more circumscribed in its

capacity, although more general in its

application, the lower it goes in the

scale of existence. Look at the

strange tendency toxical agents have to

assail distinct portions of nerve tissue,

as if each section had a different mole-

culai- arrangement. Strychnia, aco-

nite, opium, alcohol, prussic acid, bella-

donna, select their locations with un-

erring aim whenever they come in con-

tact with a nervous organization. There

is no reason to believe this law of

selection lies in the poisons alone. The

ultimate elements of nerve tissue may
differ in each section. In lower nature

we have the laws of cohesion and at-

traction, evidencing the one foi'ce

called electricity. This power exists

in the wide domain of matter animate

and inanimate. The primary elements

of all bodies are kept together by its

cohesive power. It is indispensable

to existence and compactness of out-

line. A remarkable form of this force

is seen in animal magnetism. This

pervades all our nerve centres, and

their prolongations. It permeates the

primitive fasciculi of muscle and binds

them together. This animal magnet-

ism will produce the same phenomena

as frictional and atmospheric elec-

tricity. It affects the needle of the

galvanometer, decomposes iodide of

potassium, }>roduces light and heat,

and gives severe shocks siich as are

felt in the electric discharges of the

torpedo eel. The law of the correla-

tion of forces is thus made manifest

by this agent. Light is eliminated

from the black hair of a nervous per-

son, with a vulcanized rubber comb,

or by friction from the fur of a cat, in

a marked degree, and heat isgenerated

at the same time. It is present in

muscle and nerve only during life, and

as long as the natural warmth re-

mains, but is completely absent in

rigor rnortis ; yet if warm blood be

injected into the limbs of an animal

after rigor has set in for a few hours,

relaxation will return, and with it

animal magnetism ; even contraction

will be induced for a short time. If

ai-tificial or extraneous magnetism
should be used to excite nei-ve or mus-

cle while it occupies thismedium, there

is no evidence of the presence of natu-

ral inherent electricity ; it seems the

two can not co-exist in the same body

at the same time. It is easy of de-

monstration that the fasciculi of nerve

and muscle have in each two antago-

nistic states of electi'icity. In the

natural condition the surface of each

is in a positive state, and the core of

each is in a negative relation ; in other

words, the longitudinal and transverse

surfaces are, as a rule, relatively in the

antagonistic conditions. Strange to

say by irritation, heat, or the occur-

rence of death, a complete reversal of

these magnetic relations takes place,

not only so, but sections of nerve or

muscle may change in this way, other

sections remaining in the natural re-

lation. Statical electricity in a state

of»rest is the primary condition of this

power in these tissues, and in action

magnetism usurps the place of this

potent Huid, or rather it is a higher

manifestation of the same energy. All

physical action is accompanied by elec-

tiical discharge. In the experiments

of Matteucci, Du-Bois-Eaymond and

others, this is clearly demonstrated

I directly and by analog}'. The nerves
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of tho electric system of a torpedo eel

s])ring from the anterior track of the

spinal cord, and at the periphery of

each are the same complicated plex-

uses analogous to those in our bodies

springing from a similar source. If

the nerves of each are divided in any
part of their coui-se, both are equally

afi'ected Vjy paralysis, and if shocked

by electricity both show activity in an

analogous mannei". They are similarly

affected by the application of toxic

irritants, especially by strychnia, which

induces in both convulsions and the

elimination of electricity. Both be-

come exhausted by action and return

to their normal tonicity by rest. In a

word, what can be predicated of the

one can be affirmed of the other in all

respects. If the nerves of the rheo-

scopic limbs of two frogs are only con-

nected by water, or by candle-wick

saturated with water, and the nerve

of one is pinched, or any irritant ap-

plied, the magnetic fluid will traverse

this foreign isthmus and cause con-

ti'action of the distal limb, show-

ing conclusively that when electri-

city is given off", the muscle or nerve

is in action, induced from any such

exciting cause. It need scarcely be

added that when muscular or nervous

energy exists from the action of this

agent, heat is generated. This corre-

lation is universal. This transmission

of nerve force explains much that is

otherwise inexplicable, where thei'e is

dif3uence or disorganization of nerve

tissue, for even then its power of con-

veying this agent is not destroyed.

It is even asserted by pathologists that

the appropriate function is still pre-

served, through Ijroken down tissue.

This fluid is put in motion by friction

and irritation on the one hand, or by
volition, emotion, affection or desire,

on the other. The nerves are excited

by these currents, when the repulsion

of the Tiltimate elements from their

natural state of rest is temporarily

reversed ; in chronological order the

same results follow in muscular fibre.

This brings sections or molecules into

ap))osition in their natural polarity
;

phis forces or neyafive states, in re-

spective contact, will result in con-

traction of the parts affected. This

condition explains the sudden inva-

sion and departure of pathological

causes, accompanied by spasms, fits,

convulsions ; also, the rhythmic move-

ments of so-called automatic life. In

this act of shortening, electrical ac-

tion produces heat, and with it, ulti-

mately, exhaustion, analogous to that

seen in the torpedo. In chemical union

or decomposition the same effects are

always seen, and living tissues are not

an exception to this general law. These

changes of conditions from positive to

negative, and vice versa, are sudden in

their effects, and may be transitory.

Exciting catises may continue them
for a short time, until feeble action

compels at least intermittent secession

of this condition,- in order to give

time to accumulate fresh foi"ce, as is

the case in a battery. We can not

grip continuously. We suffer wl>en

we kee]i our body in one position for a

length of time. The periodical em-

phasis of the lungs, the heart, the

bowels, the uterus, and it may be also

of svich busy lalioratories as the liver,

the kidneys and the stomach, show the

necessity of these periods of rest, not

to speak of intermittent sleep to the

weary brain. We can not think with-

out periods of rest of longer or shorter

dui'ation. All carefid experiments go

to show that any of these mo-sements

must be accompanied by a correspond-

ing interchange between the external

and internal magnetic relations of

muscular and nervous fibres, giving

out heat and throwing off decomposed

matter during this activity.

This partial reversal of sections of

nerves and muscles in their electrical

relations is doubtless a normal condi-

tion. Huxley in his ' Lay Sermons '

seems to show* this when explaining

the circulation in a nettle sting. He
says :

' The whole hair consists of a very

delicate outer case of wood, closely ap-
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plied to the inner surface of which is

a layer of semi-fluid matter, full of in-

numerable granules of extreme min-

uteness. Tliis semi-fluid lining is pro-

toplasm, which thus constitutes a kind

of bag, full of limpid liquid. When
s-iewed with a sufliciently high magni-

f^^iug power, the protoplasmic layer of

the nettle hair is seen to be in a con-

dition of unceasing activity. Local

contractions of the whole thickness of

its substance pass slowly and gradual-

ly, from point to point, and give rise

to the a]jpearance of progi-essive waves.

But in addition to these movements,

and independently of them the gran-

ules are driven in relatively rapid

streams through channels in the proto-

plasm which seem to have a consider-

able amount of persistence. Most
commonly the currents in adjacent

parts of the protojjlasm take similar

directions, and thus. there is a general

stream up one side of the hair and

down the other. But this does not

prevent the existence of partial cur-

rents which take difterent routes and

sometimes trains of granules may be

seen coursing swiftly in opposite direc-

tions within a twenty-thousandth of

an inch of one another ; which, occa-

sionally, opposite streams come into

collision and, after a longer or shorter

struggle, one predominates. The cause

of these currents seems to lie in contrac-

tions of the protoplasm which bounds

the channels in which they flow, but

which are so minute that the best

microscopes show only their effects

and not themselves.'

In plant or animal, heat and electric

shocks cause contractility in the same
way and under similar conditions.

This pi'imal form is subject to laws of

vitality and growth such as is seen

in more complicated physical exist-

ences. It has in it these potentiali-

ties, and the experiments of eminent

scientists go to show •that electrical

shock causes contraction of many of

the first organized forms of life, and
it is fair to infer it in all, were our

knowledge extended. In a paper re-

cently i-ead before the Royal Society

it was clearly shoAVTi that such plants

as those of the Diona?a genus, especial-

ly the Venus fly-trap, not only secrete

a juice as solvent as the gastric fluid

and capable of performing the same
work, but in the contraction of the

lobes of this pitcher plant upon its

food it gives out an appreciable cur-

rent of electricity at every closure

analogous to that obtained from the

nerves and muscles of animals.

This also explains the flow of fluids,

aofainst the laws of gravitation and
which are vaguely stated to flow on

account of the chemical reaction be-

tween the external moisture and the

internal juices of the plants, excited

in some way by atmospheric disturb-

ance. This response to stimulation is

analogous to that seen in the animal

economy : even the change of direction

of this fluid modifies and varies its

action.

If a curi-ent of electricity be passed

from the neighbourhood of the nerve

centres towards their ramifications, the

result is violent contraction of muscle.

A ctirrent sent from the peripheral

loops in a contrary direction will cause

gi-eat pain, but only slight contraction.

The power and medium are the same
in both cases, but there is no doubt

that the polar conditions of the mole-

cules of the nerves are changed by the

difterence in the direction of the force,

if not, the eftects would be the same
in both dii-ections, as on a telegraphic

wii-e, when a message is sent from

either termination. This diflerence of

effect Ijased upon change of direction

is seen in the nervous excitation of

sensation and volition.

To understand what follows, it is

therefore necessary to remember that

(a) what is called ' voltaic alterna-

tives,' is a remarkable phenomenon,

which is experienced when a direct

and an imerse current is alternately

sent through a section of nerve, it loses

and gains its natural electricity, syn-

chronous with the intermissions, and

in the same degree as the loss and re-
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coverv of it, witli irritability, {h.)

The influence sent through ii nerve

causes the muscle in which it ramifies,

to contract when the galvanic circuit is

closed and not when it is opened, (c.)

A continuous action of magnetism will

at last produce pai-alysis of the part

affected—or in other words its irrita-

bility is lost, and in this deprivation

it no longer receives nor transmits im-

pressions. Did time permit, it could

be shown that in these changes we see

phenomena that make it possible to

arrive at rational conclusions in re-

spect to the sudden invasion of such

attacks as those of paralysis, epilepsy,

St. Vitus' dance, hysteria, and allied

nervous disorders. To illustrate the

nerve influence by what we know in

electricity, take two wires and place

them parallel to one another, without

touching ; send a current through one,

and a flash of electricity will instan-

taneously pass through the other,

synchronous with that in connection

with the battery. This wave passes

away and is not repeated except the

connection is broken, when the same
results are obtained. These intermit-

tent impulses, on connection and
breach of continuity, can be repeated

indefinitely. In the connection the

two currents go in the same direc-

tion, but break it and the second-

ary current returns in a contrary direc-

tion. In this way the two currents

can made to pass forward and back-

ward, with the regularity of a weav-
er's shuttle. It is worthy of note

that the return current, induced by
the break of connection, is much
stronger in this parallel wire, on the
' home stretch,' than is that running in

the same dii-ectiou as the fluid in the

connecting wire. If a number of in-

sulated wiies are coiled spii'ally round
the primaiy wire, instead of running
parallel to it, not only can these inter-

mittent currents be produced, but also

an extra or third current is produced in

all the wires, no doubt induced by the

magnetic influence one upon the other.

These facts will be of importance when

we come to consider nerve influence,

especially when we find that the largei-

the wire, the greater the number of

spirals, the more powerful is the mag-
netic influence. The larger the healthy

nerve is, the more capal)le it is to

transmit magnetic power, in propoi-

tion to its size. Apparent exceptions

do not violate this law. The point of

a pin makes a limited impi-ession on

the end of my finger, yet, small though

the injury may be, the nerve disturlj-

ance is considerable. There is no rea-

son to believe that the irritation is

confined to the fibre of the nerve in-

jured ; nor that the influence travels

to the nearest ramifications, and from
them sends messages of alarm to the

neighbouring surface, as well as to the

seat of sensation. According to the

laws above mentioned, synchronous im-

pulses can be sent through adjacent

nerves, by induced electric currents,

and at the cessation of excitation a

powerful return current is set up,

which produces the contraction of

muscles, even before the will has power
to act. I need scarcely add that a

large number, if not all, of physical

automatic action can be explained in

the same way. It is the same in

disease. A circumscribed injury will

pi'oduce tetanus, or paralysis—^effects

out of all proportion to the local lesion.

A few ^^^-ithing worms in the bowels

of a child, or a tooth keeping in con-

stant tension a small portion of gum,
will produce convulsions. A sudden
emotion when we are awake, or the

pJiantasmata of a horrid dream, will

produce startling physical effects, al-

though the cause be subjective. The
centric excitant is equally strong to

the objective when it dominates.

The inference, therefore, is strong

that this substance gives impulse in

anil through itself, by filling the body
it occupies, in all its interstices, and
vibrating from the point of perturba-

tion through Tnonadic contact. This

is seen in the telephone. The voice

—

or in other words the undulating air

—is not sent thi-oua;h the wire, but
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the vil)ratiou takes place in the me-

dium, through its molecular structure,

possibly in an infinitesimal degree,

without any onward movement of the

substance thrown into action. The
reproduction of the nicest modulations

of the human voice at the distal end

of the telephone, is only a repetition

of the motion continued, as is seen in

the wave movements of a rope. The
sound can be transmitted through a

septum of boiler iron, or marble, as

easily as through a thin membrane.
This result can be produced without

magnets, Ln the same way, with a

thread as a means of communication.

In fact, this powei- responds to the

same tests, as if it were a subtle form
of matter. It may be proper here to

say that this manifestation of force is

known in an exceptional manner to

that of light and heat, showing that

it does not, in every particular, corre-

late with these two forces, and must
differ from them in some material way.
Take a wire of unequal size, and place

it between the two poles of a battery.

Where this conductor is smaller, there

it heats more rapidly. In other words
it condenses, and becomes more in-

tense where the way is narrowed, as

a stream becomes more impetuous
where it is pent up by banks or rocks.

Another illustration will show this :

take a nodulated glass tube, in which
the ail- is raritied, pass through it an
electric current, which may be seen as

a luminous spray. Where the tube is

narrowed, the light condenses and be-

comes more bright ; in other words
l>ecomes swifter in its flow the more
it is confined. Here is a well known
law of fluids in operation, and not
mere force. The same experiments
may be made with sound, light or

heat, and it will be found that they
do not condense and flow onward with
increased intensity, but that they are

refracted or reflected into or from the

medium. Herein, even in this primary
foi'm, lies a radical difference in the

phenomena of these forces, and leads

me seriously to cpiestion their entire

correlation. I have not the least doubt
that in the wonderful phenomena of

Edison's phonograph, in which a vi-

brating tympanum, a steel point, and
a revolving cylinder covered with tin

foil, can act as do the two complicated
organs, the ear and the vocal parts, it

will be found that the minute impres-
sions depend on the molecular condi-

tion of the surface. Were it not so

the ten thousandth part of a variety

in the receiving of speech and giving

it out, must change its character en-

tirely. Thus far I have briefly indi-

cated salient points in the phenomena
of magnetism, and the analogous, but
more varied force, which I have desig-

nated vitalism. The latter always in-

cludes the former, as a sultstantial

energy. We can see that in j)s)/i/iism

the two former are necessary to the

latter, and that the trinity is indis-

pensable to mental existence—shall I

say—being mental life.

Thus far I have stated a few gen-

eral principles. It is not too much
for the egoist to ask that an analogy
be drawn between the laws that gov-

ern matter, and those that he asserts

control mind. In fact, he is dared

to do this, and is promised, as a result

of his research, utter discomtiture.

He at once proceeds to do so Viy draw-
ing parallels. For example, the pen-

knife in his pocket has no magnetic
power, but let him rub it along the

pole of a magnet and the jjeculiar pro-

perty of attraction in the magnet is

communicated to the steel blade at

once, without reducing this mysterious

power of the magnet. Let the friction

be reversed and this virtue is lost

again. This inter-change can be car-

ried on indeflnitely. Here is a wonder-
ful property induced and lost by gentle

friction in a hard metal. How would
it do to say that this manifestation of

magnetic iron is a function ] I take a

piece of cold steel and a lamina of

equally cold flint, and go oui on a

Canadian winter night, with the ther-

mometer ranging from 30" to 40"'

below zero. I strike them together :
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1

heat and light are evolved from most

unlikely substances under external

conditions unfavourable to both.

Would a philosopher call these evolved

phenomena functions of matter? A
savage on a lone island has lost his

fire, and at once the friction of two
pieces of wood eliminates heat and
kindles into activity that power called

fire. Why not call this element n

secretion of any substance in which it

I'esides, from which it can he ab-

stracted, and which is the resultant of

inherent forces as potent and active

as in any organ of the body 1 Experi-

ment shows that the active motion of

all such bodies, whether by friction, by
chemical union, or by vital processes,

only make manifest these powers, but

we would fly in the face of scientific

investigation were we to say that all

such forces which correlate wei-e pro-

ductions of these media. The mole-

cules of the nervous tissues are put in

similar activity by the irritation of

contact, friction or excitation ; the re-

sult is heat, light, electricity. These
are imponderable forces, of which we
know nothing beyond their evidence

of potential energy. A sudden emo-
tion, a desire, a violation will produce

evidence of these convertible forces in

the animal system. As in the know-
ledge of material phenomena, or in

the study of electrical force, it is not

unscientific to assert that we have in

self-imi)Osed conceptions the evidence

of ' an invisible siipersensuous ' .vr)me-

thinc/—a dynamical agent—a material

force it may be, which, at will, can,

independent of sensation or automatic

life, cause the excitation of nervous

or muscular molecules, as efficiently

and truly as is done by ab exlv'i agency.

The knowledge of force is as strong in

the one example as in the other, and
both are equally knowable by phe-

nomena, and these only. Electricity

excites molecular action, an<l through
its action on matter we are cognizant

of its existence. The so-called vital

force is denied to those bodies, even in

the lowest form, yet the same laws of

chemical and electrical affinity are

brought to play to build up a crystal,

a grain of wheat, a muscle, or a nerve

fiVjre ; but behind these, and prodiic-

ing each according to its kind, is a

power that baffies the wisest objecti-

vist, in spite of his acutest analytical

investigation. This force is thus as-

sumed by its phenomena. We may
not see the worker, but on all sides is

indubitable evidence of his craft. A
mad man would not say that the

means adapted to ends seen in miiver-

sal nature were a jumble of fortiiitous

sequents and con.sequents.

Tyndall says (Use and Limit of the

Imagination in Science) :

• ' The philosophy of the future will

assuredly take more account than that

of the past of the relation of thought

and feeling to physical processes ; and

it may be that the qualities of the

mind will be studied through the

organism, as we now study the charac-

ter of a force through the aflfections of

ordinary matter. We believe that

every thought and every feeling has

its definite mechanical correlation

—

that it is accompanied by a certain

sepai-ation and re-marshalling of the

atoms of the brain. The latter process

is purely physical ; and weie the facul-

ties we now possess sufficiently

strengthened, without the creation of

any new faculty, it would, doTibtless,

be within the range of our augmented

powers, to infer from the molecular

state of the brain the character of

the thought acting on it, and con-

versely to infer from the thought

the exact molecular condition of the

brain.

'

Herbert Spencer says that ' with

our present knowledge we are in this

predicament. We can think of matter

only in terms of mind. We can think

of mind only in terms of matter.

When we have pushed our explora-

tions of the first to the uttermost

limits, we are referred to the second

for a final answer ; and when we have

got a final answer of the second, we
are refeiTcd back to the first for an.
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interpretation of it' (Principles of

PsychologT, p. 272.)

iSuxler says :
' For, after all, what

do we know of this terrible " matter,"

except as a name for the unknown and

hyjiothetical cause of states of our own
consciousness ? And what do we know
of that " spirit " over whose threatened

•extinction by matter a great lamenta-

tion is arising, like that which was

heard at the death of Pan, except that

it is also a name for an unknown and

hypothetical cause or condition of

states of consciousness? In other

words, matter and spirit are but

names for the imaginary substrata of

groups of natural phenomena.' (Lay
+3ermons.)

This definition is doubtless coiTect,

and ' a state of consciousness ' which
•exists, and which tells me that there

is within me a power, at command now
or in the future, and that through this

residuary somdhing my arm is raised,

my head nods, my eye wiuks, or my
imagination takes flights, at any time

this something dictates, is entitled to

ask for consideration as an entity as

mvich as, for example, pain, which is

only a state of consciousness, and can-

not be weighed, measured, seen or

heard. In fact, the operations of the

laws of chemical affinity or of gi-aA-ita-

tion cannot reach this height of com-

plex power. A subtle influence per-

vades ottr bodies. It follows the nei-ve

tracts from preference, but is eveiy-

where present in the physical domain,

exercising its power. It prevents

the complete localization of each men-
tal phenomena because of its ubiquity,

yet may control the entire system

from one central nerve capitol. It is

not probable that the idea cf the old

philosopher in locating the soul in the

pineal gland, or the doctrine of Bichat,

in putting our feelings, aflections, and
desires in the sympathetic system of

the bowels, is any more than the vaga-

ries of visionaiy theorists, but it is

evident that the organs at the base of

the brain are the most wonderful of

all brain locations, and that nerve in-

fluences emanate from the optic thala-

mus, the pons varoli, the medulla

oblongata and the corpus striatum,

that can be found nowhere else in

the domain of nerve power. Large
portions of the cerebrum and the

cerebellum may be taken away from

the living body without immediate

danger of death, but the organs in

the base of the brain, from which

spring the numerous nerves so essen-

tial to life, cannot be touched in vivi-

section or by disease with impunity.

From this central region nerve influ-

ence radiates to eveiy part of the

body, making its connections with the

depositories of ner^^e power in the

spinal cord, and with the ganglia of

the sympathetic system.

The proofs upon which are founded

the arguments in favour of difierent

localizations are far from convincing,

even were eminent pathologists unani-

mous in their conclusions. The re-

sults of disease in the physical mani-

festations of what Fritsch and Hitzig

call the ' psycho motor centers ' present

so many exceptions to the generaliza-

tions of localizers that a verdict of 'not

proven ' must at present be recoi'ded

against them. Take a few examples

:

First. Haemorrhage in the brain.

Bro^\Ti-Sequard justly observes [vide

Lancet, July 29, 1875), that :

' Convulsions may appear as well on

the side of the lesion in the lirain as

on the other side, and that if they are

more 'frequent on this last side when
the cause is a tumor or an inflamma-

tion, they, on the contrary, are more

often witnessed on the side of a

ha-mon-hage in certain parts, and

perhaps in more parts of the brain.'

Out of two hundred and twenty-

two cases of Inemon-hage collected by

Gintrac (putting aside the cerebral

ganglia, the ventricles, and the central

parts) there were forty-seven cases of

convulsions either on one side, or on

the two sides of the body. Of these

forty-seven cases, there were eleven in

forty-five cases of homorrhage in the

convolutions ; two only in seventeen



AN ANIMATED MOLECULE AND ITS NEAREST RELATIVES. 368

casea in wliich blood was effused in

the anterior lobes ; twenty-five in one

hundred and twenty-seven, in which

it was in the middle lobes, and nine in

thirtv-three cases in which it was in

the posterior lobes. The same general

distribution of efficient causes in the

l)rain, producing similar effects, have

been collated by thousands, all going

to show that a local disease of the

brain may (if at all manifest) produce

certain effects, as is seen in the con-

nection of aphasia with lesions of cer-

tain lobes, but when we find a large

number of cases in which the same
part is diseased, and no such results

follow, and also that other parts of the

brain becoming diseased do produce

the same results, we are forced to the

conclusion that some pervading influ-

ence must be at work upon nei-ve

cells at a distance from the seat of the

disease, and that it overleaps physical

lesions and abnormal conditions in its

operations. An insane person dies,

and we find a large portion of his

brain, or, it may be a section of the

spinal cord, of the consistency of

ci'eam. The nerve substance has be-

come homogeneous by gradual disin-

tegration, yet, there may be no local

or distal effect, commensurate with

the breaking down of nerve tissue,

and the evident destruction of nerve

cells, nor need there always be strik-

ing mental manifestations consequent

thereon. Brown-Sequard says : {vide

Lancet, September 16, 1S76,) 'that

considerable alterations, and even

complete destruction of parts, can

exist without the .a})pearance, or, at

least any marked degree of paralysis,

whether the lesion exists in motor
parts, or in the other parts, or in both

simultaneously.' On the other hand,

a haemorrhage, the size of a pea, in

the pons varoli, has been known to

produce paralysis and death. The
experiments of Hitzig, Ferrier, Car-

ville. Hurst and Northnagel, lead us

to believe that there is a centre for

perception somewhere in the cortical

substance of the brain. This is divided

in true phrenological style into other

circumscribed spaces, of distinct men-
tal 2)ower. At tlie same time they

tell us that the occipital lolje can be

destroyed without producing any
effect on the sensibility ; that the con-

volutions of this lobe, as well as those

of the frontal, the insula, those of the

internal faces of the hemispheres, and

those of the suborbital, do not respond

to electrical excitation ; and that for

tlie most part lesions of these have

little or no results. They think that

ablations of the frontal lobes appear

to lessen the activity of the intelli-

gence, and that of the occipital ex-

tremity of each hemisphere seems to

abolish the appetite. Orchansky, a

celebrated pathologist of St. Peters-

burgh, after numerous experiments on
dogs and rabbits with the electric

current, and by vivisection on the

motor centres, candidly states that the

separation of the cortex into motor
and non-motor parts rests, probably,

upon an anatomical basis only, but is

little known. In other words, there

is no special cerebral vaso-motor cen-

tres, except in intimate relation with

the general motor system, this consist-

ing of the cord, central ganglia, and

the convolutions, but this trij^artite is

in mutual relation and subordination.

The carefvil expei-iments of Brown-
Sequard go to show that this mechan-

ism of voluntary action does not

depend on clusters of brain cells in

one locality, but on the co-ordination

of all the cells. The germ of the

future therapeutics of brain disease

may be indicated in the fact that

paralysis is not always produced in

the destx'uction or lesion of nerve

matter, but often depends upon the in-

fluence exerted by disease upon parts

at a distance. The supposed motor

centres can be destroyed without any
paralysis at all. On the other liand,

paralysis may occur in arm or leg

when it was the most anterior or

posterior part of the brain—the part

furthest removed from the supposed

centre of motion—that had degene-
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rated. Paralysis may be quite inde-
i

pendent of the destruction of the
!

tissue. It might result from the punc-

tui'e of the smallest needle.

It is, therefore, quite evident tliat

if we can divide up our mental modes
into sections, and give each a distinct

domain within which each can only

work ; then the laws of co-ordination

mean a perfect unanimity of a ' com-

mittee of the whole ' brought about

in some fortuitous way, not from any
ab extra influence, l)ut by some intui-

tion among the diiferent organs. With-
out any autocratic authority to dic-

tate to them they manage, in health

and disease, to do tolerably well.

These in the light of the oJijecth-ufs

views of meaital localisms should pre-

sentgood examples of modern miracles.

The triumvirate of nerve systems

have been divided so minutely that in

each part is located all the intellect,

volitions, emotion, desires and affec-

tions of humanity, so that many pa-

thologists profess to point out the

capital seat of each of these manifes-

tations, principally through the ab-

normal conditions of organs and lo-

calities, and in the perversion of

functions co-existing with mental
aberration. Fei-riei- (strong objection-

ist though he be) says :
' We are still

only on the thresidiold of the inquiry;

and it may be questioned wliether the

time has yet arrived for an attempt

to explain the mechanism of the brain

and its functions.' The applying dis-

tinct functions to the grey and white

matter of the brain is not founded on .

a true liasis of experiment. Many have
made the grey cortex uniform and
without physiologically organic divi-

sions, but Terrier and his school, like

surveyors, lay out in this structure, in

definite order, the more complex facul-

ties of the ego, because in a number
of cases certain abnormal states follow

pathological conditions of localities, in

the brain. They ignore the large

numbers of exceptions they find in

opposition to their deductions. If we
are able to see in even one instance

without our eyes, it is evident that

our optic organs have rivals. If we
can hear in a solitary case, independ-

ently of our auditory apparatus, then
must the ear look after its laurels.

Memory is said to be located in the

left, i-ight. r)r both frontal evolutions,

yet I find them diseased and memory
intact. What am I to think of

this division? If I am told to believe

that the motor centres of the upper
extremities are in the optic thalami,

and then find that in the experiments

of Northnagel this tract can be des-

troyed in rabbits without impairing

their locomotion where am I to pin

my faith 1 (^Vide Lancet, January 23,

1875). Dr. Carpenter tells us that

the corpus callomm. is sometimes defi-

cient or absent in man, and when so

it is an evidence of low intellectuality.

Professor Gerinano, of Turin, dissect-

ed the brain of an intelligent soldier,

who had served in the army eight

years, but his corpus callosum was
absent. When aphasia occurs deduc-

tions are drawn from disease being

found ill certain convolutions, that

the neive influence of speech must
come from that locality. The witnesses

do not agree as to place and boundary,

so it will be necessary to rule them
out of court until there is consistency

and unanimity in their testimony.

Terrier tells us that he removed the

whole of the occipital lobes of the

br.iin of the monkey, Jacko, and this

excision impaired his appetite. I

have not the least doubt it would spoil

the appetite of any one thus deprived.

{See Review in Jorirval of Fsycholo-

gical Medicine, January, 1878). I

need not cite historic cases like that

of Gage ; the case of Galli mentioned
l)y Dr. Gray ; the large list of soldiers

with brain injury mentioned in Part

I, and Vol. 1, of 'Medical and Sur-

gical Cases in the recent American
War.' Some ha<l epileptic fits as a

result ; others were affected in one or

more of the special senses, but quite a

number had no permanent iniury to

intellect or function, with foreign
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bodies lodged in the Ijrain. When I

first had my attention se)'iously di-awn

to this matter it was about fifteen

years ago. A lad of thirteen years of

age had been kicked by a hoi'se. A
section of the skull was l)roken in the

upper part of the frontal and occipital

bones on the right side. One of the

nine pieces fractured had been driven

into the substance of the brain over

an inch. The membranes were rup-

tured and broken up and brain sub-

stances protruded through the wound
and were hanging in pieces on his

•cheek. At the time I first saw him
he was comatose. I extracted the

bones, cut away the ragged edges of

the memljranes and lacerated brain

substance. Consciousness returned im-

mediately. He did not lose a night's

sleep, nor a meal afterwards. No
febrile symptoms intervened, but a

large cavity remained. He went to

school to the same mistress as before,

and she informed me that except a

certain irritability of temper, he was
as intelligent as ever and could learn

his lessons with the usual aptitude.

I need not enter into particulars, but

merely say that some considerable

cortical substance had been extirpated

without serious results to mentality.

Any number of such cases might be

•culled from medical literature to show
that all brain substance is not neces-

sary to physical nor mental life, and
that the localization of psychical power
is not borne out by experiment or

pathology. It is dangerous to adopt

a pet theory as a foregone conclusion,

.and endeavour to drag in every argu-

ment that we find at hand to support

it, without stopping to find out if all

the phenomena can be explained by

our hypotheses.

If the views advanced by me are

not accepted, I can not conceive any
other solution except the old Hippo-
cratic doctrine, a modified idea of

which exists in ' humpology,' viz : a

duality of the ego, and that by mvi-

tual agreement this Siamese twin only

becomes half diseased alternately. So

by a law of compensation one can do
the work of both if the necessity

arises. If this .suggestion of double
function be not satisfactory, then vi-

carious work among the organs or

segments of organs might approach a
solution of the diihculty, although it

would be a hypothesis fatal to the

localizers' theory. The o])inions given
in this monograi)h meet many of the

dithculties, and at the same time do
not fly in the face of accepted facts

exhibited in health and disease. All
of the phenomena of mind, and of

the functions of the physical system
go to show, when l)rain tisse is injured

by disease or by traumatic effects that

the artificial divisions of it by some
physiologists are not consistent with
experiment. It is worthy of note
that no nerve of the body can be
traced into the ;;ubstance of the Iwain

beyond the basal ganglia. The olfac-

tory and optic nerves were inferenti-

ally supposed to issue from the cere-

brum, but no ex]:)eriment nor develop-

ment shows this to be the case. We
have only to suppose the ujiper parts

of the encephalon, the spinal cord,

and the bodily ganglia to be deposi-

tories of psychic power to explain

much in pathology. I have often been
struck by Goethe's statement

:

' Who of the living' seeks to know and tell,

Strives first the living spirit to expel.
He has in hand the separate parts alone.
But lacks the spirit bond that makes theni one.'

The fulcrum arguments in support
of the idea that our mental and moral
natures are •' functions ' of molecules of

nerve substance, rest on three grounds
principally, {a.) The effect produced
on mind by the healthy action of the
nervous system. {h.) The mental
changes consequent upon pathological

conditions, (c. ) The relation between
mental power and the size of the organ
in which it exists. In a word, the
endeavour to find out what mind is,

by a careful study of the phenomena
of nerve tissue. This effort is praise-

worthy, but is as one-sided as the logo-

machy of the mental philosophers.
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We will consider the last argument

adduced in respect to the relation of

the massiveness of the brain to mental

power. It is said there must be a

necessary connection between the

quantity of nerve substance—the pro-

portion of grey and white tissue and

functional mentalitij. The larger the

brain is, the more complicated, varied

and powerful are these functions. The
nervous system is traced upwards in

the scale of being from an asidian

moUusk to the ganglia of the centi-

pede, and upward through the nervous

systems of wasps, bees, hshes, reptiles,

birds and quadrupeds to man. The
simple ganglion in its upward growth

becomes complicated Vjy divisions into

segments, convolutions and lobes. The
more intricate in structure, and mas-

sive in substance the brain becomes,

the higher are the psychical powers.

It is stated that the relation is as

marked as is the size of any other

organ and its secretions, hence by
parallel reasoning mental phenomena
depend in force and complicity on the

size of the organ, and must be neces-

sarily the result of molecular action in

the one case as in the other.

This assertion of an exact proportion

existing between the size of the brain

and mental power is, as a rule, far from

correct. A man with a lal-ge brain

often shows less mental activity and
power than a man with a much smaller

brain. The tone of nei^Ae filjre, the

temperament, and thegeneral recupera-

tive forces have much to do with the

conditions of mental action. The temp-

er of the medium has a great deal to do
with the fluid which permeates and oc-

cupies it. The power of transmission,

conduction and insulation of thought

in brain matter depend on this as much
as does the lowest form of electricity

on the condition and size of the mag-
net. There are large animals such as

the elephant and whale whose size of

brain—if measured by cubic inches

—

should make them great philosophers,

if well educated. This opinion is

guarded, and this dilemma avoided by

asserting that in some way we must
take into consideration the relative

size of the body to the brain. I have
never been able to comprehend a ra-

tional reason for this explanation.

Lubbock and Darwin, being neigh-

bours, watched together the habits of

twenty kinds of ants, and they assert

that for intelligence they rank next to-

man ; their wisdom ; their social econ-

omy ; their aptitude to successfully

provide for oi- against unforseen con-

tingencies in which instinct could hold

only a minor part ; their preparation

for probable exigencies that could only

l)e learned inferentially led these great

scientists to rank these insects high

in the intellectual scale. Yet, their

ganglia are poor apologies for brain.

The human brain is said by Huxley
to be fifty-live cubic inches in capacity

among the smallest organs ; the larg-

est of the gorilla thirty-five cubic in-

ches ; that of the oraug and chimpanzee
twenty-six inches in volume. These
varied sizes give no reliable data for

measuring the mental capacity of each.

We may fill up the hiatus between the

different brains of each with an hypo-

thetical scale and measure intelligence

by it on some common basis, but the
attempt would show the absurdity of

the classification. Multifarious con-

ditions, as well as quantity of brain

matter, must be taken into account in

measuring mind, and many of these

being still involved in obscurity, no
definite results can be obtained. A
large brain in normal tone may ex-

hibit greater mental power, than a

smaller one in the same physical con-

dition, just as a large magnet, or a

cell battery in action increases mag-
netic strength in proportion to size,

not because of the inherent potential

energ}- of the instruments, but because

of the attributes they possess in mani-

festing the activity of the fluid. The
brain organ does not create and elimin-

ate psychic force, j^er se, but its struc-

ture, and constitution are such that in

tonicity it is the best medium to evolve

the residuaiy phenomena of the ego.
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The activity of this agent shows that

in emotion, will, passion or desire

electricity and heat are the result of

the energy oi the tenant. Time would
fail to show that this has been fully

proven by experiments of the most

conclusive kind. Apply this solution

to any of the so-called anomalies found

in comparing the results of patholo-

gical research with mental phenomena,
and we have here a key to unlock the

door behind which so much mystery

exists, and about which so many vague

and unsatisfactory theories are pro-

pounded, founded on a physical basis

alone. If these three foi'ces be granted,

and I am not aware of their being

denied, the highest of which includes

the two lowest, and the second of

which is necessarily existant because

of the first of the series ; or if we hold

that each is a development of the

other, many of the riddles of patholo-

ogy are solved, and existence is given

to an entity not dependent on matter

for its existence.

Take a few examples to show some
of the difficulties the objectivist has

to contend with in explaining his

views, when brought to bear in the

study of insanity. For the sake of

argument we will assume his position

to be correct. We will grant that the

cerebro-spinal system is the causation

of all mental phenomena. With Mauds-
ley we wdll put memory in every mole-

cule and consciousness as being only

the recognition by a molecule of the

influence of sensory impressions ; like

Carpenterwe will put volition in nerve

tissue wherever found, or, to use his

owTi terms, call it ' a function of the

supreme centres ' (vide ' Body and
Mind ;

' p. 30), or designate will to

be merely ' a i-esult of organic changes

in the supreme centres ' (vide Popular
Science Monthly, p. 320, vol. iii.)

;

like Tyndall we will call the ego ' a

poetic rendering of a phenomenon
which refuses the yoke of ordinary

physical laws ; ' like Cabanis we may
say ' that as the liver secretes bile, so

does the. brain secrete thought.' The

same opinion isgiven by Voght. Mole-
schott says :

' Thought is a motion of

matter.' Buchner asserts that 'the

soul is a product of a peculiar combi-

nation of matter—thought is emitted

by the brain as sounds ai-e by the

mouth, or as music is by the organ.'

These quotations are sufficient to show
the standing ground of the objectivist

school of thought. Let us see how
they will apply to the observations of

every day and asylum life. If these

definitions of mind be correct, then it

jjiust follow as a corollary that a dis-

eased brain and spinal cord must
always produce abnormal functions, or

morbid secretions. To state the con-

trary would be to giA'e up the whole
controversy, for as long as the disease

continues it must produce its effects

—if not uniformly—at least con-

tinuously.

Let us apply this doctrine to asy-

lum experience. I go into the wards
of an hospital and find cases of transi-

tory mania. It may come on as sud-

denly as a blow, and iii a short time

may leave as abruptly, only to return

in the same way at irregular intervals.

Does our experience of disease enable

us to consistently say that a perma-

nent lesion could produce such ei-ratic

results 1 Let those who think so give

a rational explanation from experience

in other diseased parts of the body.

The ' lucid intervals ' of insanity may
not mean complete recovery, but the

convalesence at stated periods is suffi-

cient to make it an enigma, if a uni-

form pathological condition can pro-

duce results so diverse in intermit-

tency to similar states in other parts

of the body. It means that at times

the brain can perform its work as

thoroughly as ever in spite of disease.

Can its mental functions then depend

on its condition 1 The paretic wdll re-

cover his intellect for months. The
most acute obsei'ver can discover no
mental obliquity in the interval of re-

lief. We know too well the victim is

doomed, and that the disease has not

relaxed its grip. Sooner or later it
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Avill become evident witli increased in-

tensity than before. Must we believe

that the organ, diseased as it is, can

do its work healthily at one time and

at another morbidly, yet under the

same conditions in both cases '? If not

let the objectivist explain the enigma,

for I know of no parallel to such a

uniform cause having such diversity of

sequence in the whole range of psy-

chological physiology. The intermit-

tent character of a disease caused by

morbific germs, the invasion of which

nature is struggling against principalh^

by excretion, becoming alternate^

victim and victor, is not a parallel ex-

ample to permanent disease of an or-

gan. How often do we see in asylums

the partial or complete return to rea-

•son in a dymg hour 1 We have clearer

-answers to questions, and more intel-

ligent conversations than at any time

during the insane period. This lucidity

may continue until the final capitula-

tion is about to take place. If men-

tality be a resultant of a molecular

.action, then is seen the strange anom-

aly of the secreting cause becoming

gradually feebler, yet at the same time

the eftect increasing in strength. The

fountain has risen above its som-ce.

The psychal energy increases in the

inverse ratio to the power of the brain

to perform its egoistic functions. Nor
can it be compared to the spasmodic

eiforts of expiring nature, because we
have to do with a permanently dis-

eased brain which can not give nor-

mal results from an almormal source.

Consciousness remains with us dur-

ing all the mutations of our physical

system. In that time millions of brain

molecules have grown to maturity

—

produced their like—and having be-

come an excretion are cast out as use-

less drones from the busy hive. Each

parent monad has left to its child, as

a legacy, a biography of the past.

Each succeeding generation has gar-

nered permanent and fleeting impres-

sions to be harvested and appropriated

bv the living tenant as emergencies

arise. The older the facts of memory

in childhood the more vi^-idly are they

portrayed in the vast picture gallery

of the brain. The molecules change

in substance and possibly in contour,

as do the other parts of our physical

system. Every impression, mental or

physical, makes a fixed change in the

ultimate elements. From this store-

house, at will or by association, the

past is brought up to mental view
with all its varied experiences. The
instrument is ever changing in essence

and capability during revolving years,

but consciousness remains true to its

impressions, in spite of these disturb-

ing transitions, and even of much or-

ganic lesion. What hypothesis can

consistently explain this, if our cons-

ciousness were only a function or a

secretion ? No wonder that Mauds-
ley takes every opportunity to have a

tilt at it, and calls it only an ' indica-

tor ' to tell what the molecular agent

is doing; for if it be a faculty taking

cognizance of the condition and acts

of the ego, or rather the ego itself

acting, such a living fact strikes a

fatal blow at the substratum on which

is built the doctrines of the school of

Comte.

These puzzling problems might be

extended indefinitely, l>ased upon the

experiences of asylum life, and no

satisfactory solution can be given, un-

less we take for granted that a large

part of the cortical and medullaiy

substance is only a depository of psy-

ckic enei'gy, and tliat when disease

attacks these non-vital parts, or trau-

matic injury impairs their receptive

powers, the mental force is often not

weakened to an appreciable extent,

because the conducting capacity of

the abnormal parts may not be im-

paired to any extent. A shock or the

sudden crushing of a small portion of

nerve tissue, or pressure from slight

effusion may be productive of danger,

or even destroy life, from the sudden

invasion of a powerful eccentric influ-

ence into the life centre, but the gra-

dual slicing away of the surface of the

brain, or the slower breaking down of
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its peripheral substance through dis-

ease, often produces no mental dis-

turbance proportionate to the injury

done. If an equation is to be made
between mental power and organic

lesion, the collation of cases and the

experiences of life problems have not

given us a solution to it, except in

sonie way not yet unfolded V>y the

objectivists. This paper is written in

the hopes that it may be a small jilank

of a common platform upon which all

can stand with consistent adherence to

the facts of physical and medical

science.

NEW ASPECTS OF THE COPYRIGHT QUESTION.

BY G. MERCER ADAM.

THE law of literature is a subject

that has hitherto received but

little attention. Only occasionally

has it had the interest of legislators,

and but rarely that of the legal profes-

sion. There are few subjects, how-
ever, with which legislation has dealt,

that more require intelligent discus-

sion than that of literary copyright.

Its bearing on the progress of know-
ledge and the dissemination of popular

literature, as well as on the interests

of an important branch of commerce,

suggests that not only the principles

on which the law is founded, but its

economic working should be clearly

understood. The habit, among au-

thors, of looking at the subject in a

purely professional light, and the fet-

ters that surround the trade system

upon which books in England are pub-

lished, have hitherto interposed diffi-

culties in the satisfactory solution of

its problems ; though happily, it is now
likely to be made the object of more
intelligent legislation.

A Royal Commission has for some
time been enquiring into Copyright

and the provisions of the law, and the

result of its labours, embodied in an
ample Report now before us, makes
us hopeful of the future of legislative

enactments in regard to it. Of course,

considering the value of the literary

property at stake, and the many

vested interests which the present
Copyright laws have created, it was
not to be expected that any veiy radi-

cal change in the system now in vogue
in England was likely to be proposed
by the Commission. Nor even was it

to be looked for, that, considering the

predominating professional character

of its members (if we may venture to

speak of this), the Commission would
seriously entertain suggestions tending
to uproot the old order of things, and
to recast the relations between author
and publisher. At the same time, if

not with surprise, it is with pleasure,

that we discover from the Report how
thoroughly the subject has been dealt

with by the Commission, and how
many and novel are the phases the

discussion of its provisions now as-

sumes. Formerly, to discuss Copy-
right questions in a spirit other than
that which affirms literary property to

be an inalienable and indefeasible

right, and to justify foreign reprints,

issued under other systems of public

law than that which gave protection

to the original work, was to be guilty

of a heinous offence. No outcry was
too loud that would denounce the
so-called American piracy, or that

would impugn the morality of the con-

cession which admitted reprints of

British Copyright works into the col-

onies.
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But novs avons chmuje tout (^ela.

Not oiiiy do we find the Commission

recognising the purely statutory origin

of copyright, and discussing its neces-

sary limitations, but in many of the

appended notes of dissent from the

Report, so radical a measure as the

admission into England of the cheap

reprints issued by the author's consent

in the colonies, is urged as a means of

breaking up the high-priced system of

publishing that prevails there. But

further than this, it is also seriously

debated, and with a similar object in

view, to substitute for the monopoly

which the present system of Copyright

encourages, the publication of books,

by any publisher who may choose to

produce them, on what is called the

royalty principle, i. e., the payment

of a fixed percentage, on the retail

price, of the work issued.

It need hardly be said that changes

so \T.olent as those referred to are not

the pi'opositions the Commission, as a

body, siibscribe to. They are the re-

commendations, however, of the mi-

nority report, and are supported by

many weighty reasons in their sug-

gestion. That changes of a more grad-

ual and tentative character should

have occupied the attention of the

Commission was, of course, only rea-

sonable and politic. But that the

more radical suggestions gave rise to

considerable discussion, the arguments

against theii- adoption in the Report

are practical evidence of the fact.

That they were entertained at all is a

hopeful augury of their future expe-

riment, if not of their ultimate per-

manent adoption ; and the new aspects

which they give to the subject of Copy-

right are more or less significant. To
those who are familiar with the work-

ings of the present system of Copy-

right in England, it will, of course, be

known that the obstacles to its satis-

factory maintenance arise mainly from

the consei-vative manner in which the

business of publishing is there earned

on. It is wholly a conventional and

artificial system, based upon no

grounds of public expediency, and
having but little regard to the literary

wants of the masses. Publishing seems
to have had but one intei'est—that of

giving support, and the monopoly of

supply, to the circulating libraries, or

to ensure to wealth the selfish posses-

sion of what author-craft seems solely

to have provided for it.

That a legislation in i^egard to lite-

rature which so mocks at the rights of

a common property in words and
thought, should some day be called in

question, is not to be wondered at.

The surprise is that a system should

have had such a tenure of privilege,

which has so long maintained the arti-

ficial prices at which books are origi-

nally published, and only, when it can
no longer conserve its products, con-

sents that the public may then become
the reversioners of its blessings.

While the literary requirements of the

people are, by such a system, so inad-

equately provided for, and when the

advantages the reading communities
of the United States and Canada pos-

sess, have become better known and
are contrasted with their lack in Eng-
land, the advance notes of a clamour
for reform which are sounded by some
members of the Copyright Commis-
sion in the Report do not surprise us.

The dissentient utterances, on the

subject, of Sir Louis Mallet, Sir John
Rose, Sir H. Di-ummond Wolff, and
the evidence before the Commission of

Mr. Fairer, the Pei'manent Secretary

of the Board of Trade, are unmistak-

able in the earnestness and soun-dness

of their argument, and the publishers

would do well to look either to their

weapons, or prepare for an impending

change. That the initiative in the

reform had better be taken by the

publishers themselves, no friend of

the trade will deny, and the remedy
for the system complained of, if they

will only break with the few inter-

ested library stockholders, is easily

within their reach. And as a matter

of gain, they will find it to their ad-

vantage to make the change, for com-
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nion sense and the experience of the

publishing trade of the United States

confirm the arguments of the Com-
mission's Repoi-t, that the wider sale

of cheap, popular editions will pi-oduce

greater returns than the limited sale

of high-priced ones, and need not, in

the main, interfere with them. The
instance referred to by Sir Louis Mal-

let, of the success of the International

Series, a collection of important scien-

tific works by eminent writei's, issued

in England and the United States from-

duplicate plates, and at a moderate

cost, and which, we are told, pay 20

per cent, royalty to the authors, fully

confii'ms this fact. But it is a fact,

we fear, that neither English authors

nor publishers care to find out for

themselves, wedded as they l)oth are

to a system which gives them the ex-

travagant though limited gains of the

home market, and loses for them the

lengthened, yet really larger, returns

of that of the English-speaking world.

But, intractable as English authors

and publishers are (with some com-
mendable exceptions) in discussing

this point, when it comes to the ques-

tion of International Copyright, how
gi-atefully must we, who live on this

side the Atlantic, felicitate ourselves

that, in regard to our own supply of

literature, we are not under the dis-

abilities of the English people, nor re-

duced to the du-e necessity (to use an
Hibernicism) of having 'to borrow the

loan of a book. ' Of course, we do not

speak exultantly of the absence of all

strictly legal protection to English

authors, in the sale of their works, in

the neighbouring States. On the con-

trary, we hold that at least a modified

Copyright provision is not only politic,

but an ec[uitable right ; and that the

protection it afibrds is as necessary to

literary progress as patent-right is

essential to development in the In-

ventive Arts. Both claim protection

under the institution of property, and
their right cannot be tampered with

except at gi'ave risk. Socialism may
appropriate, as it sometimes attempts

in other kinds of property, what they

design to protect, but the failure of

protection will retort upon socialism.

The nemesis of this principle, as it

happens, is but too fatally being illus-

trated at present^in the United States,

where the publishing trade, which
used foimerly to prey without com-
punction upon English commerce in

books, is (despite the atonement it is

now endeavouring to make) as un-
mercilessly being preyed upon by its

own rivals in return.

Biit while deciying piracy in litera-

ture, we do not vaunt selfishness and
illiberality in trade. Neither, in re-

gard to the lack of a Copyright treaty

with the United States, do we wail

over the fact, though we regret that

its absence should check the growth
of American literature, for we cannot
but recognise the benefits which the

non-existence of a treaty has conferred

upon the people of the United States

and of this country. Like Sir Louis
Mallet, we, too, incline to doubt the

public expediency of repeating a sys-

tem of legislative protection that but
finds its results in the artificial mode
of publishing which has fastened itself

upon the English book-trade, and that

cannot, in the nature of things, be of

advantage to the American public.

At the same time, whether the British

author is content with the occasional

honorarium for ' advance sheets ' of

the present system, or whether some
such plan as publication ' on the
royalty system,' recommended by the

Commission, may be accepted by the
American trade, the interests of litera-

ture, as well as of fair dealing, demand
that some less precarious and uncer-

tain means of recompensing the au-

thor for his labour should be devised,

and universally acted upon, than has
hitherto Ijeen discovered in the States.

As a merely reciprocal measure, this

duty is doubly incumbent upon her
people, as England, -with the liberality

which characterizes her fiscal policy,

as it has particularly marked her diplo-

matic dealings with the L^nited States,
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has given American writers the same

privileges in the United Kingdom as

her OM-n sul)jects possess, and this while

depriving herself of the argument for

a similar reciprocal privilege to her

own authors in America. And in

alluding to this disinterested act of

England, so much in consonance, as it

i-^, with the generous impulses that

mr.ik the spu-it of international law-

making among English legislators, and

those called upon to deal with such

subjects, we may perhaps be permitted

to make the following extract from

the Report of the Copyright Commis-
sion, bearing on the circumstance we
have refeiTed to. Its manly, unseltish

recommendation, from the motives of

principle and chivalrous instinct, may,

perhaps, not be wholly lost tipon our

cousins on the other side the lines,

while it equally appeals to the better

nature of the legislators of other coun-

tries. The extract forms clause 251

of the Report, under the division of

International Copyright.

Says the Commission :

—

' It has been suggested to us that this
•' country would be justitied in taking
' steps of a retaliatory character, with a
' view (if enforcing, inciilentally, that
' protection from the United States which
' we accord to them. This might be done
' by withdrawing from the Americans
' the privilege of copyright on tirst pub-
' lication in this country. We have,
' however, come to the conclusion that,

' on the highest public grounds of pohcy
' and expedienc}', it is advisable that
' our law should be based on correct
' principles, irrespectively of the opin-
' ions or the policy of other nations.
' We admit the propriety <jt protecting
' copyriiiht, and it afjpears to us that the
' principle of copyright, if acmitted, is

' one of universal application. We
' therefore recommend that this country
' should pursue the policy of recognising
' the author's riglits, irrespective of na-
' tionality.'

Btit ' the American question,' in

this discussion of international Copy-

right, is not to be settled hj an ex-

ample. Whether Copyright is a na-

tural right or not, it is wholly of

statutory origin, and if the Govern
ment of the United States will not

accord to foreigners the rights they
give to subjects, or if, as is more true,

the trade interests of American pub-
lishers and printers, which would be

too much in jeopardy in Congress'

agreeing to an international conven-

tion, are too powerful to permit a re-

ciprocal treat} being negotiated, then
expectant suitors of justice must be

content with a compromise. We can-

•not but believe, however, that what
may be called the excess of virttie, on
the part of England, in so dismterest-

edly giving American authors copy-

right in the United Kingdom, on the

simple condition of first publication

there, is an impolitic and wholly

grattiitous act. It is a departure,

moreover, from the practice which, in

England, governs the making of treat-

ies with other foreign coitntries, the

basis of which is reciprocal legislation,

and it is a privilege which if withheld,

could not btit have an important in-

fluence, in connection with other in-

ducing motives, in leading the Ameri-
can people to accept such modified

meastires of copyright, at least, as the

reprinting of British works on ' the

licensing system.'

Btit whatever perstiasive effect these

gratuitous measures of the Imperial

law may have in inducing the United
States to afford British authors some
degree of protection, we have no -wish

to see her accept international Copy-
right, if it is to exchange the present

system of poptilar editions, stilted to

the wants of the country, for the high

priced ones which a monopoly is sure

to impose upon the public.

We, in Canada, have been too much
indebted, intellectually and socially,

to the cheap literature which the ab-

sence of legislati^'B restrictions has

enabled the American publisher to

supply us with, and the memory of

the old-time conseiwativg attitude of

British publishers, when approached

on the subject of cheap books for our

people, is too keen to permit us to be
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careless of what is now looked upon as

one of the bright heritages of the New
World. What advantage, too, as an
educating force, tlie chea]) literary

productions of the American markets
have been to Canada, none certainly

can estimate ; and to have been able

to possess them, by the permissive

Order in Council, has, since 1847, been
a continuous and incalculable bless-

ing. That the conditions upon which
the privilege to use them were granted

have not been faithfully carried out,

has been more the result of the obsta-

cles that lay in the way of compliance

with the conditions, than from any
unwillingness on the part of Cana-
dians to carry out their part of the

compact. And in discussing the sub-

ject of Colonial Copyright, this fact

must be borne in mind, as the failui*e

to collect the author's Copyright duty
on reprints entering Canada, which
was the obligation imposed in getting

permission to use American editions

of British woi'ks, has perha})s more
embittex-ed the feeling against the

Dominion, in the minds of British

authors and publishers, than the loss

of the market itself for the editions

of home manufacture. But, fre-

quently as the difficulties in the way
of levying the author's royalty on
reprints entering our ports have been
urged in extenuation of our short-

comings, the excuse is only subsidiary

to the greater one that the close geo-

graphical proximity of the two coun-
tries has called for exceptional legis-

lation in the case of Canada's trading

in American i-eprints, and in itself

explains not only why there could be

no restriction at the boundary line in

these editions entering the country,

but also explains the difficulty in pro-

perly taxing them as they crossed the
frontier. The difficulty is not unlike

that which might be imagined if, on
the borders of Scotland and England,
the northern people were to establish

a line of custom-houses, and were
there to overhaul every package of

books that crossed the Tweed, and then

proceeded to discover which were of

Scotcli and which of English author-

ship, and with all the red tape of rigid

officialism, levied accordingly as the

uncertain result might determine.

But this hypothetical case would
very inadequately represent the diffi-

culties of the reality with us, as the

gi'eater extent of frontier in our case,

and the obvious impossibility of get-

ting so many Customs' officials with

the requisite range of literary inform-

ation, and capable of ti-acking a con-

traband authoi-, or one whose works
would be liable to duty, inuneasurably

increases the task i-equired of us. In-

deed, that the law could be more than
perfunctorily complied with, resort

would have to be had to the principle

of ' setting a thief to catch a thief,'

as none but a staff of bookseller-ex-

perts would be capable of doing jus-

tice to the work. The relation of the

cost of maintaining such a machinery
of impost to the amount realized for

the author, might then be worth a

day or two's study.

But we dwell on this matter a little

more than may seem necessarv, as it is

of moment in meeting the recommen-
dation of the Copyright Commission
that the Orders in Council which per-

mitted Colonies to import foreign re-

prints of British Copyright works
should be revoked, unless the local

laws of the Colonies better secure the

payment of duty upon foreign reprints

to the owners of those copyrights.

Still more is it of moment, in view of

the suggestion of the Commission that,

for the better ensuring of the collec-

tion of the author's 12^^ per cent, duty,

foreign reprints should be sent to cer-

tain specified places in the Colony,
into which they are admitted, to have
an Excise stamp placed upon them, on
the payment of duty, and before they
can go into circulation. Now, both of

these suggestions of the Commission,
we need hardly say, threaten serious

inconvenience to us in Canada, should
their recommendation ever be acted

upon. As will be seen, thev have
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alike one object in view, namely that

of meeting the defects of the local

colonial laws in collecting the author's

copyright duty. With regard to the

first, while the Colonies maintain their

present relation to the Mother Coun-

try, and having accepted in good faith

the obligations which the Order in

Council imposed, it, of course, does

not become one to quarrel. But with

regard to the second, though it is open

to us, by a more faithful performance

of our duty, if this be possible, to

avoid the necessity for its imposi-

tion, there are circumstances in the

case which would make its becoming

law exceedingly obnoxious. Besides

the defence we have already made in

stating the difficulties inseparable

from the collection, in its present form,

of the author's royalty-tax, there are

arguments to be advanced, the force

of which should weaken the indict-

ment against us, if it may not lead to

the withdrawal of the charge. Bvit in

briefly referring to these, let us revert

for a moment to the difficulties al-

ready set forth m attempting to

collect the author's tax, that we may
instance the case of mixed parcels of

books arriving at the Customs, and to

ask the Commission to imagine the

work involved in referring to several

hundred unclassified sheet-lists cover-

ing a period of twenty years or more,

to find out, as each book is taken up
and examined, which is copyright and
which is not. Again, in the case of

packages whose invoices may read, in

the brevity which expeditious des-

patch of goods in the United States

makes of common occurrence, ' so

many hundred Harper's novels, at

such a price,' how, may we ask, can

business be conducted at all, if such

daily ai-rivals at t)ur ports are to be

tumbled out, and singly overhauled, to

discover the copyright works, to pre-

pai'e the Customs' entry ; to make
separate enumeration of the title, the

author, the publisher, the quantity,

the price, and the amount of duty in

the case of each book ; and this

throughout the whole detail of the in-

tolerable labour imposed by the Act.

A thousand times one would prefer to

assume the whole contents to be sub-

ject to duty, and to pay the impost on
the full amount of the invoice, on a

general author's account. How th6

tangle of such a return to Downing
Street would be unravelled, and its

amount apportioned, were so expedi-

tious a method of getting rid of the

worry accepted at the Customs, it

would be curious to say. And yet, if

we make the suggestion—discarding

the idea of a lottery scheme—that the

whole levy might be tvirned over, on

its arrival in London, to the Literaiy

Fund Charity, we may, perchance, hit

the germ -idea that, in its development

might wholly rid us of the annoyance

and reproach of this troublesome tax

;

for, rather than have its universally

imposed levy in Canada, the trade

would })refer to see all book imports

from the United States taxed with the

12i per cent, author's duty, if Eng-
land could only devise the means of

its equitable apportionment. But the

minutiae of the details of this insuffer-

able worry to the book trade are in

character with the minutiaj of the

arithmetical calculation of the sum
represented in such an entry as we
have instanced, particularly when one

has singly to deal with the importa-

tion of the cheap issues in fiction of the

day, the retail price of which is of the

value, say, of 5d. sterling. The

finesse recjuired to calculate, receive,

record, and transmit to the British

Treasury 12^^ per cent, of this sum
needs neither illustration nor em-

phasis.

We hope, however, that in referring

to the vexatious exactions, of time

and trouble, connected with the col-

lection of the author's royalty at our

Customs, we shall not be understood

as taking exception to the principle of

the tax itself. Very far otherwise
;

as what we have already said in ad-

mission of the author's rights, and in

commendation of clause 251 of the
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Conuuission's Repoi-t, will contirm

the fact. Neither do we wish to be

undei'stood as belittling, in themselves,

the small amounts of duty collected

for the author's benefit, for this, again,

would not agree with what has been

claimed wouldbe the Copyright owner's

experience, of the greater gain accru-

ing from the publication of large edi-

tions of a book, at a small price,

rather than of limited editions at a

large one. What we are arguing

against, is merely the mode of collec-

tion, which, from considerations of

author's interest, and the convenience

of the imnorting trade and public of

the Colonies, one would prefer to see

paid, eti bloc, on the edition published,

by the foreign producer of the reprint.

Of course, that is just what owners of

Copyright have most desu-ed, and have
hitherto, in great measure, failed to

secure. We are hopeful, however,

that the proposed licensing system will

be soon taken advantage of, on both

sides of the Atlantic, and that the au-

thor will, in a more satisfactory man-
ner, get his just proportion of the

profits of his labour. Meantime,
some little consideration should be

extended to Canada, in the failure

properly to collect this duty, as no

one who has not experience of the in-

tolerable trouble its faithful collection

entails, can conceive of the infinite

worry the cumbrous tax occasions.

But we have said enough, more than

enough we fear, on this matter, with-

out wearying the reader further to

refer to other points of defence. Two
of them, however, must be alluded

to, as they tell strongly against those

who arraign Canada on account of

the inoperative Copyright law. The
one is, the deficient notification our

authorities at Ottawa i-eceive of Eng-
lish Copyright publications, which ne-

cessarily limits the operation of the

Act ; and the other, the fact that

many authors now accept, in the sum
paid them by the American i>ublisher

for ' advance sheets,' a consideration

understood to cover rights of sale in

Canada, which should exclude them
from interest in the provisions of the

Act, and keep them silent as to its

defects.

As to the proposal to distinguish

the duty-paid reprint from the con-

traband, by defacing it with an ex-

cise stamp, we trust there will be no re-

sort to any suchmeasure, for, from what
has been said, it can hardly be thought

of that such an additional nuisance

should be tagged on to the machinery
of the Customs. The restrictions to

which trade is already subjected by
the Customs' system are nvimerous

enough, and this proposed addition to

them, in subjecting foreign reprints,

on their entering the country, to the

process of official stamping, would be

a most aggravating enactment.

But all these devices of restrictive

legislation, deemed expedient for our

good at Westminster, are, in Canada,

only annoying adjuncts to an impost

that can never practically be can-ied

out. The sooner, therefore, butterfly-

on-the-wheel systems of legislation,

and the trifling pedantries of plans for

stamping foreign reprints (if one may
so speak of them without intended

disi-espect) are seen to be but weak
suggestions on a wrong tack, the bet-

ter, for colonial respect, at any rate,

for those that are on a right one. But
the remedy for the evils the English

author complains of is not to be looked

for in international copyright treaties,

nor in repressive measures towards the

Colonies, as the artificial system for

which English copyright is responsi-

ble will never be permitted to root it-

self in the States, and Imperial hec-

toring would be unwise with us.

Yet alike, in the main, as the atti-

tude of the United States and Canada
must be in regard to this subject, from
the circumstances of their common
requirements and position, it by no
means follows that new measures of

English copyright would be acceptable

to Canada unless the United States

came also under their obligations. For
it is just here where the difficulty has
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all along been felt, and the anomaly

has presented itself of England's ex-

acting from one portion of the conti-

nent, divided by no physical line of

separation, obligation to respect enact-

ments she was unable to exact from

the whole. Both countries, in regard

to this subject, must" be treated as

one, and no expectations should be

entertaiiied that its restrictive imposts,

particularly where the principle on

which the law is founded is still a de-

batable point, will find faithful res-

ponse from one section while they are

not levied upon another. But the

injustice, discrimination in the opera-

tions of the Act has occasioned, has

not been resented because of unwil-

lingness on the part of Canada to bear

its rightfully imposed burdens, but

solely on the ground of its giving ad-

vantage to American publishing in-

dustries which it withheld from those

in the Colony. Why Canada should

have the right to trade in foreign

reprints, and yet be refused pei-mis-

sion, if she chose, to manufacture

them, and when, in producing them,

she would respect the author's rights,

so little regarded by the country that

had the monopoly of theii* manufac-
ture, no one could ever see. And as

little was it possible to explain, while

offering opportunities to owners of

copyright to share in the profits of

their enterprise, why Canadian print-

ers should be thi-eatened with Star-

Chamber penalties for su])plying their

own market, which was open, without

restriction, to the foi-eigner at their

door. Hence the necessity, in legisla-

ting anew upon this subject in Eng-
land, that nothing should be proposed

that will fail of being acce})ted by the

United States as well as by the Do-
minion ; or, at least, that as little in-

vidiousness will be made in the case

of Canada, as will place her publishing

trade at a disadvantage with that of

the States. How far the proposed

substitute for Copyright, which the

Commission recommend, will, in the

practical operation of the Act, keep
this necessity in view, can, of course,

only be clearly seen when the scheme
matures itself into a Bill. So far,

the recommendation to sulistitute

rights of publishing, on a licensing

system, for that of copyright, strikes

us favouiably. It is the only measure
we can think of, that, unrestricted by
conditions as to place of publication,

will be likely to meet with approval

in the United States ; and considering

the common circumstances of our posi-

tion and wants, it is just the one that

commends itself as fail* and helpful to

the Colonies. Limited in many of

them, as yet, as are their resources,

and the means of giving support to a

native publishing trade, the plan could

only be gradually taken advantage of.

But it places within practical reach

the privilege of obtaining cheap liter-

ature which shall have paid a fair per-

centage on its cost to the author ; and,

freed from disaliilities and restrictions

outside the publishers' control, will be

helpful to local industries, and pro-

ductive of wide-spread public bless-

ing.

But the new measure, hoAvever be-

neficial to the book industries of the

Colonies, places no obstacles in the

English publisher's continuing to Vie the

medium of supply. Yet, in changing

the system, it must be one that will

give the reading-public cheap books,

as it has now cheap education, and a

cheap press. And with the book
markets of this side, to supplement his

own, and a reading class greater in ex-

tent than is to be found elsewhere in

the world, no gi"eater inducement coidd

be conceived of to stir the English

publisher to make the earliest bid for

the trade. In the Commissions pro-

posal that the English copyright sys-

tem should lie exchanged for that of

the licensing principle, he has the op-

portunity of snatc".:ing at undreamed
of acquisitions to fortime, and of con-

ferring enlarged favours upon the

world.
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A GREAT deal of discussion has

been going on of late in the

Province of Quebec, and notably in

Montreal, as to whether or not the

Act or rather the Ordinance of the

Special Council of Lower Canada, 2

Vict., cap. 8, entituled, 'An Ordi-

nance for more effectually preventing

the administering or taking of unlaw-

ful oaths, and for better preventing

ti-easonable and seditious practices,'

and on which the Mayor of Montreal

acted on the 12th of July, when he

took it upon himself to prevent the

Orangemen walking as a body through

the streets of Montreal on that day, is

really in force or not ; or whether, if

in force, the Orange Society comes
within the terms of the Act.

If the Ordinance was not in force it

is idle to consider whether or not the

Orange Society comes within its terms.

I propose, therefore, to consider the

two propositions in their order as

above stated.

First.—Is the Ordinance in force 1

In order to the proper solution of this

question, it is necessary to consider

Imperial as well as Px-ovincial legisla-

tion. The Imperial Act, 1 Ar 2 Vict.,

cap. 9, passed on the 10th February,

1838, gave authority to the Governor
of Lower Canada to appoint a Special

Council for legislative purposes, in

lieu of the then existing Legislative

Council and Legislative Assembly.

The 3rd section of the Imperial Act
provided ' that no laAV or ordinance

so made {i. e., by the Council) should

continue in force beyond the 1st of

November, A.D. 1842, unless con-

tinued by competent authority.'

The Imperial Act of 2 ct 3 Vict.,

cap. 53, passed 17th August, 1839, in

sec. 2 enacted ' that so much of the

Act or Ordinance of 1 & 2 Vict., cap.

9, as pi'ovided that no law or ordi-

nance made by the Governor of Lower
Canada should continue in force be-

yond the 1st November, A.D. 1842,
should be I'epealed,' but with a pro-

viso as follows, ' Provided always that

every law or ordinance which by the

terms or provisions thereof shall be
made to continue in force after the

1st November, 1842, shall be laid be-

fore l)oth Houses of Parliament (Im-
perial) within 30 days after a copy
thereof shall be received by one of

the Principal Secretaries of State un-

der the provisions of the said Act of

the last Session of Parliament, if Par-

liament should be then sitting, or

otherwise within 30 days after the

then next meeting of Parliament, and
no such law or ordinance shall he con-

firmed or declared to be left to its

operation by Her Majesty until such

law or ordinance shall first have been
laid for 30 days before both Houses
of Parliament, or in case either House
of Pai'liament shall within 30 days
address Her Majesty to disallow any
law or ordinance.'

By another Ordinance of Lower Can-

ada, cap. 19, and which was passed at

the 5th Session of the Special Comicil

and between the 20th April, 1840,

and 13th May, 1840, the ordinance of

of 2 Vic, cap. 8, was declared to be

made permanent.

It seems to me then in this condi-

tion of things that the parties interes-

ted in the question, before they can

say whether or not the Ordinance 2

Victoria, ca}). 8, is in force or not must
ascertain whether or not that Ordin-

ance has ever received the sanction of

both Houses of the British Parliament.^

The Ordinance itself was a seueral
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Ordinance not limited in point of dvi-

ration, and is therefore, an Ordinance

it M'oukl seem, within the Proviso of

the Imperial Act, which as above

stated provided " that eveiy law or

ordinance which, by the terms or pro-

visions thereof shall be made to con-

tinue in force after the 1st November,

1842, shall be laid before both Houses

of Parliament." Even if this were

not so, the Ordinance of 3 <i: 4 Vic.

,

•cap. 19, which made it or professed to

make it permanent, was an Ordinance

which required the sanction of both

Houses of the Imperial Parliament.

That Special Council of Lower Canada
and its Ordinances were not so much
in favour with certain persons informer

times as they appear now to be with

Mayor Beaudry and the St. Pat-

rick's Society of Montreal, forti-

fied hy the opinhnt of four eminent

lawyers, three of whom were Protes-

tants, declaring that the Ordinance is

still in force. For my part I would
not bind myself to say one thing or

the other until the facts have been

ascertained as to its allowance or dis-

allowance by both Houses of the Brit-

ish Parliament,-—the allowance signi-

fied by its being the 30 days before

both Houses of the Imperial Parlia-

ment. The woi'ds of the proviso
"^ confirmed or declared to be left to

its operation by Her Majesty," seem
to require a positive assent to the con-

tinuance of the Act or Ordinance by
Her Majesty. Has Her Majesty given

such assent 1

But then, it may be said the Ordi-

nance is in the Consolidated Statutes of

Lower Canada, cap. 10—Consolidated

Statutes of Lower Canada, A. D.

1860. True, but the 8th Section of the
' Act respecting the Consolidated Sta-

tutes of Lower Canada,' cap. 1, ex-

pressly enacted ' That the said Conso-

lidated Statutes shall not be held to

operate as new laws, but shall be con-

tinued and have effect as a Consolida-

tion and as declaratory, cV'c'

In consolidating this Statute, the

Lower Canada Commissioners have at

the end of each clause referred to the 2

Vic. cap. 8, as authority for theii" work.

Clearly showing that they did not in-

tend the consolidated Act to be new
law, but consolidation of old law, if it

existed, and if it did not exist, it was
no consolidation, and could have no
effect. I say this without reference to

the terms of the recital of the Act
respecting the Consolidated Statutes

of Lower Canada, cap. 1, which was
and is as follows :

' Whereas it has been found expe-

dient to revise, classify and consolidate

the Public General Statutes which
apply exclusively to Lower Canada,

includhuf as icell those, passed by the

Legislature of the late Piovince of

Lower Canada, lirc.
'

Unless the Special Council can be

called a Legislature, the Commission-

ers had no power to consolidate the

Ordinance at all, and so on this ground

the consolidation would go for nought.

It is not necessary to press the

point, as it may be found that the or-

dinance after all, owing to Imperial

legislation, has not the force of

lav,-.

Whether or not the Orange Society

will be found to come within the

meaning of the 6th clause of the Or-

dinance, suppose it to be in force, will

depend on the evidence, as to the

inner working of the Society with

which the public. is not familiar. The
preamble of the Act is evidently in-

tended for societies of a seditious

character. The recital in part is :

' Whereas divers wicked and evil-dis-

posed persons have of late attempted

to seduce divers of Her Majesty's sub-

jects in this Province, from their al-

legiance to Her Majesty, and to incite

them to acts of sedition, rebellion,

treason and other offences."'

The 6th clause referred to, defines

the character of the societies, the Or-

dinance is meant to meet, as for in-

stance, where members take an oath

'not authorised or required by law,' so-

cieties whose members take, subscribe

or assent to any engagement of
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secrecy, test or declai'ation, • not re-

quired by law.'

The clause, it will be seen, is very-

sweeping, and if the Act is so con-

strued as to include any other than

seditious societies, it is much to be

feared that nearly every society in

Quebec will come within its operation

—not excepting the Masons who hold

theii" warrants from a Canadian head.

Now that the excitement has partially

subsided, would it not be w^ell for the

counsel of the rival parties to have a

conference, and if on further investi-

gation, they find the Ordinance not to

be in force, let it be published to the

wox'ld. The great merit of a judge is

to alter his opinion if he find he was
wrong ; let counsel apply the same
rule to themselves. If this can not be

effected, it is to be hoped that steps

will be taken to get a judicial decision

as soon as possible. If the Orange-
men have been denied rights which
belong to them, no doubt the Mayor
of Montreal will be the first to ac-

cord them their due. So far, he has

acted on what the St. Patrick's Society

have, through their counsel, stated

was law ; if it turns out the law is the

other way, he will doubtless still carry

out the law, and prevent his citizens

molesting those who, not infringing

any law, wish to walk the streets of

Montreal in procession, if they choose

to exercise the right. It may be that

the right conceded, the Orangemen,
who, so far, endeavoured to keep with-

in what they believe to be the law,

will generously waive their right, and
be slow to give offence.

D. B. Read.

CUEEEKT LITEHATURE.

THE Eose-Belford Publishing Com-
pany have issued, beyond all doubt,

not only the prettiest but the most
complete edition of a work* which for

over thirty yeaivs has held a recognised

place in the literature of the day. The
work has beein so celebrated ; it has

been so exhaustively reviewed, and it

has gone through so many editions

—

five in England and two or three in

the United States—that there is no
need of our saying anything here in

regard to the views advanced and dis-

cussed in a work of so much merit

and power as Mr. Greg's ' Creed of

» The Creed of Christendom : Us foundations con-
trasted with its superstructure, by William Rath-
bone Grkg. Detroit, Kose-Belford Publishing Corn-
pan} .

Christendom.' We can only speak

here of the great excellence which the

new American edition of this very able

volume ])Ossesses. Strange as it may
appear, hitherto the Creed of Chris-

tendom has never contained an index

—a feature wdiich the book-makers

now-a-days seldom forget to add to

even the most triA^al of books—and

the present edition, printed on tine

paper and from good and legible type,

is enriched by a carefully prepared In-

dex from the h:md of a gentleman

whose fine scholarly attainments and

extensive reading, eminently fitted him
for the task. This Index occupies

some nineteen or twenty pages, and its

value will become at once apparent to
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the student and general readei-. Another
highly important feature in the Eose-

Belford edition of the ' Creed of Chris-

tendom" is the careful way in which the

notes and context have Iteen verified

with the authorities cited. In many
cases awkward errors, clerical, typo-

gi-aphical, and others, had crept into

even the best English copies, and these

have all been removed in the present

edition. It may be noted also, that the

book before us, is published in one

crown octavo volume, is of four hun-
dred pages, and that the publishers, to

meet a want long felt, have put the

price so low, that all admirers of scho-

larly literature may secure the best

edition of an able work—a book which
sells to 'day as w^ell as it did over a

quarter of a century ago—at a dollar

and a half a coi)y. This is a boon
which many will accept with thank-
fulness, and the publishers' enterprise

is certainly deseiwing of extensive pa-

tronage. We observe that the book is

substantially bound, is embellished

with a neat and tasteful cover, and
that it is the first volume of the Religio-

science Series.

Mr. Stanley's Canadian publisher

may be congi-atulated on the fine ap-

pearance which ' Through the Dark
Continent'* makes. The book is jier-

hapsaiittle bulky, and we wouldlike to

see some c-onvenient arrangement made
by which the two large maps which
accompany the volume, could be pre-

served. A pocket in the book itself

might answer the purpose. We can-

not, however, have everything, and
Mr. Magurn has succeeded in not only
issuing in advance of the English and
American publishere, a great and noted
work, buthe has furnished it at far less

than half the cost of the Ijook in Eng-
land, and at half the price of the Amer-
ican edition. The Canadian copy too,

* Through the Dark Conthwnt ; nr the Smirces of
theNile around the Great Laken of Equatorial Af-
rica, and down the Livingstone River to the At-
lantic Ocean, bj- Henry M. Stanley. Two volumes
in one, with many maps and illustrations. Toronto,
John B. Magurn.

is issued from the original plates by
special arrangement with the author.

Ml-. Magurn's commendable enterprise

should meet with its just reward.

Books of travel are always delight-

ful conijianions ; but books of travel

in distant and mysterious countries,

in lands seldom trodden by the feet of

the Euro})ean, and whose whole his-

tory is a sealed book, are more delight-

ful still. On his task Mr. Stanley

brings to bear all those characteristics

which have made his other works so

interesting and famous. A versatile

and nervous writer, and an author*

who wields the vigorous and dashing

pen of the correspondent of the daily

pajier rather than that of the student

and laborious worker, Mr. Stanley's

book of exploration and adventure

seizes hold of the reader at the very

beginning. The rapid pen of the in-

trepid and youthful adventurer carries

his reader along at a tremendous pace,

and almost unconsciously one finds

himself treading the soil of the veiy

heart of Africa. The history of the

expedition is told with all the fascina-

tion that a romance which might

have been written in the middle ages

gives. The manner in which ' Through
the Dark Continent' opens, prepares

the reader for a journey of excitement,

and eager, anxious, splendid life in a far

ofl!" and unknown region. Mr. Stanley

possesses to a large extent dramatic

power and force. He has a quick

eye for the picturesque, and a timely

appreciation for incident and event.

He has pathos too, this lithe young
explorer, and the passages in liis book

which tell the sad story of sickness

and death in the misknown forests of

Africa, are tender and affecting. His
management of men, his faithfulness

to his followers, and the love they bore

him in return, are pleasant features

in a book which, while it is exciting

and striking, is full of sad details. The
illustrations are both numerous and

good, and the portraits of Stanley, the

one before he went on the exploration,

and the other which represents him
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after his i-eturn to England, are stud-

ies of themselves.

We have said Mr. Stanley's style is

that of the newspaper correspondent.

The reader will discover that after ten

minutes' perusal of his narrative. We
do not mention this to the discredit of

Mr. Stanley, at all. His book contains

a good deal of slip-shod writing, but it

is all bright and intensely interesting.

In a book of travel and adventure by
a gentleman whose natural tastes lead

him to exclude dry statements of facts,

and whose mind is active and whose
feelings are picturesque and full of

coloiir, we may expect just such a

.sketchy, graphic book as this one

is. It is a book which many will

read because it is so written, and its

convincing earnestness is a very charm
of itself. Stanley is fond of bold ac-

tions. He is equally fond of bold

writing. ' Through the Dark Conti-

nent ' attempts the solution of the

problem which baffled the skill of

Livingstone, Speke, Burton, Grant,

Cameron, and others, and details the

incidents of a life in the country ex-

tending over a period of two years,

eight months, and twenty days.

Mr. James Freeman Clarke wields

a fascinating pen. His ' Ten Great
Religions ' and ' Common Sense in Re-
ligion ' have an interest of their own,
and they enlist the sympathies of the

readei- at once. It is worth noting

here the fact that Mr. Clarke's larger

work has penetrated into the remotest

corners of the earth. It has been en-

countered in China, and in many parts

of Europe it has gained a strong and
secure foothold. It is a book of deep

interest and earnest thought. It is

not dry and colourless, but a bright

book, fascinating, courageous, and
brilliant. It occupies a place in lite-

I'ature all its own, and its admirers

increase every day. Mr. Clarke is

equally successful as a biographer.

* Memorial and Biographical Sketches. By
Jamks Frekmas Clarke. Bus ton : Houghton, Os-

good k, Co. Toronto ; A. Piddington.

He po.sse.sses a charming and culti^

vated style, and a winning way. He
is never slovenly nor careless, and his

utterances have always a manly tone
about them. He has managed to put
a good deal of his strength in his latest

work,* and his peculiar characteristics

appear on every page. We have some
nineteen or twenty agreeable sketches

of men, who, in their time, wielded a

certain iuHuence, ' oftentimes a veiy
gi'eat influence, and sometimes a very
pleasant one. The reader, in glancing
down the list of names, is apt to select

the papers which treat of his own
heroes flrst, and he can read the book
in this way, for it is not a continuous
narrative. It begins with the War
Govei-nor of Massachusetts, John Al-
bion Andrew, and concludes with
William Hull, the grandfather of the

author. A fine chapter is devoted to

an estimate of the life and writings,

and it may be added the influence, of

Jean Jacques Rousseau, of whom Na-
poleon once said, ' without him there

would have been no French Revolu-
tion.' A few pages are taken up with
a sketch of Robert J. Breckinridge,

and another chapter describes Wash-
ington and the secret of his influence.

The paper on Shakespeare will attract

many readers. It is admirably thought
out, and some very clever bits of ana-

lysis and criticism are introduced. An
incident in the life of Junius Brutus
Booth is a veiy amusing and attrac-

tive paper, and Mr. Clarke relates the

story with consummate tact and good
humour. In 1834 he was summoned
by the tragedian to assist at the burial

of .some friends of Booth's. The
friends proved to be a bushel of loild

jngeons ! The sketch of George D.
Prentice—one of the wittiest men
who ever lived, and at the same time
a scathing, trenchant writer—is very
interestingly written. It is full of

anecdote of the intrepid editor of the

Louisville Courier-Journal., and ex-

hibits all the phases of his character.

Charles Sumner, Theodore Parker, the

Channings and their contemporaries,
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Samuel Joseph May, James Freeman,

Samuel Gridley HoAve, and others are

ably discussed in this delightfxil vo-

lume of ' Memorial and Biographical

Sketches.'

Mr. Charles Dudley Warner always

contrives to bring out his books

at the proper season of the year. He
has done this so often that it has be-

come an art with him at length. His
latest work is the charming series of

papers which have recently been

published in The Atlantic MoiitJdy and
which his publishers have got out in

a very pretty dress. ' In the Wilder-

ness,'* is a breezy and healthful book,

and an admiraVjle burlesque on the

style of writing aflected by the per-

sons who make our s])0rting books for

us. It is rich in the exuberant fancy

and dashing humour of its author,

—

that almost classic fun of his which
sparkles in ' My Summer in a Gar-

den,' ' Back-log Studies,' and in many
of the pages of ' Mummies and Mos-
lems.' ' How I killed a Bear,' and the
' Fight with a Trout,' will remind the

reader of a popular author whose
books smell of the rod and gun and
the resinoiis odour of the forest. The
burlesque is captivating, the humour
is infectious and the little asides which
everywhere abound are delicate and
delicious. ' How Spring came to New
England ' will be read and re-read, and
with each succeeding reading the plea-

sure will be increased. It is as play-

ful a bit of wi'iting as Mr. Warner
has yet given us and it invites perusal.

A new book,+ by the Sage of Con-

cord, will be hailed with something

more than satisfaction, for ]Mr. Emer-
son is an author whose works posi-

tively grow into the affections of his

readers. The new volume consists of

a single essay—a pertinent discussion

* In The Wilderness. By Charles Dudley War-
NKR. Boston : Houghton, Osgood & Co. ; Toronto :

A. Piddington.
t Fortune of the Repiiblic. By Ralph Waldo

Emerson. Boston : Houghton, Osgood & Co. ; To-
ronto : A. Piddington.

of current events—a lecture on the

Fortune of the Republic—and it ex-

hibits the veteran author in his most
robust and scholarly vein. There is

no falling off in the vigour of the

mind, which so many years ago elec-

trified a small but select band with a

thin volume entitled ' Nature '—

a

book unfortunately too far advanced

for the people of that time, and the

little edition of five hundred copies

was not exhausted till twelve years

had passed away. ' The Fortune of

the Republic ' is full of thought, full

of rich, classical allusion, and sound

common sense. The disease is attacked

and a prompt remedy is suggested.

Many truths, not always new, but al-

ways pertinent, are presented, and
stubborn facts not always palatable

are brought out and laid before the

people. This little book, for it is com-

posed of only forty-four pages, owes
its origin to the lecture which Mr.

Emerson delivered on the 30th of

Maich last, at the Old South Church,

Boston, Mass. In its present shape

it will have many readers.

People no longer read Ouida's novels*

under protest. For several years this

lady has enjoyed a peculiar distinction.

Her stories sold readily, and edition

after edition appeared of not one but

the whole set of her books. They
were read apparently and the public

craved for more ; but who ever read

them 1 It has been said of Milton,

and with some truth it must be ad-

mitted, that everyone talks about him
but few read him. Ouida reversed

this aphorism for everyone read her

and few talked about her. People

spoke as slightingly of her as they

sometimes do of their poor relations.

The bare mention of her name—her

pen-name at any rate—was a gi'ave

offence to ears polite. If by accident

a quotation from ' Under Two Flags
'

was uttered, or an incident from

-* Friendship By Ouida, Author of ' In a Winter
Citv,' ' Ariadne, ' &c. Toronto : Rose-Belford
Publishing Company.
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' Puck 'was mentioned before a gather-

ing, the offender was made miserable

for the rest of the day by the coldness

with which his observation was re-

ceived. And in his heart he knew
that his <juotation was understood,

and that his hearers were only trying

to keep up appearances. It was fa-

shionable to read Ouida, V>ut it was
very unfashionaVjle to let your neigh-

bours know it. But the hypocritical

mask fell at length, and now people

read Ouida and talk about her, not al-

ways without a shudder, but still they

talk about her. A change has come
over the novel reader ; but no change

has come over Ouida. She is the same
rollicking, hoydenish, semi-learned and
semi-superficial story-teller she was
from the first. She has neither im-

proved her style nor her morals. She
talks as plainly as ever. She slips

scraps of French and Italian into her

stories with the same old prodigality.

Her men are as profligate, her women
are as immoral and the incidents she

describes are as loose, and her drama-

tic effects are as ambitious as they

were fifteen years ago. Her last story

is a finished satire on the morals which

exist in a certain class of society. She

paints all of her jiictures boldly and
vdih a bold and masculine hand. She

is prodigal with delicate tints, but the

reds and greens and blues, particularly

the flaunting blues, she squanders on

her canvas with great liberality.

' Friendship' is not a satisfactory stor3»

There is nothing cheering about it,

and its tone is moi'bid. It has passion,

but the passion is affectation, and its

sentimentality is mawkish. Some of

the descriptive parts are extremely

good, while much of the incident is

meaningless, and the conversations are

not always bright and interesting.

The story will be read, however, for

Ouida has a hold on the multitude.

She is best among writers of her own
class and people will have the best

when they can get it. She furnishes

a diet which is stronger than milk and

water.

There are bits in Mr. J. Sheridan Le
Fanu's i-omance of The Bird of Pas-

sage* which are worthy of the best

days of William Black. He possesses

fine descriptive power, clever analysis

of charactei-, and a chivalrous fancy.

His story is full of action, eminent in

dramatic force, and original in con-

ception and tone. From the first i>age,

which rather whets the appetite of

the reader, to the last one in the book,

there is not a dull chapter, or a single

passage we would willingly part with.

The glimpse which Mr. Le Fanu gives

of old country life, the Manor house
and its cheery inmates, the wild and
romantic scenery roundabout Haworth
Hall, the camps of the wandering
gipsy bands, and the fresh breezy
sketch of the bold young squire of

Hazelden, and the exquisite portrai-

ture of Euphan Curraple, are as en-

chanting as they are artistic. Not
the least interesting portion of the

book is the minor character sketch of

the old housekeeper, Mrs. Gillyflower,

whose frequent appearance on the

scene is hailed with satisfaction. Her
portrait is apparently painted from life.

But she does not always exist in the
village, nor does she live at all times
in the old country houses. She can
often be seen in the cities, and her
type is the ruling spirit in many
homes to-day. Mrs. Gillyflower is a

true woman, faithfiil and kindly, and
her ' management ' of her young
master—-in her eyes yet a child—is

described very pleasantly. The inci-

dent which bi'ings about the meet ng
between William Haworth and the
beautiful gipsy girl, is related with
consummate skill. The lonely young
squire is striding homeward. A mth-
try wind is sweeping the moor. A
sound falls upon his ears, and he stops

and listens. The notes of a sweet song
fill the weird forest of trees with
melody, and the sighing wdnd can-ies

the strain over the distant hills.

" The Bird of Passage, by J. Sheribax Le Faxu,
New Vork, D. Appleton & Company ; Toronto, Hart
& Rawlinson.
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Hawortli moves ou and comes full

upon the figure of a young girl, tall,

slender, and graceful. She was stand-

ing against a stone which rose from the

grass high above her. He spoke to the

.girl, and after a time she answered in

a clear, low voice. He invites her to

his home, and after telling her how
kind Mrs. Gillyflower is, he ofiers his

house as shelter for the night if she

will only come with him. After a

while she accepts, and from that mo-

ment William Haworth's heart was

lost. The story sustains its interesting

character. The love-making, the walks

over the old moor, the chats in the

.forest, the hilarious fun in the kitchen

where Euphan, Mrs. Gillyflower and

Mall Darrell sing and tell stories from

:after tea till bedtime, the picture we
have of the fair-day at the old North-

umbrian Town, Willarden, the quarrel

with the two gipsy horse-dealers, the

bout with the cudgels, the fight with

Lussha Sinfield, and the victory of the

Squire over the knavish brute, are all

powex'ful features of a powerful novel.

Not the least interesting part of the

story is the delicate portrayal of the

character of Euphan Curraple—the

;poor and high-minded gipsy girl

—

which is done lovingly and well. She

is mistaken for an escaped nun, and

her action lends colour to the suspi-

cion. She leads a double life—a life

of sadness for those who love and es-

teem her and who have skill enough

in their composition to penetrate the

mask she wears, and another life—

a

brighter state of existence, full of

liveliness and bright spirits. Her
character is a study and Mr. Le Fanu,

in Euphan Curraple, adds a powerful

creation to the literature of fiction.

The time spent in reading The Bird of

Passage is not lost. The story is one

which exercises a masteiy over the

reader. It is not sensational, nor are

there any tricks of composition in the

narrative. It is a romance, pure and

simple. It is a manly and healthy

novel, and one of the best stories of

the present day.

Old Martin Boscawen's Jest* is the

joint production of two ladies who
have already done some pretty good
work. In their joint authorship, how-

ever, some excellent characteristics

which each of the ladies undoubtedly

possess, seem lost and as a result Old

Mai'tin Boscawen's Jest is a very or-

dinary novel indeed. It is unreal, and

beyond the development of the titular

personage which is quite vigorously

done, the book will hardly hold a place

among the increasing heap of second-

class novels. The story may, however,

please some readers ; the publishers

have given it a very pretty dress.

Mr. Peter Crewittt and Nobody's

Husband I will suit the fancy of the

reader, which at this season of the

year, turns to something very light and

very trifling. The fii'st tale is prettily

told, and though slight in texture, the

plot is unravelled very pleasantly, and

the character-drawing is exceedingly

good. Peter Crewitt is no new char-

acter in fiction, but he belongs to that

class of persons who wear well and the

reader cannot help loving the honest

soul for the good he is forever doing.

Mary is sketched with a tender hand,

and old Jacob Coggins, the Parson

and the Parson's wife and Enty Moss
are di"awn with more or less fidelity to

nature. The story will repay perusal.

Of a somewhat diflferent kind is No-
body's Husband. It describes the ad-

ventures on railroad and steam-boat of

a bachelor gentleman and his friend's

wife, a young lady accustomed to enjoy

her own way, a baby, a dog and an

Irish servant girl. The book is full of

the author's peculiar humour, and the

haps and mishaps of the party are

sketched with some force.

' Old Martin Boscawen's Jest, by Marian C. L.

Rkeves and Emily Read. New York, \). Appleton
& Co. ; Toronto, Hart & Rawlinson.

+ Mr. Peter Crewitt, by the author of " That Wife
of Mine;" Boston, Lee & Shepard ; Toronto, A.

Piddington.

t Nobody's Husband, by Nobody Knows Who (ex-

cept the publishers) ; Boston, Lee & Shepard ; To-

ronto, A. Piddington.
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which are large in number, are of a

superior character and finish. Several

maps accompany the letterpress and

the hook is beautifully printed on

richly toned paper. The Rose-Bel-

ford Publishing Co. have this volume

in press, and it appears as one of their

announcements for the present month.

From the advance sheets before us,

we excerpt the following :

—

A pleasant walk over some grassy

slopes, and two more hard scrambles,

took us to the summit of the Torrinhas

Peak; but the charming and extensive

A-iewtowards Camara deLobos, and the

bay and town of Funchal, was an ample

reward for all our trouble. It did not

take us long to get back to the wel-

come shade of the chestnut trees, for

we were all ravenously hungry, it

being now eleven o'clock. But, alas !

breakfast had not arrived : so we had

no resource but to mount our horses

again and ride doA\Ti to meet it. Mr.

Miles, of the hotel, had not kept his

word ; he had promised that our pro-

-vTsions should be sent up to us by

nine o'clock, and it was midday be-

fore we met the men carrying the

hampers on theii- heads. There was

now nothing for it but to organize a

pic-nic on the terrace of Mr. Yeitch's

deserted villa, beneath the shade of

camellia, fuchsia, myrtle, magnolia,

and pepper-trees, from whence we

could also enjoy the fine view of the

fertile valley beneath us and the blue

sea sparkling beyond.

Wednesday, Jvlxj 19th.—We were

so tired after our exertions of yester-

day, that it was nine o'clock before we

all mustered for our morning swim,

which I think we enjoyed the more

from the fact of our having previously

been prevented by the sharks, or rather

by the rumour of sharks.

We were engaged to lunch at Mr.

and Mrs. Blandy's, but I was so weary

that I did not go ashore until about six

o'clock ill the evening, and then I

went first to the English cemetery,

which is very prettily laid out and

well kept. The various paths are
shaded by pepper-trees, entwined with
bougainvillaea, while in many places

the railings are completely covered by
long trailing masses of stephanotis in

full bloom. .Some of the inscriptions

on the tombs are extremely touching,

and it is sad to see, as is almost al-

ways the case in places much resorted

to by invalids, how lai-ge a proportion

of those who lie buried here have been
cut off in the very flower of their

youth. . Indeed, the residents at Ma-
deira complain that it is a melancholy
drawback to the charms of this beau-

tiful island, that the friendship fre-

quently formed between them and
l)eople who come hither in search of

health, is in so many cases brought to

an early and sad termination. Hav-
ing seen and admired Mrs. Foljambe's

charming garden by daylight, we re

tui'ned on board to receive some
friends. Unfortunately they were
not very good sailors, and, out of our
party of twenty, one lady had to go
ashore at once, and another before

dinner was over.

They all admired the yacht very
much, particularly the various cozy

corners in the deck-house. It was a
lovely night ; and after the departure

of our guests, at about ten o'clock, we
steamed out of the bay, where we
found a nice light breeze, which en-

abled us to saU.

Thursday, July 30th.—All to-day

has been taken up in arranging ovu-

photogi-aphs, journals, &c., kc, and in

preparing for our visit to Teneriffe.

About twelve o'clock the wind fell

light and we tried fishing, but without

success, though several bonitos or

flying-fish were seen. It was very

hot, and it seemed quite a relief when,

at eight o'clock in the evening, we
began steaming, thus creating a breeze

for ourselves.

Friday, Jidy 21st.—We all rose

early, and were full of excitement to

catch the first glimpse of the famous
Peak of Teneriffe. There was a nice

breeze from the north-east, the true
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trade wind, we hope, which ought to
1

carry us down nearly to the Line.

The morning being rather hazy, it was
quite ten o'clock l^efore we saw the

Peak towei-ing above the clouds, right

ahead, about fifty-nine miles off. As
we approached, it appeared less per-

pendicular than we had expected, or

than it is generally represented in

pictures. The other mountains too,

in the centre of the island, from the

midst of which it rises, are so very

lofty that, in spite of its conical sugar-

loaf top, it is difficult at first to realise

that the Peak is 12,180 feet high.

We dropped anchor under its

shadow in the harliour of Orotava in

preference to the capital, Santa Cruz,

both on account of its being a health-

ier place, and also in order to be nearer

to the Peak, which we wished to

ascend.

The heat having made the rest of

our party rather lazy, Captain Lecky
and I volunteered to go on shore to

see the Vice-Consul, Mr. Goodall,

and try to make arrangements for our

expedition. It was only 2 p. m., and
very hot work, walking through the

deserted streets, but luckily we had
not far to go, and the hovise was nice

and cool when we got there. Mr.
Goodall sent off at once for a carriage,

despatching a messenger also to the

mountains for horses and guides,

which there was some difficulty in ob-

taining at such short notice.

Having organised the expedition

we re-embarked to dine on board the

yacht, and I went to bed at seven, to

be called again, however, at half-past

ten o'clock. After a light supper, we
landed and went to the Vice-Consul's,

arriving there exactly at midnight.

But no horses were forthcoming, so

we lay down on our rugs in the patio,

and endeavoured to sleep, as we knew
we should require all our strength for

the expedition before us.

CAPE FORWARD.

Steaming ahead, past Port Gallant,

we had a glorious view over Carlos

III. Island and Thornton Peaks, until,

at about seven o'clock, we anchored

in the little harbour of Borja Bay.

This place is encircled by luxuriant

vegetation, overhanging the water, and
is set like a gem amid the granite

rocks close at hand, and the far-distant

snowy mountains.

Our carpenter had prepared a board,

on which the name of the yacht and
the date had been painted, to be fixed

on shore, as a record of our visit ; and
as soon as the anchor was doAvii we all

landed, the gentlemen with their guns,

and the crew fully armed with pistols

and rifles, in case of accident. The
water was quite deep close to the

shore, and we had no difficulty in land-

ing, near a smaU w^aterfall. To pene-

trate far inland, howevei-, was not so

easy, owing to the denseness of the

vegetation. Large trees had fallen,

and, rotting where they lay, under the

influence of the humid atmosphere,

had become the birthplace of thousands

of other trees, shrubs, plants, ferns,

mosses, and lichens. In fact, in some
places we might almost be said to be

walking on the tops of the trees, and
first one and then another of the

party found his feet suddenly slipping

through into unknown depths below.

Under these circumstaaces we were
contented with a very short ramble,

and having filled our baskets with a

varied collection of mosses and ferns,

we returned to the shore, where we
found many curious shells and some
excellent mussels. While we had
been thus engaged, the carpenter and
some of the crew were employed in

nailing up our board on a tree we had
selected for the piirpose. It was in

company with the names of many
good ships, a portion of which only

were still legible, many of the boards

having fallen to the ground and be-

come quite rotten.

Near the beach we foimd the re-

mains of a recent fire, and in the course

of the night the watch on deck, which
was doubled and well-armed, heard
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shouts and hoots proceeding from the

neighbourhood of the shore. Towards
morning, too, the fire was relighted,

from which it was evident that the na-

tives were not far oft', though they did

not actually put in an appearance. I

suppose they think there is a pro-

bability of making something out of us

by fair means, and that, unlike a seal-

ing schooner, with only four or five

hands on board, and no motive power
but her sails, we are rather too formid-

able to attack.

UP THE VALLEY TOWARDS THE ANDES.

This is a wonderful place, built en-

tirely of wood. The centre part is a

square, seventy yards in extent, sur-

rounded by a single row of one-storied

rooms, with doors opening into the

courtyard, and windows looking over

the river or up into the mountains.

In the middle of the square are a pa-

vilion containing two billiard-tables,

a boot-blacking arbour, covered with
white and yellow jes.samine and scar-

let and cream-coloured honeysuckle,

plenty of flower-beds, full of roses and
orange-trees, and a monkey on a pole,

who must, poor creature, have a sorfy

life of it, as it is his business to afford

amusement to all the visitors to the

baths. He is very good-tempered,

does several tricks, and is tormented
' fi-om early dawn to dewy eve. ' I re-

monstrated with our host on his be-

half ; but he merely shrugged his

shoulders and said, ' Mais il faut que
le monde se divertisse, Madame.'
From the centre square, marble steps

lead to a large hall, ^\ath marble baths

on either side, for ladies and gentle-

men respectively. A few steps fur-

ther bring one to a delightful swim-
ming-bath, about forty feet square,

filled with tepid water. The water,

as it springs from the rock, is boiling

UP THE VALLEY.
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hot, and contaiBS, I Vjelieve, a good

deal of magnesia and other salts, ben-

eficial in cases of rheumatism and

gout ; but the high temperature of

the water makes the air very muggy,

and we all foirnd the place relaxing,

though perhaps it was because we in-

dulged too freely in the baths, which

are a gi-eat temptation.

In the afternoon we went for a ride,

to see a celebrated view of the Andes.

Unfortunately it was rather misty,

but we could see enough to enable us

to imagine the rest. Some condors

were soaring round the rocky peaks,

and the landscape, though well clothed

with vegetation, had a weird, dreary

character of its owti, partly due to

the quantity of large cacti that gi-ew

in every nook and comer, singly, or

in groups of ten or twelve, to the

heightof twenty or thirty feet. Though

they say it hardly ever rains in Chili,

a heavv shower fell this afternoon, and

CONVEKSATION AT SEA.

our landlord thoughtfully sent a boy on
horseback after us with umbrellas.

AFTER LEAVING V.ILPARAISO.

Monday, November 6fh.—Passed, at

3 a.m. to-day, a large barque, steering

south, and at 8 a.m. a full-rigged ship

steering the same course. We held

—

as we do with every ship we pass—

a

short conversation with her through

the means of the mercantile code of

signals. (This habit of exchanging

signals afterwards proved to have
been a most useful practice, for when
the report that the ' Sunbeam ' had
gone down with all hands was widely

circulated through England, I might

almost say the world—for we found

the report had preceded us bytelegram
to almost all the later ports we
touched at—the anxiety of our friends

was relieved many days sooner than

it would otherwise have been by the

fact of our having spoken the Ger-

man steamer ' Sakhara," in the

Magellan Straits, Oct. 13, four days

after we were supposed to have

gone to the bottom. ) The weather

continues fine, and we have the

same light baffling winds. We
hoped, when we started, to avei-age

at least 200 miles a day, but now
we have been a week at sea, and
have only made good a little more
than 700 miles altogether, though

we have sailed over 800 miles

tlirough the water. It is, however,

wonderful, in the opinion of the

navigators, that we have made
even as much progress as this, con-

sidering the very adverse circum-

stances under which the voyage has

>:0 far been performed, and we must
endeavour to console ourselves with

the reflection that the sailing qua-

lities of the yacht have undergone

another severe test in a satisfac-

tory manner. How the provisions

and water will last out, and what
time we shall leave otirselves to

see anything of Japan, are questions

which, nevertheless, occasionally
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present themselves to our minds. In-

dependently of such considerations,

nothing covild be more luxurious and
delightful than oiir present mode of

existence. With [lerfect weather,

plenty of books to read and writing

to do, no possibility of interruptions,

one can map out one's day and dispose

of one's time exactly as one pleases,

until the half-past six p'clock dress-

ing-bell—which always seems to come
long before it is wanted—recalls one

to the duties and necessities of life.

AT TAHITI.

At half past eight we breakfasted,

so as to be i-eady for the service at the

native church at ten o'clock ; but seve-

ral visitors arrived in the interval,

and we had rather a bustle to get off

in time, after all. We landed close

to the church, under the shade of an

hibiscus, whose yellow and orange

flowers dropped off into the sea and

floated away amongst the coral rocks,

peeping out of the water here and

there. The building appeared to be

fidl to overflowing. The windows
and doors were all wide open, and

many members of the congregation

were seated on the steps, on the lawn,

and on the grassy slope beyond, listen-

ing to a discourse in the native Ian

guage. Most of the people wore the

native costume, which, especially when
made of black stuff and surmounted

by a little sailor's hat, decorated with

a bandana handkerchief or a wreath of

flowers, was very becoming. Sailor's

iL*,-'^J^^

Jif/l^rSl

Cl.AKKE ISLAND.

hats are universally worn, and are

generally made by the natives them-

selves from plantain or palm leaves,

or from the inside fibre of the arrow-

root. Some rather elderly men and

women in the front rows were taking

notes of the sermon. I found after-

wards that they belonged to the Bible

class, and that their great pride was to

meet after the service and repeat by

heart nearly all they had heard. This

seems to show at least a desire to pro-

fit by the minister's efforts, which we
mvist hope, were not altogether in

vain.

After the usual service there were
two christenings. The babies were
held at the font by the men, who
looked extremely sheepish. One baby
was grandly attired in a book-muslin

dress, with flounces, a tail at least six

feet long dragging on the ground, and
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a lace cap with cherry-coloured bows;

the other was nearly as smart, in a

white-worked long frock and cap,

trimmed with blue bows. The chris-

tenings over, there was a hymn, some-

what monotonous as to time and tune,

but sung with much fervour, followed

by the administration of the sacra-

ment, in which cocoa-nut milk took

the place of wine, and bread-fruit that

of bread. The proper elements were

originally used, but experience proved

that, although the bread went round

pretty well, the cup was almost invari-

ably emptied by the first two or three

communicants, sometimes with un-

fortunate results.

After service we drove through the

shady avenues of the town into the

open country, past trim little villas

and sugar-cane plantations, until we
turned off the main road, and entered

an avenue of mangoes, whence a

rough road, cut through a guava

WAlERtALL Ot I: A.UTAHLA

thicket leads to the main gate of

Fautahua—a regular square Indian

bungalow, with thatched roofs, veran-

dahs covered with creepers, windows
opening to the gi-ouud, and steps lead-

ing to the gardens on every side,

ample accommodation for stables,

kitchens, servants, being provided in

numerous outbuildings.

Soon after^ breakfast, Mrs. Bran-

der dressed me in one of her own
native costumes, and we drove to

the outskii'ts of a dense forest,

through which a footpath leads to the

waterfall and fort of Fautahua. Here
wefound horses waitingfor us, on which

we rode, accompanied by the gentle-

men on foot, through a thick growth

of palms, orange-trees, guavas, and

other tropical trees, some of which

were OAerhung and almost choked by

luxuriant creepers. Specially notice-

able among the latter was a gorgeous

purple passion-flower, with orange

-

coloured fruit as big as pumpkins,

that covei'ed everything with its

vigorous growth. The path was

tlways narrow and sometimes

-teep, and we had frequenty al-

^ most to creep under the over-

, ^< hanging boughs, or to tm-n aside

to avoid a more than usually

' lAense mass of creepers. We
crossed several small rivers, and

at last reached a spot that com-

manded a view of the waterfall, on

the other side of a deep ravine.

Just below the fort that crowns

the height, a river issues from a

narrow cleft in the rock, and falls

it a single bound from the edge

.»f an almost perpendicular clifl',

1
100 feet high, into the valley be-

neath. First one sees the rush of

i>lue water, gradually changing in

its descent to a cloud of white

spray, which in its turn is lost in

a rainbow of mist. Imagine that

from beneath the shade of featheiy

])alms and broad-leaved bananas

through a network of ferns and

creepers you are looking upon
the Staubbach, in Switzerland,
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magnified in height, and with a back-

ground of verdure-clad mountains, and

you will have some idea of the fall of

Fautahua as we beheld it.

After resting a little while and tak-

ing some sketches, we climbed up to

the fort itself, a place of considerable

interest, where the natives held out to

the very last against the French. On
the bank opposite the fort, the last

islander killed during the struggle for

independence -was shot while trying to

escape. Situated in the centre of a

group of mountains, with valleys

branching off in all directions, the fort

could hold communication wnth every

part of the coast, and there can be lit-

tle doubt that it would have held out

much longer than it did, but for the

treachery of one of the garrison, who
led the invaders, under cover of the

night, and by devious paths, to the top

of a hill commanding the position.

Now the ramparts and earthworks are

overrun and almost hidden by roses.

Originally planted, I suppose, by the

new-comers, they have spread rapidly

in all directions, till the hill-sides and
summits are quite a-blush with the

fragi'ant bloom.

Having enjoyed some strawbeiries

and some icy cold water from a spring,

and heard a long account of the war
from the yardicns, we found it was
time to commence our return journey,

as it was now getting late. "We de-

scended much more quickly than we
had come up, but daylight had faded

into the brief tropical twilight, and
that again into the shades of night,

ere we reached the carriage.

Dinner and evening service brousrht

the day to a conclusion, and I retu*ed,

not unwillingly, to bed, to dream of

the charms of Tahiti.

Sometimes 1 think that all I have
seen must be only a long vision, and
that too soon I shall awaken to the

cold reality ; the flow-ers, the fruit, the

colours worn by every one, the whole
scene and its surroundings, seem al-

most too fairylike to have an actual

existence. I am in despair when 1

attempt to describe all these things. I

feel that I cannot do anything like

justice to their merits, and yet I fear

all the time that what I say may be
looked upon as an exaggeration.

Long dreamy lawns, and birds on happy wings,
Keeping their homes in never rifled bowers

;

Cool fountains filling with their inurmurings
The sunny silence 'twnxt the chiming hours.

After breakfast I had anothei' ^isit

from a man -svith war-cloaks, shell-

belts, tapa, and reva-7-eva, which he
brought on board for my inspection.

It was a dithcult ta.sk to make him
understand what I meant, but at last

I thoiight I had succeeded in impres-

sing upon his mind the fact that I

w ished to buy them, and that they

would be paid for at the store. The
sequel unfortunately proved that I

w^as mistaken. At nine o'clock we
set out for the shore, and after land-

ing drove along the same road by
which we had returned from our ex-

cursion round the island.* After

seeing as much of the place as our

limited time would allow, we re-enter-

ed the carriages and drove over to

Fautahua, w'here we found the child-

ren and maids had arrived just before

us. The gi-and piano, every table,

and the drawing7room floor, were
spread with the presents we were ex-

pected to take away with us. There

were bunches of scarlet feather.s, two
or three hundred in number, from the

tail of the tropic bird, which are only

allowed to be possessed and worn by
chiefs, and which are of great value,

as each bird only produces two fea-

thers
;
pearl shells, with corals grow-

ing on them, red coral from the is-

lands on the Equator, curious sponges

and sea-weed, tap'i cloth and reva-rcva

fringe, arrowroot and palm -leaf hats,

cocoa-nut drinking vessels, fine mats
plaited in many patterns, and other

* We paid a brief visit to Point Venus, whence
Captain Cook observed the transit of Venus ou No-
vember 9th, 17(i9, and we saw the lighthouse and
tamarind tree, which now mark the spot. The lat-

ter from which we brought away some seed, was
undoubted!}' planted b}' Captain Cook -.vlth his own
hand.
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specimens of the products of the is-

land.

All the members of the royal family

at present in Tahiti had been in^vited

to meet us, and arrived in due course,

including the heir-apparent and his

brother and sister. All the guests

were dressed in the native costume,

with wreaths on their heads and necks,

and even the servants—including our
own, whom T hardly recognised

—

were similarly decorated. Wreaths
had also been prepared for us, three

of fragrant yellow tiowers for Mabelle,

Muriel, and myself, and othei-s of a

different kind for the gentlemen.

When the feast was readv the

Prince offered me his arm, and Ave all

walked in. a procession to a grove of

bananas in the garden through two
lines of native servants, who, at a
given signal, saluted us with three

hearty English cheers. We then con-

tinued our walk till we arrived at a
house, built in the native style, by the

side of a rocky stream, like a Scotch
burn. The uprights of the house
were banana trees, transplanted with
their leaves on, so as to shade the

roof, which was formed of plaited

cocoa-nut palm leaves, each about
fifteen feet long, laid transversely

across bamboo rafters. From these

light gi-een supports and the dark
green roof depended the yellow and
brown leaves of the thiwe, woven into

graceful garlands and elegant festoons.

The floor was covered \nxh. the finest

mats, with black and white borders,

and the centre strewn mth broad
green plantain leaves, to form the

tablecloth, on which were laid baskets
and dishes, made of leaves sewed to-

gether, and containing all sorts of na-

tive delicacies. There were oysters,

lobsters, wurrali, and crawfish, stewed
chicken, boiled sucking-pig, [ilantains,

bread-fruit, melons, bananas, oranges,

and strawberries. Before each guest
was placed a half cocoa-nut full of

salt water, another full of chopped
cocoa-nut, a third full of fresh water,

and another full of milk, two pieces

of bamboo, a basket of poi, half a
bread-fi-uit, and a platter of green
leaves, the latter being changed with
each course. We took our seats on
the gi-ound round the green table. An
address was first delivered in the na-

tive language, grace was then said,

and we commenced. The first opera-

tion was to mix the salt water and
the chopped cocoa-nut together, so as

to make an appetising sauce, into

which we were supposed to dip each
morsel we ate, the empty salt-water

bowl being filled up with fresh water
with which to wash our fingers and
lips. We were all tolerably success-

ful in the use of our fingers as substi-

tutes for knives and forks, though
we could not manage the performance
fjuite so gracefully as those more ac-

customed to it. The only drawback,

as far as the dinner itself was concern-

ed, was that it had to be eaten amid
such a scene of novelty and beauty,

that our attention was continually

distracted. There was so much to ad-

mire around one, both in the house

itself and outside, where we could see

the mountain stream, the groves of

palmsand bread-fruit, and beyondthem
the bright sea and the surf-beaten

coral reef. After we had finished, all

the servants sat down to dinner, and
from a dais at one end of the room
we surveyed the bright and animated

scene, the gentlemen—and some of the

ladies too—meanwhile enjoying theii-

cigarettes.

When we got down to Papiete, at

about half-past four^ so many things

had to be done that it seemed impos-

sible to accomplish a start this even-

ing. First of all the two Princes

came on board, and were shown round,

after wliich there wei"e accounts to be

paid, linen to be got on board, and

various other prepai'ations to be made.

Presently it was discovered that the

cloaks I had purchased—or thought I

had purchased—this morning had not

turned up, and that our saddles had

been left at Fautahua on Sunday and

had been forgotten. The latter were
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immediately sent for, but althougli some

one went on sliore to look after the

cloaks nothing could be heard of them
;

so I suppose I was not successful after

all in making the man understand that

he was to take them to tlie store and

receive payment for them thei'e.

HAWAIIAN S PORTS.

The natives have many other games
iif which they are very fond, and
which they play with great skill, in-

cluding spear-tlirowing, transfixing an

object with a dart, loi/a, an elaborate

kind of draughts, and tahi, which con-

sists in hiding a small stone under one

of five pieces of cloth, placed in front

of the players. One hides the stone,

and the others have to guess where it

is ; and it generally happens that, how-

ever dexterously the hider may put

his arm beneath the cloth, and dodge

about from one piece to another, a

clever player will be able to tell, by

the movement of the muscles of the

upper part of his arm, when his fingers

relax their hold of the stone. Another
game, called parua, is very like the
( 'anadian spoi't of ' tobogging,' only

that it is carried on on the grass in-

stead of on the snow. The perfor-

mers stand bolt upiight on a narrow
plank, turned up in front, and steered

with a sort of long paddle. They go

to the top of a hill or mountain, and
i-ush down the steep, grassy, sunburnt
slopes at a ti'emendous pace, keeping

their balance in a wonderful manner.

There is also a very popular amuse-

ment, called jjahd, requii'ing a specially

prepared smooth floor, along which
the javelins of the players glide like

snakes. On the same floor they also

play at another game, called maita, or

uru maita. Two sticks, only a few
inches apart, are stuck into the ground,

and at a distance of thirty or forty

yards the players strive to throw a

stone between them. The uru which
they use for the purpose is a haixl cir-

cular stone, three or four inches in di-

ameter, and an inch in thickness at

the edge, but thicker in the middle.

Mr. Ellis in his ' Polynesian Re-

searches,' states that ' these stones are

finely polished, highly valued, and

carefully preserved, being always oiled

or wrapped up in native cloth after

having been used. The people are, if

possible, more fond of this game than

of the palte, and the inhabitants of a

district not unfrecpiently challenge the

people of the whole island, or the na-

tives of one island those of all the

others, to bring a man who shall tiy

his skill with some favourite player of

their own district or island. On such

occasions seven or eight thousand peo-

ple, men and women, with theii- chiefs

and chiefesses, assemble to witness the

spoi-t, which, as well as the paM, is

often continued for hours together.

'

With bows and arrows they are as

clever as all savages, and wonderfully

good shots, attempting many wonder-

ful feats. They are swift as deer,

when they choose, though somewhat

lazy and indolent. All the kings and

chiefs have been special adepts in the

invigoratingpastime of surf-swimming,

and the present king's sisters are con-

sidered first-rate hands at it. The per-

formers begin by swimming out into

the bay, and diving under the huge

Pacific rollers, pushing their surf-

boards—flat pieces of wood, about

four feet long by two wide, pointed

at each end—edgewise before them.

For the return journey they select a

large wave ; and then, either sitting,

kneeling, or standing on their boards,

rush in shorewards with the speed of

a racehorse, on the curling crest of

the monster, enveloped in foam and

spray, and holding on, as it were, b}^

the milk-white manes of their furious

coursers. It looked a most enjoyable

amusement, and I should think that,

to a powerful swimmer, with plenty of

pluck, the feat is not diflicult of ac-

complishment. The natives here are

almost amphibious. They played all

sorts of tricks in the water, some of

the performers being quite tiny boys.

Four strong rowers took a whale-boat

out into the worst sui-f, and then,
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steering her by means of a large oar,

brought her safely back to the shore

on the toj) of a huge wave.

After the conclusion of this novel

entertainment, we all proceeded on

horseback to the Falls, Baby going in

front of Tom, and Muriel riding \\-ith

Mr. Freer. After a couple of miles

we dismouiited, and had a short walk

through grass and ferns to a pretty

double waterfall, tumbling over a cliif

about 100 feet high, into a glassy

pool of the river beneath. It fell in

front of a fern -filled black lava cavern,

over which a rainbow generally hangs.

As itwastoo wet to sit on the gi-ass after

the rain, we took possession of the ver-

andah of a native house, commanding
a fine view of the bay and to^vn of

Hilo. The hot coffee and eggs were

a great success eventually, though the

smoke from the wood fire nearly suf-

focated us in the process of cooking.

Excellent also was some grey mullet,

brought to us alive, and cooked native

fashion,—wrapped up in ti leaves,

and put into a hole in the gi-ound.

We now moved our position a little

higher up the river, to the Falls, over

which the men, gliding down the shal-

low rapids above, in a sitting posture,

allowed themselves to be canned. It

looked a pleasant and easy feat, and

was afterwards performed by many of

the natives in all sorts of ways. Two
or three of them would hold each

other's shoulders, forming a child's

train, or some would get on the backs

of their companions, while others de-

scended singly in a variety of atti-

tudes. At last a young girl was also

persuaded to attempt the feat. She

looked very pretty as she started, in

her white chemise and bright garland,

and prettier still when she emerged

from the white foam beneath the fall,

and swam along far below the surface

of the clear water, with her long black

hail- streaming out behind her.

AT YOKOHAMA-

An old priest took us in hand, and,

,pro^"iding us with stout sticks, march-

ed us up to the top of the hill to see

various temples, and splendid views ui

many directions. The camellias and
evergi'eens on the hillside made a love,

ly framework for each little picture,

as we turned and twisted along the

narrow path. I know not how many
steps on the other side of the island

had to be descended before the sea-

beach was reached. Here is a cavern

stretching .500 feet straight belowhigh-

water mark, with a shrine to Benton
Sama, the Lucinda of Japan ; and

having been provided with candles, we
proceeded a few hundred feet through

another cave, running at right angles

to the first.

As it would have been a long steep

walk back, and I was very tired, we
called to one of the numerous fishing

boats near the shore, and were quickly

conveyed round to our original start-

ing place. Before we said good-bye,

one of the old priests implored to be

allowed to dive into the water for half-

a-dollar. His request was complied

with, and he caught the coin most

successfully.

We lunched at a tea-house, our meal

consisting of fish of all kinds, deli-

ciously cooked, and served, fresh from

the fire, in a style worthy of Green-

wich ; and as we had taken the pre-

caution to Ijring some bread and wine

with us, we were independent of the

usual rice and saki.

After this we proceeded on our way
towards the Daiboots, or Great Bud-

dha, situated within the limits of what

was once the large city of Kama-kura,

now only a collection of small ham-

lets. As all Japanese cities are built

of wood, it is not wonderful that

they should in time entirely disap-

pear, and leave no trace behind them.

But there still remain some of the

columns of the temple which once ex-

isted in the gardens surrounding the

idol. Now he is quite alone ;
and for

centui-ies has this grand old figure sat,

exposed to the elements, serenely smil-

ing on the varying scene beneathhim.

The figure is of bronze, and is sup-
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LEAP AT HILO.
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posed to have been cast about the year

1250 or 1260. It is some fifty feet

high, with golden eyes and a silver

spiral horn on the forehead. It is

-i^'

OUK LUNCHEON BILL.

possible to sit or stand on the thumb,

and within the hollow body an altar

is erected, at which the priests offi-

ciate. Sittmg there, amidst a grove

of enormous crj^Dtomerias and bam-

boos, there is an air of ineffable silent

strength about that solitary figure,

which affords a clue to the tenacity

with which the poorer classes cling to

Buddhism. The very calmness of these

figures must be more suggestive of re-

lief and repose to the poor weary

worshippers than the glitter of the

looking-glass and crystal ball to be

fomid in the Shintoo temples. The

looking-glass is intended to remind

believers that the Supreme Being can

see their innermost thoughts as clearly

as they can perceive their ovm reflec-

tion ; while the crystal ball is an em-

blem of purity. Great store is set by

the latter, especially if of large size

and without'flaw ; but to my mind the

imperfect ones are the best, as they

refract the light and do not look so

much like glass.

In another village close by—also

part of the ancient Kama-kura—there

is a fine temple, dedicated to the God
of War ; but we were pressed for time,

and hurried back to the little car-

riages. The homeward drive was long

and cold ; but the Tokaido looked very

pretty lighted up, the shadows of the

inmates Ijeing plainly visible on the

paper walls, reminding one of a scene

in a pantomime. On our way down a

very steep hill we met the men carrv-

ing a cango. It is a most uncomfort-

able - looking basket - woi'k contriv-

ance, in which it is impossible to

sit or lie with ease. These cangoes

used formerly to be the ordinary con-

veyance of Japan, but they ai-e now
replaced by the jinrikishas, and they

are seldom met with, except in the

mountains or in out-of-the-way places.

About one o'clock we reached

Whampoa, the leading port of Can-
ton. The Pearl ili\-er is too shallow

for large steamers to go up any higher
;

so we stopped here only a few minutes
to disembaik some of the Chinese pas-

sengers, and from this point the in-

teresting part of the voyage began.

The river, as well as all the little sup-

plementary creeks, was alive with
junks and sampans—masts and sails

stuck up in every direction, gliding

about among the flat paddy-fields.

Such masts and sails as they are ! The
mandarins' boats, especially, are so

beautifully carved, painted, and deco-

rated, that they look more as if they
were floating about for oinament than
for use. Just about two o'clock our
large steamer was brought up close

alongside the wooden pier as easily as

a skiff, but it must requii-e some skill

to navigate this crowded river with-

out accident. On the shore was an
excited, vociferating crowd, but no one
came to meet us ; and we had begun
to wonder what was to become of us

—what we should do, and whither we
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should go -in a strange city, where we

did not know a soul—when we were

lelieved from our embarrassment by

the appearance of the Vice-Consul,

who came on board to meet a friend.

He told us that, owing to an expected

ball, all the houses were unusually full,

and that not one of the peoplewho had

been written to could take us in. This

was rather bad news, but we felt sure

that something would turn up.

We landed, and, after proceeding a

short distance along the dirty street,

came to a bridge with iron gates, which

were thrown open by the sentry. After

crossing a dirty stream we found our-

selves in the foreign settlement—Sha-

meen it is called—walking on nice

turf, under the

shade of fine trees.

\
The houses of the

merchants which
line this prome-

nade are all fine,

handsome, stone
buildings, with

deep verandahs.
At the back thei'e

are compounds
with kitchen gar-

dens, and under the

trees dairy cows
are gi-azing. Every
household appears

to supply itself

with garden and
farm produce, and
the whole scene

has a most Eng-
lish, home-like ap-

CHINESE PAGODA AND BOATS.

pearauce. We went first to the Vice-

Consul, and then to the Jardine
Hong. All the business houses re-

tain the names of the firms to which
they oi'iginally belonged, even when
they have passed into entirely diflfer-

ent hands. After a little chat we
went on to the Deacon Plong, where
we found they had just done tiffin,

and where we met some old friend?,.

By the kindness of variou.i people,

to whom we were introduced, we all

found ourselves gradually- installed in

luxurious quarters. As for us, we
had a large room comfortably furnished

in English fashion, with a bath-room
attached. All the houses are very
much alike, and are fitted up in an
equally comfortable style.

HOMEWARD BOUND.

Sunday, May 20th.—Weighed at

5 a. m. There was a dense fog ofl['

Cape del Roca, and the steam-whistle

fog-horns, and bell were constantly

kept going, witli lugubrious efiect.

We had service at eleven and 4.30.

Passed the Burlings at 1.30. Heavy
swell all day.

Monday, May 21st.—Rough and
disagi-eeable. Ofi" Viana at noon.

Passed Oporto and Vigo in the course
of the afternoon.

Tuesday, May 22nd.—If yesterday
was Ijad, to-day was worse. We hove
to for some time under the shelter of

Cape Finisterre, then went on again
for a shoi-t distance ; but at 1.30 a.m.
on the 23rd we were obliged to put
round and wait for daylight.

~" Wednesday
^i- 23rd & Thurs-

day 2Jf.th.—In
the course of

the day the

weather mend-
ed, though the

se3, still con-

tinued rough,

and our course

was really in

the direction of
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America rather than England. In the

eveningof the 24thwewere ableto light

fares, and. with the assistance of steam,

to keep nearly on. our proper course.

Saturday, May 26tli.—Saw the first

English land, the Start, at 2.30 a. m.

Wind continued fresh and fail-, but at

noon dropped calm, and we had to

steam through the Needles instead of

sailing, as we had done on our way
out. We reached Cowes about 3 p.

m., and were immediately welcomed

by several yachts, who dipped their

ensigns and fired their guns. We
landed, and were warmly greeted by
many friends, and, after sending off

telegrams and letters, re-eml)arked

and proceeded towards Hastings. We
were anxious to land by daylight, but

this was not to be. So it turned out

to be midnight before we reached

Beachy Head and could discern the

lights of Hastings shining in the dis-

tance. As we drew near to our an-

chorage we could see two boats com-

ing swiftly towards us from the shore.

The crews were members of the Royal

Naval Artillery Volunteers, and as

they came alongside they raised a

shout of welcome. Hastings had been

expecting us all the afternoon, and

late as was the hour, 1.30 a. m., we
were immediately surrounded by a
fleet of boats, and many willing hands
seized our heterogeneous cargo and
multitudinous packages, and before

daylight all had been safely lauded on
the pier. We committed ourselves to

the care of the K N. A. V. , and landed
in their boats, and at 4. 30, proceeding

to the Queen's Hotel, we had joyous
meeting with T. A. B. and Maud.
How can I describe the warm

greetings that met us every^^here, or

the crowd that surrounded us, not

only when we landed, but as we came
out of church ; how along the whole
ten miles from Hastings to Battle,

people were standing by the roadside

and at their cottage doors to welcome
us ; how the Battle bell-ringers never

stopped ringing except during service

time ; or how the warmest of wel-

comes ended our delightful year of

travel and made us feel we were at

home at last, with thankful hearts for

the providential care which had
watched over us whithersoever we
roamed %

I travelled among unknown men,
111 lands beyond the sea.

Nor, England" ! did 1 know till then
AVhat love 1 bore to thee.

HOME AT LAST.
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THE HAUNTED HOTEL:

A MYSTERY OF MODERN VENICE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

THE FOURTH PART.

Chapter XVI.

IT was only the twentieth of Septem-

ber, when Agnes and the children

reached Paris. Mrs. Norbui-y and her

brother Fi-ancis had then already

started on their joiirney to Italy—at

least three weeks before tlie date at

which the new hotel was to open for

the reception of travellers.

The person answerable for tliis pre-

mature departure was Francis West-
wick.

Like his younger brother Henry, he

had increased his pecuniary resources

by his own enterprise anil ingenuity
;

with this difference that his specula-

tions were connected with the Arts.

He had made money in the fii-st in-

stance, by a weekly newspaper ;
and

lie had then invested his profits in a

London Theatre. This lattei- enter-

prise, admirably conducted, had been

rewarded by the public with steady

and liberal encouragement. Pondering
over a new form of theatrical attrac-

tion for the coming winter season,

Francis had determined to revive the

languid pjublic taste for the ' ballet ' by
means of an entertainment of his own
invention, combining dramatic interest

with dancing. He was now, accord-

ingly, in search of the best dancer

(possessed of the indispensable per-

sonal attractions) who was to be found
in the tlieatres of the continent.

Hearing from his foreign cori-espond-

ents of two women who had made suc-

cessful first appearances, one at Milan
and one at Florence, he had arranged

•7

to visit those cities, and' toijudge of the
merits of the dancers for himself, be-

fore he joined the bride and bride-

groom. His widowed sister, having
friends at Florence whom she was
anxious to see, readily accompanied
him. The Montbarrys remained at

Paris, until it was time to present

themselves at the family meeting in

Venice. Heniy found them still in the

French capital, when he arrived Tiuin

London on his way to the opening of

the new hotel.

Against Lady Montbariy's advice,

he took the opportunity of renewing
his addresses to Agnes. He could

hardly have chosen a more unpropi-

tious time for pleading his cause with
her. The gaieties of Paris (quite in-

comprehensibly to herself as well as to

everyone about her) had a depressing

eflfect on her spirits. She had no illness

to complain of ; she shared willingly

in the ever varying succession ofamuse-
ments offered to strangers by the in-

genuity of the liveliest people in the

world—but nothing roused her : she

remained j^ersistently dull and wear}^

through it all. In this frame of mind
and body, she was in no humour to

receive Henry's ill-timed addresses

with favour, or even with patience :

she plainly and positively refused to

listen to him. 'Why do you remind
me of what I have suffered 1

' she

asked petulantly. ' Don't you see that

it has left its mark on me for life 1

'

' I thought I knew something of

women by this time,' Heniy said, ap-

pealing privately to Lady Montbarry
for consolation. ' But Agnes com-
pletely puzzles me. It is a year since
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Montbarry's death ; and she remains

as devoted to his memory as if he had

died faithful to her—she still feels the

loss of liim, as none of wsfeel it
!'

' She is the truest woman that ever

breathed the breath of life,' Lady
Montbarry answered. ' Remember that,

and you will understand her. Can
suqIi a woman as Agnes give her love

or refuse it, accoi-ding to circum-

stances'? Because the man was un-

worthy ol her, was he less the man of

her choice % The truest and best friend

to him (little as he desei-ved it) in his

lifetime, she naturally remains the

truest and best friend to his memoiy
now. If you really love her, wait ; and
trust to your two best friends—to time

and to me. There is my advice ; let

your own experience decide whether it

is not the best advice that I can offer.

Resume your journey to Venice to-

morrow ; and when you take leave of

Agnes, speak to her as coidially as if

nothing had happened.'

Henry wisely followed this advice.

Thoroughly understanding him, Agnes
made the leave-taking friendly and
pleasant on her side. When he stopped

at the door for a last look at her, she

hurriedly turned her head so that her

face was hidden from him. Was that

a good sign 1 Lady Montbarry, accom-

panying Henry down the stairs, said,

' Yes, decidedly ! Write when you get to

Venice. We shall wait here to receive

letters from Arthur and his wife, and
we shall time our departiire for Italy

accordingly.

'

A week passed, and no letter came
from Henry. Some days later, a tele-

gram was received from him. It was
despatched from Milan, instead of from

Venice ; and it brought this strange

message :
—

'I have left the hotel. Will

return on the arrival of Arthur and
his wife. Address, meanwhile, Albergo

Reale, Milan.'

Preferring Venice before all other

cities of Europe, and having arranged

to remain there until the family meet-

ing took place, what unexpected event

had led Heniy to alter his plans % and

why did he state the bare fact, without
adding a word of explanation? Let the

narrative follow him—and find the

answer to those questions at Venice.

Chapter XVII.

THE Palace Hotel, appealing for

encouragement mainly to English

and American travellers, celebrated

the opening of its doors, as a matter of

course, by the giving of a grand ban-

quet, and the delivery of a long suc-

cession of speeches.

Delayed on his journey, Henry
Westwick only reached Venice in time

to join the guests over their coffee and
cigars. Obseiving the splendour of

the reception rooms, and taking note

especially of the artful mixture of

comfort and luxury in the bedcham-
bers, he began to share the old nurse's

views of the future, and to contem-

plate seriously the coming dividend of

ten per cent. The hotel was beginning

well, at all events. So much interest

in the enterpi-ise had been aroused, at

home and aljroad, by profuse advei-tis-

ing that the whole accommodation of

the building had been secured by tra-

vellers of all nations for the opening

night. Henry only obtained one of

the small rooms on the upper floor, Ijy

a lucky accident—the absence of the

gentleman who had written to engage

it. He was quite satisfied, and was
on his way to bed, when another ac-

cident altered his prospects for the

night, and moved him into another

and a better room.

Ascending on his way to the higher

regions as far as the first floor of the

hotel, Henry's attention was attracted

by an angry voice pi'otesting, in a

strong New England accent, against

one of the greatest hardships that can

be inflicted on a citizen of the United
States-—the hardship of sending him
to bed without gas in his room.

The Americans are not only the

most hospitable people to be found on
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the face of the earth—^they are (under

certain conditions) the most patient

and good-tempered people as well. But
they are human ; and the limit of

American endurance is found in the

obsolete institution of a bedroom
candle. The American traveller, in

the present case, declined to believe

that his bedroom was in a completely

finished state without a gas-burner.

The manager pointed to the fine anti-

que decorations (renewed and regilt)

on the walls and ceiling, and explained

that the emanations of burning gas-

light would certainly spoil them in the

course of a few months. To this the

traveller replied that it was possible,

but that he did not understand decora-

tions. A bedroom with gas in it was
what he was used to, was what he
wanted, and was what he was deter-

mined to have. The compliant ma-
nager volunteered to ask some other

gentleman, housed on the inferior

upper story (which was lit throughout

with gas), to change rooms. Hearing
this, and being quite willing to ex-

change a small bed-chamber for a large

one, Henry volunteered to be the other

gentleman. The excellent American
shook hands with him on the spot.

' You are a cultured person, sir,' he

said ;
' and you will no doubt under-

stand the decorations.'

Henry looked at the number of the

room on the door as he opened it. The
number was Fourteen.

Tired and sleepy, he naturally anti-

cipated a good night's rest. In the

thoroughly healthy state of his nervous

system, he slept as well in a bed abroad

as in a bed at home. Without the

slightest assignable reason, however,

his just expectationswere disappointed.

The luxurious bed, the well-ventilated

room, the delicious tranquillity of

Venice by night, all were in favour of

his sleeping well. He never slept at

all. An indescribable sense of depres-

sion and discomfort kept him waking
through darkness and daylight alike.

He went down to the cofiee-room as

soon as the hotel was astir, and ordered

some breakfast. Another unaccounta-

ble change in himself appeared with

the appearance of the meal. He was
absolutely without appetite. An excel-

lent omelette and cutlets cooked to

perfection, he sent away untasted—he,

whose appetite never failed him, who.se

digestion was still equal to any de-

mands on it !

The day was bright and fine. He
sent for a gondola, and was rowed to

the Lido.

Out on the airy Lagoon, he felt like

a new man. He had not left the hotel

ten minutes before he was fast asleep

in the gondola. Waking, on reaching

the landing-place, he crossed the Lido,

and enjoyed a morning's swim in the

Adriatic. There was only a poor res-

taurant on the island, in those days ;

but his appetite was now ready for

anything ; he eat whatever was offered

to him, like a famished man. He
could hardly believe, when he reflected

on it, that he had sent away untasted

his excellent breakfast at the hotel.

Returning to Venice, he spent the

rest of the day in the picture-galleries

and the churches. Towards six o'clock

his gondola took him back, with ano-

ther fine appetite, to meet some tra-

velling-acquaintances with whom he
had engaged to dine at the table

d'hote.

The dinner was deservedly rewarded
with the highest approval by eveiy

guest in the hotel but one. To Hen-
ry's astonishment, the appetite with
whichhe had entered thehouse mysteri-

ously and completely left him when
he sat down to table. He could drink

some wine, but he could literally eat

nothing. ' What in the world is the

matter with you % ' his travelling-ac-

quaintances asked. He could honestly

answer, ' I know no more than you
do.'

When night came, he gave his com-
fortable and beautiful bedroom another

trial. The result of the second ex-

periment was a repetition of the result

of the first. Again he felt the all-

pervading sense of depression and
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discomfort. Again he passed a sleep-

less night. And once more, when he

tried to eat his breakfast, his appetite

completely failed him I

This personal experience of the new
hotel was too extraordinary to be

passed over in silence. Henry men-
tioned it to his friends in the public

room, in the heai'ing of the manager.

The manager, naturally zealous in de-

fence of the hotel, was a little hurt at

the implied reflection cast on Number
Fourteen. He invited the travellers

present to judge for themselves whe-
ther Mr. Westwick's bedroom was to

blame for Mr. Westwick's sleepless

nights ; and he especially appealed to

a grey-headed gentleman, a guest at

the breakfast-table of an English

traveller, to take the lead in the in-

vestigation. ' This is Doctor Bruno,

our first physician in Venice,' he ex-

plained. ' I appeal to him to say if

there are any unhealthy influences in

Mr. Westwick's room.'

Introduced to Number Fourteen,

the doctor looked roimd him with a

certain appearance of interest which
was noticed by everyone present. 'The
last time I was in this room,' he said,

' was on a melancholy occasion. It

was before the palace was changed in-

to an hotel. I was in professional

attendance on an English nobleman
who died here.' One of the persons

present inquired the name of the

nobleman. Doctor Bruno answered
(mthout the slightest suspicion that

he was speaking before a brother of

the dead man), 'Lord Montbarry.'

Henry quietly left the room, with-

out saying a word to anybody.

He was not, in any sense of the

term, a superstitious man. But he

felt, nevertheless, an insux-mountable

reluctance to remaining in the hotel.

He decided on leaving Venice. To
ask for another room would be, as he
could plainly see, an oflfence in the

|

eyes of the manager. To remove to

another hotel, would be to openly

abandon an establishment in the suc-

cess of which he had a pecuniary in- i

terest. Leaving a note for Arthur
Barville, on his arrival in Venice, in

which he merely mentioned that he
had gone to look at the Italian lakes,

and that a line addressed to his hotel

at Milan would bring him back again

,

he took the afternoon train to Padua
—and dined with his usual appetite,

and slept as well as ever that night.

The next day, a gentleman and his

wife, returning to England by way of

Venice, arrived at the hotel and oc-

cupied Number Fourteen.

Still mindful of the slur that had
been cast on one of his best bedcham-
bers, the manager took occasion to ask
the travellers the next morning how
they liked their room. They left him
to judge for himself how well they
were satisfied, by remaining a day
longer in Venice than they had origin-

ally planned to do, solely for the pur-

pose of enjoying the excellent accom-
modation offered to them by the new
hotel. ' We have met with nothing
like it in Italy,' they said ;

' you may
rely on our recommending you to all

our friends.'

On the day when Number Foui'teen

was again vacant, an English lady

travelling alone with her maid arrived
• at the hotel, saw the room, and at once
engaged it.

The lady was Mrs. Norbury. She
had left Francis West^dck at Milan,

occupied in negociating for the appear-

ance at his theatre of the new dancer
at the Scala. Not having heard to the

contrary, Mi's. Norbury supposed that

Arthur Barville and his wife had al-

ready an-ived at Venice. She was
more interested in meeting the young
married couple than in waiting the re-

sult of the hard bargaining which de-

layed the engagement of the new
dancer ; and she volunteered to make
her brother's apologies, if his theatrical

business caused him to be late in keep-

ing his appointment at the honeymoon
festival.

Mrs. Norbury's experience of Num-
ber Fourteen difi'ered entirely from her

brother Henry's experience of the room.
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Fallingasleep as readily as usual, her

repose was disturbed by a succession of

frightful dreams ; the central figure

in every one of them being the figure

•of her dead brother, the first Lord
Montbarry. She saw him starving in

a loathsome prison ; she saw him pur-

sued by assassins, and dying undei'

their knives ; she saw him drowning
in immeasurable depths of dark water

;

she saw him in a bed of fire, burning

to death in the flames ; she saw him
tempted by a shadowy creature to

drink, and dying of the poisonous

draught. The reiterated horror of

these dreams had such an effect on her

that she rose with the dawn of day,

afraid to trust herself again in bed.

In the old times, she had been noted

in the family as the one member of it

who lived on afiectionate terms with

Montbarry. His other sister and his

brothers were constantly quarrelling

with him. Even his mother owned
that her eldest son was of all her

children the child whom she least liked.

Sen.sible and resolute woman as she

was, Mrs. Norbury shuddered with

terror as she sat at the window of her

room, watching the sunrise, and think-

ing of her dreams.

She made the first excuse that oc-

curred to her, when her maid came in

at the usual hour, and noticed how ill

she looked. The woman was of so

superstitious a temperament that it

would have been in the last degree in-

discreet to trust her with the truth.

Mrs. Norbury merely I'emai'ked that

she had not found the bed quite to her

liking, on account of the lai-ge size of

it. She was accustomed at home, as

her maid knew, to sleep in a small bed.

Informed of this objection later in the

day, the manager regretted that he
could only offer to the lady the choice

of one other bedchamber, numbered
Thirty-eight, and situated immediately
over the bedchamber which she desired

to leave. Mrs. Norbury accepted the

proposed change of quarters. She
was now about to pass her second

night in the room occupied in the

old days of the palace l^y Baron
Rivar.

Once more, she fell asleep as usual.

And, once more, the frightful dreams
of the fir.st night terrified her ; follow-

ing each other in the same succession.

This time her nerves, already shaken,

were not equal to the renewed torture

of terror inflicted on them. She threw
on her dressing-gown, and ru.shed out

of her room in the middle of the night.

The porter, alarmed by the banging of

the door, met her hurrying headlong
down the stairs, in search of the first

human being she could find to keep her
company. Considex-ably surprised at

this last new manifestation of the

famous ' English eccentricity,' the man
looked at the hotel register, and led the

lady upstairs again to the room oc-

cupied by her maid. The maid was not

asleep, and more wonderfitl still, was
not even undressed. She i^eceived her

mistress quietly. When they were
alone, and when Mrs. Xorbury had, as

a matter of necessity, taken her attend-

ant into her confidence, the woman
made a very strange reply.

' I have been asking about the hotel,

at the servants' supper to-night,' she

said. ' The valet of one of the gentle-

men staying here has heard that the

late Lord Montbany was the last per-

son who lived in the palace, before it

was made into an hotel. The room he

died in, ma'am, was the room you slept

in last night. Your room to-night is

the room just above it. I said nothing

for fear of frightening you. For my
own part, I have passed the night as

you see, keeping my light in, and read-

ing my Bible. In my opinion, no mem-
ber of your family can hope to be hap})y

or comfortable in this house.

'

' What do you mean ?

'

' Please to let me explain myself,

ma'am. When Mr. Henry Westwick
was here (I have this from the valet,

too) he occupied the room his brother

died in (without knowing it) like you.

For two nights he never closed his eyes.

Without any reason for it (the valet

heard him tell the gentlemen in the
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coffee-room) he could not sleep ; he felt

so low and so wretched in himself. And
what is more, when daytime came, he

coiildn't even eat while he was under

this roof. Youmay laugh at me, ma'am
—but even a servant may draw her

own conclusions. It's my conclusion

that something happened to my lord,

which we none of us know about, when
he died in this house. His ghost walks

in torment until he can tell it ! The
living persons related to him are the

persons who feel he is near them—the

persons who may yet seehim in the time

to come. Don't, pray don't stay any
longerin thisdreadful place 1 I wouldn't

stay another night here myself—no,

not for anything that could be offered

me !

'

Mrs. Norbury at once set her ser-

vant's mind at ease on this last point.

' I don't think about it as you do,'

she said gravely. ' But I should like

to speak to my brother of what has

happened. We will go back to Milan.

'

Some hours necessarily elapsed be-

fore they could leave the hotel, by the

first train in the forenoon.

In that interval, Mrs. Norbury's

maid found an opportunity of confiden-

tially informing the valet of what had
passed between her mistress and her-

self. The valet had other friends to

whom he related the circumstances in

his turn. In due course of time, the

narrative, passingfrom mouthtomouth,
reached the ears of the manager. He
instantly saw that the credit of the

hotel was in danger, unless something

was done to retrieve the character of

the room numbered Fourteen. English

travellers, well acquainted with the

peerage of their native country, in-

formed him that Henry Westwick and
Mrs. Norbury were by no means the

only members of the Montbarry family.

Curiosity might bring more of them to

the hotel, after hearing what had hap-

pened. The manager's ingenuity easily

hit on the obvious means of misleading

them, in this case. The numbers of

all the rooms were enamelled in blue,

on white china plates, screwed to the

doors. He ordered a new plate to be
prepared, bearing the number, ' 13 A'

;

and he kept the room empty, after its

tenant for the time being had gone
away, until the plate was ready. He
then re-numbered the room

;
placing

the removed Number Fourteen on the
dooi- of his own room (on the second
floor), which, not being to let, had not
previously been numbered at all. By
this device, Number Fourteen, disap-

peared at once and forever, from the
books of the hotel, as the number of a

bedi'ooni to let.

Having warned the servants to be-

ware of gossipping with travellers on
the subject of the changed numbers,
under penalty of being dismissed, the
manager composed his mind with the
i-eflection that he had done his duty to

his employers. ' Now,' he thought to

himself, with an excusable sense of

triumph, ' let the whole family come
here if they like ! The hotel is a
match for them.'

Chapter XVIII.

BEFORE the end of the week, the
manager found himself in rela-

tions with ' the family ' once more. A
telegram from Milan announced that

Mr. Francis Westwick would arrive

in Venice on the next day, and would
be obliged if Number Fourteen, on the

first floor, could be reserved for him,

in the event of its being vacant at the

time.

The manager paused to consider, be-

fore he issued his directions.

The re-numbered room had been last

let to a French gentleman, it would
be occupied on the day of Mr. Francis-

Westwick's arrival, but it would be

empty again on the day after. AYould

it be well to reserve the room for the

special occupation of Mr. Francis ? and
when he had passed the night unsus-

piciously and comfortably in ' No. 1

3

A, ' to ask him in the presence of wit-

nesses how he liked his bed-chamber?
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In this case, if the reputation of the

room happened to be called in question

again, the answer would vindicate it,

on the evidence of a memVjer of the

very family Avhich had first givenNum-
ber Fourteen a Vjad name. After a

little reflection, the manager decided

on trying the experiment, and directed

that '13 A' should be reserved ac-

cordingly.

On the next day Francis Westwick
arrived, in excellent spirits.

He had signed agreements with the

most popular dancer in Italy ; he had

transferred the charge of Mrs. Nor-

bury to his brother Henry, who had
joined him in Milan ; and he was now
at full liberty to amuse himself by
testing in every possible way the ex-

traordinary influence exercised over

his relatives by the new hotel. When
his bi'other and sister first told him
what their experience had been, he in-

stantly declared that he would go to

Venice in the interest of his theatre.

The circumstances related to him con-

tained invaluable hints for a ghost-

drama. The title occurred to him in

the railway : 'The Haunted Hotel.'

Post that in red letters six feet high,

on a black ground, all over London—

•

and trust the excitable public to crowd
into the theatre I

Received with the politest attention

by the manager, Francis met with a

disappointment on entering the hotel.

' Some mistake, sir. No such room on
the first floor as Number Fourteen.

The room bearing that number is on

the second floor, and has been occupied

by me from the day when the hotel

opened. Pei'liaps you meant number
13 A, on the first floor ? It will be at

your service to-morrow—a charm-

ing room. In the mean time, we
will do the best we can for you, to-

night ?

'

A man who is the successful mana-
ger of a theatre is probably the last

man in the civilized imiverse who is

capable of being impressed witJi fav-

ourable opinions of hisfellow-creatures.

Francis privately set the manager down

as a humbug, and the story about the

numl>ering of the rooms as a lie.

On the day of his ai-rival he dined

by himself in the restaurant, before the

hour of the table d'hote, for the ex-

press purpose ofquestioningthe waiter,

without being overheard by anybody.

The answer led him to the conclusion

that ' 13 A ' occupied the situation in

the hotel which had been described by

his brother and sister as the situation

of '14.' He asked next for the Visi-

tors' List, and found that the French

gentleman who then occupied '13 A '

was the proprietorof a theatre in Paris,

personally well known to him. Was
the gentleman then in the hotel ? He
hadgone out, butwould certainly return

for the table d'hote. When the pub-

lic dinner was over, Francis entered

the room, and was welcomed by his

Parisian colleague, literally, with open

arms. ' Come and have a cigar in my
room,' said the friendly Frenchman.
' I want to hear whether you have

really engaged that woman at INIilan

or not.' In this easy way Francis found

his opportunity of comparing the in-

terior of the room with the description

which he had heard of it at Milan
Arriving at the door, the French-

man bethought himself of his travel-

ling companion. ' My scene-painter

is here with me,' he said, ' on the look-

out for materials. An excellent fel-

low, who will take it as a kindness if

we ask him to join us. I'll tell the

porter to send him up when he comes
in.' He handed the key of his room
to Francis. ' I will be back in a

minute. It's at the end of the corri-

dor—13 A'
Francis entered the room alone.

There were the decorationson the walls

and the ceiling, exactly as they had
been described to him 1 He had just

time to perceive this at a glance, be-

fore hLs attention was diverted to him-

self and his own sensations, by a gro-

tesquely-disagreeal )le occurrence which
took him completely by surprise.

He became conscious of a myste-

riously-offensive odour in the room,
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entirely new in liis experience of re-

volting smells. It was composed (if

such a thing could be) of two mingling

exhalations, which were separately-dis-

coveralile exhalations nevertheless.

This strange blending of odours con-

sisted of something faintly and un-

pleasantly aromatic, mixed with ano-

ther underlying smell, so unutterably

sickening that he threw open the -v\Tn-

dow, and put his head out into the

fresh air, unable to endure the horri-

bly-infected atmosphere for a moment
longer.

The French proprietor joined his

English friend, with his cigar already

lit. He started back in dismay at a

sight tei-rible to his countrymen in

general—the sight of an open -s^andow.

' You English people are perfectly

mad on the subject of fresh air
!

' he
exclaimed. 'We shall catch our deaths

of cold.'

Francis turned, and looked at him
in astonishment. ' Are you really not

aware of the smell there is in the

room 1
' he asked.

* Smell I ' repeated his brother man-
ager. ' I smell my own good cigar.

Ti-y one yourself. And for Heaven's
sake shut the M-indow I

'

Francis declined the cigar by a sign.

' Forgive me,' he said. ' I ^vill leave

you to close the window. I feel faint

and giddj-—I had better go out.' He
put his handkerchief over his nose and
mouth, and crossed theroom tothedoor.

The Frenchman followed the move-
ments of Francis, in such a state of

bewilderment that he actually forgot

to seize the opportunity of shutting

out the fresh air. ' Is it so nasty as

that %
' he asked, M-ith a broad stare of

amazement.
' Horrible !

' Francis muttered be-

hind his handkerchief. ' I never smelt

an\"thing like it in my life !

'

There was a knock at the door.

The scene-painter appeared. His em-
ployer instantly asked him if he smelt

anything.
' I smell your cigar. Delicif)us I

Give me one directlv I

'

' Wait a minute. Besides my cigar,

do you smell anything else—vile,

abominable, overpowering, indescrib-

able, never-never-never smelt before!'

The scene painter appeared to be
puzzled by the vehement energy of

the langiiage addressed to him. ' The
room is as fresh and sweet as a room
can be,' he answered. As he spoke,

he looked back with astonishment at

Francis Westwick, standing outside

in the coriidor, and eyeing the interior

of the bed-chamber with an expression

of undisguised disgust.

The Parisian director approached

his English colleague, and looked at

him with gi-ave and anxious scrutiny.

' You see, my friend, here are two
of us, wdth as good noses as yours,

who smeU nothing. If you want evi-

dence from more noses, look there !

'

He pointed to two little English girls,

at play in the corridor. ' The door of

my room is wide open—and you know
how fast a smell can travel. Kow
listen, while I appeal to these innocent

noses, in the language of their own
dismal island. My little loves, do you
sniff a nasty smell here—ha ?

' The
children burst out laughing, and an-

swered emphatically, ' No. '
' My good

Westwick,' the Frenchman resumed,

in his own language, ' the conclusion

is surely plain 1 There is something

wrong, very wrong, with your own
nose. I recommend you to see a medi-

cal man.'

Having given that advice, he re-

turned to his room, and shut out the

horrid fresh air with a loud exclama-

tion of relief. Francis left the hotel,

by the lanes tljat led to the Square of

St. Mark. The night-breeze soon re-

vived him. He was able to light a

cigar, and to think quietly over what
had happened.

CiiAPTEi; XIX.

AVOIDING the crowd under the

colonnades, Franci>5 walked slow-
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ly up aiul down tbe nol>le open space

of the sijuare, bathed in the light of

the rising moon.

Without being aware of it himself,

he was a thorough materialist. The
.sti'ange eri'ect produced on him by the

room—following on the other strange

effects produced on the other relatives

of his dead 1)rother—exercised no per-

plexing influence over the mind of

this sensible man. ' Perhaps,' he re-

flected, ' my temperament is more
imaginative than I supposed it to be

—

and this is a trick played on me by
my own fancy % Or, perhaps, my
friend is right ; something is physi-

cally amiss with me % I don't feel

ill, certainly. But that is no safe

criterion sometimes. I am not going

to sleep in that abominable i-oom to-

night—I can well wait till to-morrow
to decide whether I shall speak to a

doctor or not. In the meantime, the

hotel doesn't seem likely to supply me
with the subject of a piece. A terri-

ble smell from an invisible ghost is a

perfectly new idea. But it has one
<lrawback. If I realize it on the stage,

I shall drive the audience out of the

theatre.'

As his strong common sense arrived

at this facetious conclusion, he became
aware of a lady, dressed entirely in

black, who was observing him with
marked attention. ' Am I right in

supposing you to be Mr5 Francis West-
wick ? '" the lady asked, at the moment
when he looked at her.

' That is my name, madam. May I

inquire to whom I have the honour of

speaking %
'

' We have only met once,' she an-

swered, a little evasively, ' when your
late brother introduced me to the

members of his family. I wonder if

you have quite forgotten my big black

eyes and my hideous complexion %

'

She lifted her veil as she spoke, and
turned so that the moonlight rested on
her face.

Francis recognised at a glance the

woman of all others whom he most
cordially disliked—the widow of his

dead l)rother,the flrst Lord Montbarry.

He frowned as he lo(jked at her. His
experience on the stage, gathered at

innumerable rehearsals with actresses

who had sorely tried his temper, had
accustomed him to speak roughly to

women who were distasteful to him.
' I remember you,' he said. ' I thought

you were in America !

'

She took no notice of his ungracious

tone and manner ; she simply stopped

him when he lifted his hat, and turned

to leave her.

' Let me walk with you for a few

minutes,' she quietly i-eplied, ' I have

something to say to you.'

He showed her his cigar. ' I am
smoking,' he said.

' I don't mind smoking.'

After that, there was nothing to be

done (short of downright brutality)

but to yield. He did it with the

worst possible grace. ' Well 1
' he re-

sumed. ' What do you want of me 1

'

' You shall hear directly, Mr. West-
wick. Let me first tell yovi what my
})Osition i.s. I am alone in the world.

To the loss of my husband has now-

been added another bereavement, the

loss of my companion in America, my
brother—Baron Kivar.

'

The reputation of the Baron, and
t]:e doubt Avhich scandal had thrown
on his assumed relationship to the

Countess, were well known to Fi"ancis.

' Shot in a gam'l)ling-saloon ?
' he asked

brutally.

' The cjuestion is a perfectly natural

one on your part,' she said with the

im})enetrably-ironical manner which
she coidd assume on certain occasions.

' As a native of horse-i-acing England,

you belong to a nation of gamblers.

My brother died no extraordinaiy

death, Mr. Westwick. He sank, with

many other unfortunate people, under

a fever prevalent in a Western city

which we liap[)ened to visit. The
calamity of his loss made the L^nited

States unendurable to me. I left by
the first steamer that sailed from New
York—a French vessel which Ijrought

me to Havre. I continued my lonely
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jom-ney to the South of France. And
then I went on to Venice.'

' What does all this matter to me ?'

Francis thought to himself. She
paused, evidently expecting him to say
something. ' So you have come to

Venice 1
' he said carelessly. ' Why 1

'

' Because I couldn't help it,' she

answered.

Francis looked at her with cynical

curiosity. ' That sounds odd,' he i-e-

marked. ' Why couldn't you help it 1
'

' Women are accustomed to act on
impulse,' she explained. ' Suppose we
say that an impulse has directed my
journey? And yet, this is the last

place in the world that I wish to find

myself in. Associations that I detest

are connected with it in my mind. If

I had a will of my own, I woiild never
see it again. I hate Venice. As you
see, however, I am here. When did
you meet with such an unreasonable
woman before ? Never, I am sure !

'

She stopped, eyed him for a moment,
and suddenly altered her tone. 'When
is Miss Agnes Lockwood expected to

be in Venice ?
' she asked.

It was not easy to throw Francis off

his balance, but that extraordinary
question did it. ' How the devil did
you know that Miss Lockwood was
coming to Venice ?

' he exclaimed.
She laughed—a bitter mocking

laugh. 'Say, I guessed it.'

Something in her tone, or perha])s

something in the audacious detianee
of her eyes as they rested on him,
roused the quick temper that was in

Francis Westwick, ' Lady Montbarry
!

' he began.
' Stop there I ' she interposed. ' Your

brother Stephen's wife calls herself

Lady Montbarry now. I share my
title with no woman. Call me by my
name, before I committed the fetal

mistake of marrying your brother.

Address me, if you please, as Countess
Narona.

'

' Countess iSTarona,' Francis resumed,
' if your object in claiming my ac-

quaintance is to mystify me, you have
come to the wrong man. Speak

plainly, or permit me to wish you
good evening.'

' If your object is to keep Miss
Lockwood's arrival in Venice, a secret.

'

she retorted, ' speak plainly Mr.
Westwick, on your side, and say so.'

Her intention was evidently to irri-

tate him ; and she succeeded. ' Non-
sense !

' he broke out petulantly.
' My brother's travelling arrange-

ments are secrets to nobody. He
brings Miss Lockwood here, with
Lady Montbarry and the children.

As you seem so well informed, i)erhaps

you know whv she is coming to

Venice ?

'

'

The Countess had suddenly Iseeome

grave and thoughtful. She made no
reply. The two strangely-associated

companions, having reached one ex-

tremity of the square were now stand-

ing before the church of St. Mark.
The moonlight was bright enough to

show the architecture of the grand
cathedral in its wonderful variety of

detail. Even the pigeons of St. Mark
were visible, in dark, closely packed
rows, roosting in the archways of the

great entrance dooi-s.

' I never saw the old church look so

beautiful by moonlight,' the Countess

said qiiietly ; speaking, not to Fran-

cis, but to herself. ' Goodbye, St.

Clark's by moonlight ! I shall not see

you again.'

She turned away fi'om the chui'ch,

and saw Francis listening to her with

wondering looks. ' No, ' she resumed,

placidly picking up the lost thread of

the convei-sation, ' I don't know why
Miss Lockwood is coming here, I only

know that we are to meet in Venice ?

'

' By previous appointment 1
'

' By Destiny," she answered, with

her head on her breast, and her eyes

on the gi'OuncL Francis burst out

laughing. ' Or if you like it better,'

she instantly resumed, ' by what fools

call. Chance.'

Francis answered easily, out of the

depths of his strong common sense.

' Chance seems to be ticking a queer

wav of bringing the meetiiig about,'
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he said. ' We have all airanged to

meet at the Palace Hotel. How is it

that your name is not on the Visitors'

List ? Destiny ought to have brought
you to the Palace Hotel, too.'

She abruptly pulled down her veil.

' Destiny may do that yet !

' she said.

' The Palace Hotel 1
' she repeated,

speaking once more to herself. ' The
old hell, transformed into the new
purgatory. The place itself. Jesus

Maria ! the place itself !

' She paused

and laid her hand on her companion's

arm. ' Perhaps Miss Lockwood is

not going there with the rest of you 1
'

she burst out with sudden eagerness.
' Are you positively sure she will be

at the hotel 1
'

' Positively ! Haven't I told you
that Miss Lockwood travels with

Lord and Lady Montbarry 1 and
don't you know that she is a member
of the family 1 You will have to

move, Countess, to our hotel.'

She was perfectly impenetrable to

the bantering tone in which he spoke.
' Yes,' she said faintly, ' I shall have
to move to your hotel.' Her hand
was still on his arm—he could feel

her shivering from head to foot while

she spoke. Heartily as he disliked

and distrusted her, the common in-

stinct of humanity obliged him to ask

if she felt cold.

' Yes,' she said. 'Cold and faint.'

' Cold and faint. Countess, on such

a night as this 1
'

' The night has nothing to do with

it, Mr. Westwick. How do you sup-

pose the criminal feels on the scaffold,

while the hangman is putting the

rope round his neck 1 Cold and faint,

too, I should think. Excuse my giim

fancy. You see destiny has got the

rope round int/ neck—and / feel it.

'

She looked about her. They were
at that moment close to the famous
cafe known as ' Florian's. '

' Take me
in there,' she said ;

' I must have

something to revive me. You had

better not hesitate. You are interested

in reviving me. I have not said what
I wanted to say to you yet. It's

business, and it's connected with your

theatre.

'

Wondering inwardly what she could

possibly want with his theatre, Francis

reluctantly yielded to the necessities

of the situation, and took her into the

caffe. He found a quiet corner in

which they could take theii- places

without attracting notice. ' What
will you have 1

' he inquii'ed resignedly.

She gave her own orders to the waiter,

without troubling him to speak for

her.

' Maraschino. And a pot of tea.'

The waiter stared ; Francis stared.

The tea was a novelty (in connection

with maraschino) to both of them.

Careless whether she surprised them

or not, she instructed the waiter, when
her directions had been complied with,,

to pour a large wine-glass full of the

liquor into a tumbler, and to till it up

from the teapot. ' I can't do it for

myself,' she remarked, ' my hand',

trembles so.' She drank the strange

mixture eagerly, hot as it was. ' Mar-

aschino punch—will yovi taste some of

it 1
' she said. ' I inherit the discoveiy

of this drink. When your English

Queen Caroline was on the continent,

my mother was attached to her court.

That much injured Royal Person in-

vented, in her happier hours. Maras-

chino punch. Fondly attached to her

gracious mistress my mother shared,

her tastes. And I, in my turn, learnt

from my mother. Now, Mr. West-

wick, suppose I tell you what my
business is. You are manager of a

theatre. Do you want a new play 1
'

'I always want anew play—pro-

vided it's a good one.'

' And you pay, if it's a good one 1'

' I pay liberally—in my own in-

terests.'

' If /write the play, will you read it?

Francis hesitated. ' What has put

writing a play into your head?' he

asked.
' Mere accident, ' she answered. ' I had

once occasion to tell ray late brother of

a visit I paid to Miss Lockwood, when-

I was last in England. He took noi
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interest in what hapjjeued at the in-

terview, but something struck him in

my way of relating it. He said, " You
describe what passed between you and
the lady with the point and contrast

of good stage dialogue. You have the

dramatic instinct—try if you can

wi-ite a play. Y'^ou might make
money." :Z'/ia^ put it into my head."

These last words seemed to startle

Francis. ' Surely you don't want
money !

' he exclaimed.
' I always want money. My tastes

lire expensive. I have nothing but

my poor little foiir hundred a year

—

and the wreck that is left of the other

money. About two hundred pounds
in circular notes, no more.'

Francis knew that she was referring

to the ten thousand pounds paid by
the insurance oiEces. ' All those thou-

sands gone already !
' he exclaimed.

She blew a little puff of air over

her fingers. ' Gone like that
!

' she

answered coolly.

' Baron E-ivar ?

'

She looked at him with a flash of

anger in her hard black eyes.

' My afiairs are my own secret, Mr.
Westwick. I have made you a pro-

2>osal—and you have not answered me
yet. Don't say No, without thinking

first. Remember what a life mine has

been. I have seen more of the world
thanmost people, play^vTightsincluded.

I have had strange adventures ; I have
heard remarkable stories ; I have ob-

served ; I have remembered. Are
there no materials, here in iay head,

for writing a play—if the opportunity

is gi-anted to me ?
' She waited a mo-

ment, and suddenly repeated her

strange question about Agnes. ' Wlien
is Miss Lockwood exjjected to be in

Venice 1
'

' What has that to do with your
new play, Countess ?

'

The Countess appeared to feel some
difiiculty iii giving that question its

fit I'eply. She mixed another tumbler
full of the maraschino punch, and
drank one good half of it before she

spoke again.

' It has everything to do with my
new play,' was all she said. ' Answer
me.' Francis answered her.

' Miss Lockwood may be here in a

week. Or for all I know to the con-

trary, sooner than that.'

' Very well. If I am a living wo-

man and a free woman, Ln a week's

time—or if I am in possession of my
senses in a week's time (don't inter-

rupt me ; I know what I am talking

about)—I shall go to England, and I

shall write a sketch or outline of my
play, as a specimen of what I can do.

Once again, will yoii read it ?

'

' I will certainly read it. But, Coun-
tess, I don't understand

'

She held up her hand for silence,

and finished the second tumbler of

maraschino punch.
' I am a living enigma—and you

want to know the right reading of

me,' she said. ' Here is the reading,

as your English phrase goes, in a nut-

shell. There is a foolish idea in the

minds of many persons that the natives

of the warm climates are imaginative

people. There never was a greater

mistake. You will find no such un-

imaginative people anywhere as you
find in Italy, Spain, Greece, and the

other Southern countries. To any-

thing fanciful, to anything spiritual,

their minds are deaf and blind by
nature. Now and then, in the course

of centuiies, a great genius springs up
amongst them ; and he is the excep-

tion which proves the rule. Now
see ! I, though I am no—genius

—

I am, in my little way (as I suppose)

an exception too. "To my sorrow,

I have some of that imagination,

which is so common among the Eng-
lish and the Germans—so rare among
the Italians, the Spaniards, and the

rest of them I And what is the re-

sult I I think it has become a disease

in me. I am filled with presentiments

which make this wicked life of mine
one long terror to me. It doesn't

matter, just now, what they are.

Enough that they absolutely govern

me—they drive me over land and sea
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at their own horrible will ; they are

in me, and torturing me, at this mo-
ment ! Why don't I resist them 1

Ha ! but I do i-esist them. I am try-

ing (with the help of the good punch)

to resist them now. At intervals I

cultivate the difficult virtue of sound
sense. Sometimes sound sense makes
a hopeful woman of me. At one time,

1 had the hope that what seemed re-

ality to me was only mad delusion,

after all—I even asked the question

of an English doctor ! At other times,

other sensible doubts of myself beset

me. Never mind dwelling on them
now—it always ends in the old terrors

and superstitions taking possession of

me again. In a week's time, I shall

know whether Destiny does indeed

decide my future for me, or whether
I decide it foi- myself. In the last

case, my resolution is to absorb this

self-tormenting fancy of mine in the

occupation that I have told you of

already. Do you understand me a

little better now ? And, our business

being settled, dear Mr. Westwick,
shall we get out of this hot room into

the nice cool air again '?

'

They rose to lea^'e the cafe. Francis

privately concluded that the maras-

chino punch offered the only discover-

able explanation of what the Countess
had said to him.

Chapter XX.

' O HALL I see 3^ou again ?
' she^ asked, as she held out her hand

to take leave. ' It is quite understood

between us, I suppose, about the

play?'

Francis recalled his extraordinary

experience of that evening in the re-

numbered room. ' My stay in Venice
is uncertain,' he replied. ' If you have
anything more to say about this dra-

matic venture of yours, it may be as

well to say it now. Have you decided

on a subject already 1 I know the

public taste in England better than

you do—1 might save you some waste
of time and trouble, if you have not
chosen your subject wiselv '?

'

' I don't care what subject I write
about, so long as I write,' she ansAvei-

ed carelessly. ' If you have got a sub-

ject in your head, give it to me. I

answer for the characters and the dia
logue.

'

' You answer for the charactei's and
the dialogue,' Francis repeated 'That's
a bold way of speaking for a beginner !

I wonder if I should shake your sub-
lime confidence in yourself, if I sug-
gested the most ticklish subject to
handle which is known to the stage {

What do you say, Counte.ss, to enter-

ing the lists with Shakespeare, and
trying a drama with a ghost in it ? A
true story, mind ! founded on events
in this very city in which you and I
are interested.'

She caught him by the arm, and
drew him away from the crowded col-

onnade into the solitary middle space
of the square. ' Now tell me ?

' she
said eagerly. ' Here, where nobody is

near us. How am I interested in it ?

How ? how ']

'

Still holding his arm, she shook liim

in her impatience to hear the coming
disclosure. For a moment he hesitated.

Thus far, amused by her ignorant be-

lief in herself, he had merely spoken
in jest. Now, for the first time, im-
pressed by her irresistible earnestnes!?,

he began to consider what he was
about from a more serious point of

view. With her knowledge of all that
had passed in the old palace, before its

transformation into an hotel, it was
surely possible that she might suggest
some explanation of what had happen-
ed to his brother and sister, and him-
self. Or, failing to do this, she might
accidentally reveal some event in her
own experience which, acting as a hint

to a competent dramatist, might prove
to be the making of a play. The pros-

perity of his theatre was his one seri-

ous object in life. ' I may be on the
trace of another "Corsican Brothers'"
he thought. ' A new piece of that
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sort would 1)6 ten thousand pounds in

my pocket at least.' 1

"With these motives (worthy of the
;

single-hearted devotion to dramatic
j

business which made Francis a success- 1

fill manager) he related, without further

hesitation, what his own experience

had been, and what the experience of

his relatives had been, in the haunted

hotel. He even described the outbreak

of superstitious terror which had es-

caped Mrs. Norbmy's ignorant maid.

' Sad stuff, if you look at it reason-

ably,' he remarked. ' But there is

something dramatic in the notion of

the ghostly influence making itself felt

by tlie relations in succession, as they

one after another enter the fatal room

—until the one chosen relative comes

who will see the Unearthly Creature,

and know the terrible truth. jNIaterial

for a play, .Countess—fii^st-rate mate-

rial for a play !

'

There he paused. She neither moved
nor spoke. He stooped and looked

closer at her.

What impression had he produced 1

It Avas an impression which his utmost

ingenuity had failed to anticipate. She

stood by his side—just as she had stood

before Agnes when her question about

Ferrari was plainly answered at last

—like a woman turned to stone. Her
eyes were vacant and rigid ;

all the

life in her face had faded out of it.

Francis took her by the hand. Her
hand was as cold as the pavement they

were standing on. He asked her if

she was ill.

Not a muscle in her moved. He
might as well have spoken to the

dead.
' Surely,' he said, ' you are not fool-

ish enough to take what I have been

telling you seriously 1

'

Her lips moved slowly. As it seemed,

she was making an effort to speak to

him.
' Louder,' he said. ' I can't hear

you.'

She struggled to recover possession

of herself. A faint light began to

. soften the dull cold stare of her eyes.

In a moment more she spoke so that

he could hear her.

' I never thought of the other world,'

she murmured, in low dull tones like

a woman talking in her sleep.

Her mind had gone back to the day
of her last memorable interview with
Agnes ; she was slowly recalling the

confession that had escaped her, the

warning words which she had spoken
at that past time. Necessarily incap-

able of understanding this, Francis

looked at her in perplexity. She went
on in the same dull vacant tone,

steadily following out her own train of

thought, with her heedless eyes on his

face, and her wandering mind far away
from him.

' I said some trifling event would
bring us together the next time. I was
"SATong. No trifling event will bring

us together. I said I might be the

person who told her what had become
of Ferrari, if she forced me to it.

Shall I feel some other influence than
hers 1 Will he force me to it 1 When
she sees him, shall / see him too 1

'

Her head sank a little ; her heavy
eyelids dropped slowly ; she heaved a

long, low, weary sigh. Francis put
her arm in his, and made an attempt

to rouse her.

' Come, Counte-ss, you are weary and
over-wrought. We have had enough
talking to-night. Let me see you safe

back to your hotel. Is it far from
here 1

'

She started when he moved, and
obliged her to move with him, as if he

had suddenly awakened her out of a

deep sleep.

' Not far,' she said faintly. ' The
old hotel on the quay. My mind's in

a strange state ; I have forgotten the

name.

'

' Danieli's 1
'

' Yes !

'

He led her on slowly. She accom-

panied him in silence as far as the end

of the Piazzetta. There when the

full view of the moonlit Lagoon re-

vealed itself, she stopped him as he

turned towards the Riva degU Schia-
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voni. ' I have soBiething to ask you. I

want to wait and think.'

She recovered her lost idea, after a

long pause.
' Ai'e you going to sleep in the room

to-night ']

' she asked.

He told her that another traveller

was in possession of the room that

night. ' But the manager has reserved

it for me to-morrow,' he added, ' if I

wish to have it.'

' No,' she said. ' You must give it

up.'

'To whom?'
' To me.'

He started. ' After what I have
told you, do you really wish to sleep

in that room to-morrow night 1
'

' I ynust sleep in it.

'

' Are you not afraid 1

'

' I am horribly afraid.'

' So I should have thought, after

what I have observed in you to-night.

Why should you take the room ! you
are not obliged to occupy it, unless

you like.'

' I was not obliged to go to Venice,

when I left America,' she answered.
' And yet I came here. I must take

the room and keep the room, until
—

'

She broke off' at those woids. ' Never
mind the rest,' she said. ' It doesn't

interest you.'

It was useless to dispute with her.

Francis changed the subject. ' We
can do nothing to-night,' he said. ' I

will call on you to-morrow morning,

and hear what you think of it then.'

They moved on again to the hotel.

As they approached the door, Francis

asked if she was staying in Venice,

under her own name.

She shook her head. ' As your

brother's widow, I am known here.

As Countess Narona, I am known
here. I want to be unknown, this

time, to strangers in Venice ; I am
travelling under a common English

name. ' She hesitated, and stood still.

' What has come to me ?
' she muttered

to herself. ' Some things I remember

;

and some I forget. I forgot Danieli's

—and now I forget mv English name.'

She drew liim hurriedly into the hall

of the hotel, on the wall of which
hung a list of visitors' names. Run-
ning her finger slowly down the list,

she pointed to the English name that

she had assumed :
—

' Mrs. James.'
' Remember that when you call to-

morrow,' she said. ' My head is heavy.
Good night.'

Francis went back to his own hotel,

wondering what the events of the next
day would bring forth. A new turn
in his affairs had taken place in his

absence. As he crossed the hall, he
was requested by one of the servants

to walk into the private office. The
manager was waiting there with a

gravely pre-occupied manner, as if he
had something serious to say. He re-

gretted to hear that Mr. Francis West-
wick had, like other members of the
family, discovered mysterious sources

of discomfort in the new hotel. He
had been informed in strict confidence

of Mr. Westwick's extraordinary ob-

jection to the atmosphere of the bed-
room upstairs. Without presuming
to discuss the matter, he must beg to

be excused from reserving the room
for Mr. Westwick after what had
happened.

Francis answered sharply, a little

ruffled by the tone in which the man-
ager had spoken to him. ' I might,
very possibly, have declined to sleep

in the room, if you had reserved it,'

he said. ' Do vou wish me to leave

the hotel ?

'

The manager saw the eiTor that he
had committed, and hastened to repair

it. ' Certainly not, sir ! We will do our
best to make you comfortable, while
you stay with us. I beg your pardon
if I have said anything to offend you.

The reputation of an establishment
like this is a matter of very serious

importance. May I hope that you
will do us the great favour to say
nothing about what has happened up-
stairs? The two French gentlemen
have kindly promised to keep it a
secret.

'

This apology left Francis no polite
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alternative but to gi-aiit the managei-'s

i-eqiiest. ' There is au end to the

Countess's wild scheme,' lie thought

to himself, as he retired for the night.

' So miich the better for the Countess !

'

He rose late the next morning. In-

quii'ing for his Parisian friends, he

was informed that both the French

gentlemen had left for Milan. As he

crossed the hall, on his way to the res-

taurant, he noticed the head porter,

chalking the numbers of the rooms
on some articles of luggage which were

waiting to go upstairs. One trunk

attracted his attention by the extra-

ordinary number of old ti'avelling la-

l)els left on it. The porter was mark-

ing it at the moment—and the num-
ber was, '13 A.' Francis instantly

looked at the card fastened on the

lid. It bore the common English

name, ' Mrs. James !
' He at once

inquired about the lady. She had ar-

rived early that morning, and she was
then in the Reading Room. Looking

into the room, he discovered a lady in

it alone. Ad^-ancing a little nearer,

he found himself face to face with the

Countess.

She was seated in a dark corner,

with herhead down and her arms cross-

ed over her bosom. ' Yes,' she said in

a tone of weary impatience, before

Francis could speak to her. ' I thought

it best not to wait for you—I deter-

mined to get here before anybody else

could take the room.'

'Have you taken it for long?' Francis

asked.
' You told me Miss Lockwood would

be here in a week's time. I have taken

it for a week.'
' What has Miss Lockwood to do

with it ?

'

' She has everything to do with it

—

she must sleep in the room. I shall

give the room up to her when she

comes here.'

Francis began to understand the

superstitious purpose that she had in

view. ' Are you (an educated woman)
really of the same opinion as my sister's

maid !' he exclaimed. ' Assuming your

absurd superstition to be a serious

thing, you are taking the wrong means
to prove it true. If I and my brother
and sister have seen notliing, how
should Agnes Lockwood discover what
was not revealed to Us 1 She is only
distantly related to the Montbarrys—
she is only our cousin.

'

' She was nearer to the heart of the

Montbarry who is dead than any of

you,' the Countess answered sternly.

' To the last day of his life, my miser-

able husband repented his desertion of

her. She will see what none of

you have seen—she shall have the

room.

'

Francis listened, utterly at a loss to

account for the motives that animated
her. ' I don't see what iutei-est you
have in tiying this extraordinaiy ex-

periment,' he said.

' It is my interest not to try it ! It

is my interest to fly from Venice, and
never set eyes on Agnes Lockwood oi-

any of your family again !

'

' What prevents you from doing

that %
'

She started to her feet and looked

at him wildly. ' I know no more what
prevents me than you do !

' she burst

out. ' Some will that is stronger than
mine drives me on to my destruction

,

in spite of my own self !
' She sud-

denly sat down again, and waved her

hand for him to go. ' Leave me,' she

said. ' Leave me to my thoughts.'

Francis left her, firmly persuaded by
thistime that she was out of her senses.

For the rest of the day, he saw noth-

ing of her. The night, so far as he

knew, passed quietly. The next morn-
ing he breakfasted early, determining

to wait in the restaurant for the ap-

pearance of the Countess. She came
in and ordered her breakfast quiet-

ly, looking dull and worn and self-

absorbed, as she had looked when he

last saw hei". Hehastened to her table,

and asked if anything had happened

in the night.

' Nothing,' she answered.
' You have rested as well as usual ?

'

' Quite as well as usual. Have you
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had any letters this morning 1 Have
you heard when she is coming ?

'

' I have had no letters. Are you

really going to stay here ? Has your

experience of last night not altered the

opinion which you expressed to me
yesterday ?

' Not in the least.

'

The momentary gleam of animation

which had crossed her face when she

questioned him about Agnes, died out

of it again when he answered her.

She looked, she spoke, she eat her

bi-eakfast with a vacant resignation,

like a woman who had done with

hopes, done with interests, done with

everything but the mechanical move-

ments and instincts of life.

Francis went out, on the customary

travellers' pilgrimage to the shrines of

Titian and Tintoret. After some hours

of absence, he found a letter waiting

for him when he got back to the hotel.

It was written by his brother Henry,
and it recommended him to return to

Milan immediately. The proprietor

of a French theatre, recently arrived

from Venice, was trying to induce the

famous dancer whom Francis had en-

cjaged, to break faith with him and
accept a higher salary.

Having made this startling an-

nouncement,Henry proceeded to inform

his brother that Lord and Lady Mont-
barry, with Agnes and the children,

would arrive in Venice in three days

more. ' They know nothing of our ad-

ventures at the hotel,' Henry wrote
;

' and they have telegraphed to the man-
ager for the accommodation that they

want. There would be something ab-

surdly superstitious in our giving them
a warning which would frighten the

ladies and children out of the best

hotel in Venice. We shall be a strong

party this time—^too strong a party

for ghosts ! I shall meet the travellers

on their arrival of course, and try my
luck again at what you call thehaunted
hotel. Arthur Barville and his wife

have already got as far on their way
as Ti'ent ; and two of the lady's rela-

tions have airanged to accompany
them on the journey to Venice.'

Naturally indignant at the conduct

of his Parisian colleague, Francis made
his preparations for returning to Milan
by the train of that day.

On his way out, he asked the man-
ager if his bi'other's telegram had been,

received. The telegram had arrived,

and, to the surprise of Francis, the

rooms were already reserved. ' I

thought you would refuse to let any
more of the family into the house,' he

said satirically. The manager an-

swered (with the due dash of respect)

in the same tone. ' Number Thirteen

A. is safe, sir, in the occupation of a

stranger. I am the servant of the

Company ; and I dare not tui-n money
out of the hotel.'

Hearing this Francis said good-bye

—and said nothing more. He was
ashamed to acknowledge it to himself,

but he felt an irresistible curiosity to

know what would happen when
Agnes arrived at the hotel. Besides
' Mrs. James ' had reposed confidence

in him. He got into his gondola, re-

specting the confidence of ' Mr?.
James.'

Towards evening on the third day.

Lord Montbariy and his travelling

companions arrived, punctual to their

appointment.
' Mrs. James,' sitting at the win-

dow of her room watching for them,
saw the new Lord land from the gon-

dola first. He handed his wife from
the steps. The three children were
next committed to his care. Last of

all, Agnes appeared in the little black

doorway of the gondola-cabin ; and,

taking Lord Montbarry's hand, passed

in her turn to the steps. She wore no
veil. As she ascended to the door of

the hotel, the Countess (eyeing her

through an opera-glass) noticed that

she paused to look at the outside of

the building, and that her face was
very pale.

{To he continued.)
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THE LEPER KNIGHT.

A Lcijind of Malta.

BV CARROLL RYAX.

O T. Elmo's walls are high and strong,

KJ Brave knights are their defenders,

And, though the siege has lasted long,

Not one in thought surrenders.

The Moslem foe, without the gate,

In fierce, fanatic number,
With furious force, impelled by hate,

Continuously thunder
;

Still Christian arms, in battle great,

Have kept them back and under.

Soon crumbling walls were falling down
Around the dead and dying.

They won the Hero-martyr crown,

And where they fell were lying.

Among the few, who held the wall,

And fearlessly awaited

The doom that would to-morrow fall

On brave hearts darkly fated,

One lordly spirit heard the call

Triumphant and elated.

For some unspoken sin, 'twas said,

Or foil 'gainst Eastern charmer,

He bound his helmet to his head
And riyeted his armour.

In battle was no braver knight.

In Council none was wiser,

But never he to human sight

Was known with open visor •

His mailed hand was used to fight

And of its blows no miser.

The bodies of his brother knights

Were in the harbour floating.

Whereon, WT.th cruel revelry.

Old Solyman was gloating.

While La Valette sent Turkish heads,

Like bombshells from each mortar,

To show how he could take revenge
For Gezo's ruthless slaughter,
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And all the fountains of the isle

Ran blood instead of water.

At last St. Elmo's guns were hushed,
Each embrasure was silent,

And, creeping up the gloomy breach,

The horde of Payuims vile went.

The Castle was as still as death,

—

The ramparts all forsaken

Till eager feet in covered ways
Unwelcome echoes waken

When, suddenly, the granite walls

Were, as by earthquake,. shaken !

Within the square the Chapel doors

Flew, clanging loud, asunder :

To gaze upon the scene within

The Moslems stood in wonder.
The altar was a blaze of light.

Red flames about it leaping
;

Around rn dinted armour clad.

Dead knights lay as if sleeping :

One giant figure only stood

An awful death-watch keeping.

His right hand held his battle Ijrand,

His left the cross uplifted,

While, o'er his head, the smoke and flame

In crimson billows drifted.

Last of the garrison he stood

Successful foes defying.

When, headlong in a gulf of fire

St. Elmo's walls were flying :

Then knew Valette the Leper knight

Had kept his vow in dying. '
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SHAKESPEARE AND SCOTT.— ' MEASURE FOR MEASURE
AND 'THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN.'—ISABELLA AND

JEANIE DEANS.

BY D. FOWLER.

a'^HIEBAULT, sing me no more
such lays. I have heard my

father say that the readiest mode to

comipt a Christian man is to bestow

upon vice the pity and the praise

which are due only to virtue. Your
Baron of Roussillon is a monster of

cruelty ; but your unfortunate lovers

were not the less guilty. It is by giv-

ing fair names to foul actions that

those who would start at real vice are

led to practise its lessons under the

disguise of virtue.' "

—

Sir Walter
Sco'M'— ' Anne of Geierstein.

'

A recent writer on the ethics and
{esthetics of modern poetry considers

the great charm of Shakespeaie to be,

that, while he is always profoundly

moral, he never parades his morality
;

he never ' buttonholes ' you. It would
seem that he could not veiy wpll do

that, as it is incompatible with the

function of a dramatist, who can never

a])pear for one moment in his own
person—can never speak except

through the mouths of his characters,

when his utterances becomes theirs.

Shakespeare, this writer says, neA'er

preaches except through such charac-

ters as Polonius or Jaques, whose part

it is to preach. We have read our

Shakespeare to but little purpose if

some others of his characters do not

preach a bit, now and then, to our

gi-eat edification. An example is at

hand. In Act I., Scene III., of

'Hamlet' there is a speech of Polonius

almost immediately preceded by one

by Laertes. They are of about equal

length, the longest .speeches made by
either in the coiirse of the play, and

both are as near a set sermon as any
thing uttered by either. The s])eech

of Polonius is composed of advice to

his son as to his conduct during his

stay in France, whither he is setting

out. That of Laertes is composed of

advice to his sister as to her conduct
when she shall have been left behind.

Both are most admirable; that of Pol-

onius perhaps more particularly of the

very highest order. It sets forth sen-

timents in eveiy respect entirely wor-

thy of a father, a gentleman, a man
of honour, and a wise man—of Shakes-

peare, in short. It is a curious proof

of his being the poet and philosopher

for all time, that, word for word, no
better advice could be given by a fa-

ther sending off his son to-day to the

Paris Exhibition. The speech of La-

ertes is scarcely less admirable, though,

no doubt, less applicable to our own
time, in point of the freedom and
breadth indulged in. A brother would
hardly speak to a sister in just such

terms nowadays. It must be ad-

mitted, however, that both speeches

exhibit inconsistency in the chai-acters

by A'hom they are respectively spoken.

Laertes is somewhat over-wise and
serious for such a young sprig as we
may take him to have been ; and Pol-

onius is not disfigured by a trace of

that tomfoolery by which, though by
no means unmixed with wisdom, he is

afterward mainly distinguished.

The following are fui-ther quotations

from the writer referred to :

—

' Shakespeare's morality was of a

kind which Johnson and his school

could hardly understand, because it
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belonged to an order, not more honest

perhaps, but infinitely higher and
wider than their own.'

(We most heartily wish that right-

eous, stubborn old Johnson were here

himself to lift that glove).

' With a moral design as clear as

air.

'

' The stronger proof lies in the broad

moral tendency of his work as a whole,

and the moral build of his matchless

men and women, for w^hom he asks

not our admiration alone but our re-

spect.
'

This is general, but it is followed up
by another dramatic critic, who is

more specific. He says :—
' Isabella ' (in ' Measure for Mea-

sure') 'is one of Shakespeare's finest fe-

male creations, an altogether admir-

able woman.'
That is admirable at all times and

places, and under all circumstances; an
altogether admirable woman.

Pass we now to a writer of a very

different way of thinking. We stum-

bled, not long since, on a somewhat
singular article in which this line was
taken—as George Borrow makes 'his

gipsy-gii'l say, ' a person may be a

thief and a liar and yet a very honest

woman ;' so it may be said of Isabella

that she may be a very honest woman,
and yet a cheat and a liar. Such plain

.speaking, such audaciously plain speak-

ing, is fortified, we may be sure, by
proofs, or what the writer holds to be

proofs, from the play, or it would
hardly have been ventured on.

On a subject of such universal in-

terest as the works and character of

Shakespeare so strange a contrariety of

opinion is not a little curious, and
worth some examination.

There can surely be little doubt
that Isabella is one of the women for

whom Shakspeare is siipposed to have
asked ' not our admiration only but

our respect.' An ' altogether admir-

able woman,' we are told, and that

by a professional dramatic critic, who
undertakes to guide the public in their

opinions. ' One of Shak espeare's

i finest female creations.' And this

must be taken in connection with

Shakespeare's ' morality, which John-

son could hardly understand, because

it belonged to an order infinitely higher

and wider than his owil' Isabella is

j

placed in the very forefront of the

piece. The play without her would
1
be much like ' Hamlet ' with Hamlet
left out. She has a wealth of fine

j

things given her to say. She has
' gi-eat opportunities for making points.

She is intended to cany, and she is

made to carry, all the sympathies of

the audience with her. There is no
hint whatever, no suggestion, not a

i particle, of any backsliding. And .she

! is, in the end, rewarded with the

duke's hand, the highest pinnacle of

good fortune to which the dramatist

could raise her.

This character of Isabella would
seem, therefore, to be a fair test of

Shakespeare's (dramatic) 'morality.'

Let us examine it by its creator's own
rule— ' nothing extenuate nor set

down aught in malice.'

Isabella pleads hard wnth Angelo
(filling the reigning duke's place for

the time) for her brother's life, for-

feited to a severe law. Let her have

for that the full credit to which she

is entitled. But Shakespeare does not

fail himself to put the matter in its

only true light :

—

'Isab.-- " Yet show some pity."

Ang.— '• I show it most of all when I show justice

;

For then I pity those I do not know,
Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall

;

And do him right, that, answering one foul vvTong,
', Lives not to act another."

'

She pleads for a long time in vain.

But Angelo, suddenly smitten with

her charms, offers to barter her bro-

ther's life for her chastity ; the same
oflence, if carried out, for which her

brother Claudio is to suffer. Mercy,

on such terms, as may be supposed,

she indignantly rejects, and goes to

the prison to inform her brother of

the conditions, impossible of accept-

ance, by which alone his life could be
' saved. At fii-st, he acquiesces, but,

afterward, a shuddering dread of the
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horrible fate impending over him

shakes his fortitude. His young blood,

coursing rapidly through his veins,

burns with a fever of terror. He dares

no^ook upon the headsman and the

bnK. He makes the famous speech

1 »e^mning

—

* Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ;'

which almost makes our blood run

cold. He implores Isabella

—

' Sweet sister, let me live.'

He forgets his manhood and her wo-

manhood.
"What have we then % The gentle,

loving sister—the tearful pitying wo-

man—dissolving in tenderness, and

almost tempted to make the last of

all great sacrifices that a woman can

make 1 Not much of that. This

' sweet sister ' flies out at him, after

the following fashion :

—

' ' O, j'ou beast I

O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretch I

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ?

Is 't not a kind of incest to take life

From thine own sister's shame ! What should I

think ?

Heaven shield, my mother played my father fair 1

For such a warped slip of wilderness

Xe'e. issued from his blood. Take my defiance ;

Die ! perish ! might but my bending down
Keprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed

;

I'll pray a thousand prayers for thy death,

Xo word to save thee.'

And she is leaving the prison without

deigning to take any further notice of

her brother, or any final farewell of

him, when she encounters the duke,

in the disguise of a friar.

Now we think we shall be well

within bounds when we say that the

simple truth, better a brother's death

than a sister's shame, might have been

.spoken without so much cruelty, so

much mouthing. A citadel, conscious

of its impregnability, would hardly

bristle with such a noisy effrontery of

defence. Isabella, wjiile so bitterly

asserting her own good name, might

have spared her mother's.

But what shall be said, if, after all,

it is mere sham, moonshine, make-

believe '? She herself tells us that it

is, as plain as she can speak. She

s\ys,

' After much debatement.
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour,
And I did yield to him.'

Which of the two is real 1 Which
is true 1 Can we pos.sibly suspect tliis

'finest of Shakespeare's female crea-

this ' altogether admirable woman,'
tions,' this woman ' who commands
not our admiration only but our res-

pect,' of falsehood ? Alas ! she con-

victs' herself. She says,

' My brother had but justice,

In that be did the thing for which he died,
For Angelo,

His act did not o'ertake his bad intent,

And must be buried but as an intent
That perished by the way ; thoughts are no subjects ;

Intents but merely thoughts.'

To make the matter quite plain let

us put it into simple narrative for the

benefit of those who may happen not

to have the play fresh in remembrance.
The supposed friai-, who had been

present, in concealment, at the inter-

view between Claudio and Isabella,

and has listened to and overheard all

that has passed between them, sug-

gests to her a stratagem by which she

may appear to comply with Angelo's

desire, and escape from doing so in

reality, and which, we are to un-

derstand, is successfully carried out.

There is a certain Mai'iana, the be-

trothed wife of Angelo, but deserted

by him, on,a reverse of fortune hap-

pening to her. The friar's proposal is

that she, under cover of dark night,

should take Isabella's }>lace, and says

he, with a ' morality ' all his own (or

Shakespeare's, if you will) 'thedouble-

ness of the benefit defends the deceit
' from reproof.' To put it in a pithy

form, Isabella makes a bargain; and
evades performance of it by substitut-

ing a counterfeit for the coin of the

realm ; she promises a price and pays

in bad money.
; Angelo behaves infamously (' your
\ Baron of Roussillon is a monster of

j

cruelty '). Having attained his end

! —as he imagines—he, nevertheless,

I

orders the execution of Claudio, which

I

—as is supposed—takes place accofd-

I

ingly. Isabella, being informed of

1

this, appears before the duke, in his
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own proper person, and loudly de-

mands vengeance on Angelo. Her
cj'v is not now for mercy, but for

' Justice, justice, justice, justice.'

She publicly declares, in set terms,

that her chastity is gone, that it has

fallen a prey to Angelo, and that he

has defrauded her of the promised

equivalent. She calls him ' an arch

villain, a mvirderer, an adulterous

thief, an hypocrite, a virgin-violator
'

and
' More

Had I more name for badness.'

In short, she accuses Angelo of a

crime which she knows he has not

committed, beyond the intent, and for

which he must suffer death. And to

that death he is, in fact, condemned,

' Being criminal, in double vio-lation

Of sacred chastity and of promise-breach.

'

Then Mariana steps in, and begs Ajige-

lo's life. With a somewhat- peculiar

taste, she says she

' Craves uo other nor no better man.'

But she begs in vain. Thereupon, she

entreats Isabella to intercede for her,

and she complies, on the ground that

he was criminal in intent only, as we
have already seen. Angelo is idtim-

ately pardoned, but it is not quite

clear whether in accordance with Isa-

bella's prayer or because Claudio has

not been beheaded. Be that as it may,
the duke says to her

' And, for j"our lovely sake.
Give me your hand and say you svill be mine.'

And the play winds up with his say-

ing,

' Dear Isabel,

I ha\e a motion much imports your g'ood ;

Whereto if you'll a willing ear incline.

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine ;

So, liring us to our palace; where we'll show
What's yet behind, that's meet you all should

know.'

Thus all ends satisfactorily and hap-
}iily ; and such, denuded of all stage

tinsel and tricken'' of all false and
artificial glamour, is Isabella, Shake-
speare's ' finest female creation, an
altogether admirable woman,' and,

therefore, according to that authority,

foremost of those ' matchless women
for whom he asks not our admiration

alone but our respect.'

We are afraid it begins to wear the

appearance of our last ci'itic being the

truest of the three. To be sure,

' cheat ' and ' liar ' are vei"y uncourte-

ous names to apply to any lady, but

that is his afiair, and after all said,

when we have to speak of a spade, we
must call it a spade, if we would be

understood. If Isabella does not toe

the mark, she comes perilously near it.

Doubtless, we know veiy well that

all this can be made to square with a

certain dramatic morality, a morality

which Johnson found it a little hard

to understand. As thus, Isabella is a

fine, beautiful creature ; a paragon of

chastity (or a Gorgon, considering the

fury with which she rates her brother

about it it's matter of choice). Angelo
makes her an unholy proposal, and we
should gather that he is neither young
nor handsome, which, if it do not ag-

gravate his crimes, at least deprives

him of our sympathies. Isabella is

therefore fully entitled to make a bar-

gain with him—a quid pro quo—with

the deliberate intention of breaking

faith with him. And she is therefore,

farther, fully justified in exacting from
him, nevertheless, the performance of

his part of the pact, and, when he be-

comes a traitor, in his turn, in calling

him a choice variety of bad names,
and demanding his blood for an ofience

of which no one -can know better than
herself, he is innocent in all but inten-

tion.

But then, admitting all that, there

is this inconvenience about that sort

of thing—it is apt to recoil upon our
own heads, to come flying back, on an
eccentric course, like a boomerang.
Let us picture to oiu-selves Shakes-

peare retired to Stratford to enjoy the

otium cum dig. which he has so richly

earned. His ease is a little disturbed

by Mistress Shakespeare telling tarra-

diddles, and playing ofi" small acts of
' deceit ' upon him. His patience

strained, he repionstrates. ' Oho !

'
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ske cries, ' is that your game ? You
taught me to admire the same thing

in Isabella
;
you got her applauded to

the echo, and now you don't like it

quite so well, eh ?
' So, with my friend

Jack Nokes. A little irritated and
jealous at the exuberance of his plau-

dits of Miss Lettie Lovely, as Isa-

bella, at the Ne Plus Ultra Theatre,

Mrs. Nokes tries to render herself se-

ductive and fascinating, after the same
recipe. Jack is an enduring chap,

and all for a quiet life, but, somehow,
he does not quite ' see it.

'

Let us now find how Scott has
ti'eated an almost identically similar

subject, and what he has made of his

heroine, for a true heroine i<ht is.

Jeanie and Effie Deans are half-

sisters of the peasant class, both mo-
therless. Elfie has given birth to a
child and lies in prison under the capi-

tal charge of presumptive child-mur-

der. There is one way in which she

can be saved. If Jeanie will testify

that Etfie imparted the fact of her

condition to her, that will disprove
' concealment,' and take her from
under the statute. But it would be

false testimony, and Jeanie cannot be
induced to give it. She is tried in

every way. She is fiercely threatened

by Robertson, the father of the child,

under the most trying conditions

—

the time dark night, the place of evil

repute, and purposely solitary, for

there is a price on his head. He pulls

out a pistol and points it at her. But
he cannot extort from her the promise
which he demands. ' You will let

youp sister,' he says, ' innocent, fair

and guiltless (and of this Jeanie is

well assured), except in trusting a vil-

lain, die the death of a murderess,

rather than bestow the breath of your
mouth and the sound of your voice to

save her. '
' I wad ware the best blood

in my body to keep her skaithless,'

said Jeanie, weeping in bitter agony,
' but I canna change right into wrang,
or make that true which is false.'

' Hard-hearted girl,' said he, kc, kc.

She is jeered at by RatclifFe the gaoler,

as a squeamish fool, who will not

speak three words to save her sister

from the scaffold. She is petulantly

reproached by Effie. ' O, if it stude

wi' me to save ye wi' risk of my life
!

'

said Jeanie. ' Ay, lass,' said her sis-

ter, ' that's lightly said, but no sae

lightly credited frae ane that winna
ware a word for me ; and, if it be a

wrang woi-d, ye'll hae time eneugh to

repent o't' ' But that word is a grie-

vous sin, and it's a deeper offence

when it's a sin wilfully and presump-
tuously committed.' 'Weel, weel,

Jeanie,' said Effie, ' I mind a' about

the sins o' presumption in the ques-

tions—we'll speak nae mair about
this matter, and ye may save your
breath to say your carritch ; and for

me, I'll soon hae nae breath to waste

on ony body.' More than all, she is

tempted by her father, who gives way
in a moment of not unnatural weak-
ness. ' Daughter,' .says old Deans, a

deeply-religious man, a hard, ascetic

Cameronian, ' I did not say that your
path was free from stumbling—and,

questionless, this act may be in the

opinion of some a transgression, since

he who beareth witness unlawfully,

and against his conscience, doth in

some sort bear false witness against

his neighbour. Yet, in matters of

compliance, the guilt lieth not in the

compliance sae muckle as in the mind
and conscience of him that doth com-
ply ; and therefore,' itc, kc. ' Can
this be 1

' said Jeanie, as the door

closed on her father—'Can these Ije

his words that I have heard, or has

the Enemy taken his voice and fea-

tures to give weight unto the counsel

which causeth to perish 1—A sister's

life, and a father pointing out how to

save it !—O, God deliver me !—this is

a fearfu' temptation.'
' Tossed she was,' says Scott, ' like

a vessel in an open i-oadstead during a

storm, and, like that vessel, resting

on one only sure cable and anchor

—

faith in Providence, and a resolution

to discharge her duty.'
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So it comes aWout that Effie is con-

demned to death, with six weeks to

intervene between sentence and exe-

cution. Jeanie instantly makes the

resolve to go to London, four hundred
miles, alone and on foot, to beg for

her sister's pardon at the steps of the

throne. But she is sore pressed for

the small sum of money needful. She
is driven to apply to an old admirer
for the loan. He offers her what she

requires on the implied condition that

she will look with favour on his -suit.

From the odd nature of the man,
sketched in Scott's inimitable way,
how easy would it have been to suffer

that impression to exist, without com-
mitting herself, and escape from it

afterward. But that would not have
loeen Jeanie Deans. She not only

plainly says that she cannot marry
him, but whom she is engaged to

marry. Dumbiedikes closes his coffers,

and poor crestfallen Jeanie quits the

house penniless, to beg her way to

London, if need be. But he, struck

with admiration at her unerring rec-

titude (even the impudent, dissolute

rascal Ratcliffe says, ' D n me, I

respect you, and I can't helj) it,') fol-

lows after her with the money.
To cut up in this way Scott's match-

less story, full of the most charming
genial humour and the most exquisite

pathos, and offer only these few dry
chips, is nothing short of profanation,

but the inexorable limits of space and
laws of the editor admit of no appeal.

In fine, Jeanie succeeds in her won-
derful undertaking and procures Effie's

pardon ; an undertaking which re-

qviired resolution, courage, endurance,

perseverance, and all on an heroic

scale, but sustained and lighted up
throughout with the bright hope of

saving her sister's "life.

We have here then a curiously feli-

citous opportunity of comparing Shake-

speare with Scott; the conditions under

which both writers have chosen to

place their heroines being almost pre-

cisely similar. Both are alike too in

this—that Scott no more parades his

morality than Shakespeare does, and is

no moi-e didactic. The idea of morality,

as represented in Jeanie Deans is in-

finitely ' higher and wider ' than that

shown in Isabella, but the result is

brought about with the most charming
simplicity and a total absence of all

apparent effort or display. Proceed
we now to compare the two women.
In point of fact, hoAvever, the case

hardly admits of comparison, for

Jeanie is incomparably superior to

Isabella. Let us do our best to show
why. At the outset it might appear
that they stand on even gi-ound—the

one has the power to save her brother's

life, the other her sister's, by making
cei'tain respective sacrifices, and both
are tempted to make them. But there

all equality ceases. We may safely

say, we think, that ninety-nine women
out of a hundred would consider the

sacrifice asked from Isabella infinitely

greater than that demanded from
Jeanie. It was a foregone conclusion

indeed in Isabella's case that to yield

was impossible, and there was, there-

fore no strength of mind or force of

conscience required to resist tempta-

tion to yield. But for Jeanie to have
yielded would have been compara-
tively easy ; the temptation, there-

fore, which was brought to bear on
her with great force, required much
more power of resistance. There was
no question of Claudio's guilt ; of the

innocence of Effie Jeanie was well as-

sured, as indeed the sequel proved.

She meets the temptation offered her

with gentleness and forbearance,

while Isabella breaks out into a furi-

ous burst of anger, and makes a cruel

speech, which does her the utmost
discredit. Such appears to have been

Charles Lamb's opinion, as well as

ours, as, while pui-porting to give the

jiith and marrow of the play, he leaves

out (his object being to elevate Isa-

bella) about three-foui'ths of this

speech. He omits the words ' O, you
beast !' the slur she casts upon her

mother, and the fierce denunciation of

her brother with which the speech
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closes, and substitutes something of

his own invention, placing the whole
Vjetween inverted commas as the

actual speech put into the mouth of

Isabella by Shakespeare. If Jeanie
is mild and gentle, the hard term
%"irago would be scarcely too harsh to

apply to Isabella. We have, as
proofs, the speech now alluded to, all

the io\\\ names that she calls Angelo
in a great public assemblage, and her
saying to the fi'iar.

' O, I will to him, and pluck out his eye^,
Most damned Angelo !

'

Let any one watch the two women
in the respective prisons, the one with
her brother the other with her sister

pleading for dear life, and hard indeed,
we think must be the heart, dried up
the source of tears, which does not in-

stantly respond to the superiority of

Jeanie. Claudio may have been cra-

ven, chicken-hearted ; he may have
offered his sister an affi-ont, but he
was a miserable, unfortunate wretch,
and her brother, and his very fear of

death, one would have thought, would
have drawn pity, even though mingled
with contempt. To go back for a
moment, we may say that if Isabella's

pleading for her brother excites our
admiration, Jeanie's for her sister

touches the heart.

No trial, however hard, can force a

falsehood from Jeanie. Isabella, at

the instigation of the friar, readily

makes a promise with the deliberate

intention of breaking it, and does
break it. Nay, if we would have
downright dii-ect lying, we have her
public declaration that she has been
violated by Angelo, which she has
not, and this with the motive of fix-

ing guilt upon him of which she
knows he is innocent.

Afterward, it is true, she turns
round, at the entreaty of Mariana,
and begs for Angelo's pardon. Charles
Lamb calls her a 'noble petitioner

for her enemy's life.' He is not her
enemy. Each has broken faith with
the other (at least Angelo supposes

he has, which comes to the same

thing), and they are put back ir.to

their previous positions, Angelo, in

refusing to grant her brother's life,

was not her enemy, he was onlv per-

formiiig his duty, as Shakespeare tells

us, in the person of Angelo—a duty
expx-essly delegated to him l)y the

duke, who was too weak to pei-form

it himself. Farther, he was con-

demned, on the evidence of Isabella

herself, for ' violation of sacred

chastity and promise-breach,' of the

first' of which she knew he was not

guilty, and of the second she had
actually herself prevented his guilt by
failing in the condition by which alone

he was promise-bound. So that she

was only undoing the work of her own
false witness.

We have nothing to do with the

character of Angelo. He has no
apologist, least of all ourselves. But,

when svich preposterous claims are set

up for Isabella it is time indeed to

examine them rigorously. A well-

knoAvn writer, and supposed dramatic

authority may speak of her ' virtuous

and noble conduct,' but, unfortunately,

if that be true, it is vii-tuous and
noble, in order to spite and traverse a

villain, to ptit yourself on a level

with him. It is absolutely certain,

from the clear and bright light by
which we read Jeanie's character,

that her conduct under precisely the

same conditions would have been

totally different. She would have

revolted from the ' deceit ' which Isa-

bella practises upon Angelo. She

cannot bear that the slightest trace

of deceit should rest upon her inter-

view with Dumbiedikes.

It might perhaps be said^we be-

lieve it has been said—by the apolo-

gists of Isabella, that, being a devout

woman, she came wholly under the

influence of the friar. But he was a

stranger, he was meddling with cai'-

nal matters which ill became an eccle-

siastic, and he admitted that what he

proposed was ' deceit. ' She could not

possibly have as good reason for

venerating the friar as Jeanie had for
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\pnerating lior father, who could

not convince hn' that wrong was
right.

•We believe too that it has been
hinted that Isabella, in the final

scenes where she accuses Angelo, was
only playing a part pre-arranged for

her by the friar, and that that makes
her conduct less ^iidawful. But it

would not only most grievouslyweaken
those scenes, but the play itself cer-

tainly does not afford any authority

for it. She doubtless does say to

Mariana (let us not, like Charles

Lamb, quote just what suits our
purpose and no m: re),

' To speak so indirectly I am loatl)
;

I would say the truth ; but to accuse him so,

That is your part
,
yet I am advised to do it,

He says, to veil full puqmse.'

But ' to speak so indirectly ' would
not have been Jeanie's course, even
though she had been 'advised to do
it.' And, besides, this obviously ap-

plies to the substitution of Mariana
for herself ('That is your part ') and
not to that ]Jortion of the charge which
relates to her brother.

Making every possible allowance

for Isabella, there is nothing short of

the utmost distortion of right and
wrong which can explain lier being

called a ' noble woman,' an ' altogether

admirable woman,' which seems to us

we must say, one of the greatest per-

versions that it has ever been our lot

to meet with. Those who insist upon
it that Isabella shall be not only a tine

stage-heroine in a capital play, but all

else besides that they shall choose to

call her, much resemble those who
might see a beautiful bouquet of

flowers, such as Shakespeare offers,

exquisite in colour, delicious in per-

fume, with admirable arrangement of

lights and shades, harmonies and
contrasts, but without roses, and
should cry, ' O, look at those roses

;

what beautiful roses ; were there ever

such roses %
'

Shakespeare, it is clear, treated

these considerations with an easy

negligence and indifference, so as to

produce a theatrical and dramatic

effect, which should be up to the

standards of his audience and suit

their tastes. Whethei- such rules were

sufficiently strict for him as a play-

wright, to bind himself withal, is and

will remain matter of opinion. But

it is extremely unjust towards him to

call Jsabella ' one of his finest female

creations.' He has women certainly

not open to the same oVjjections and of

many high qualities, rather, however,

intellectual than moral generally, not

always. But it is equally true, at

least we think so, that, throughout

the whole range of his works, there is

not one to be found who is shown to

have so high a moial standard as

Jeanie Deans. We hold it to have

been as impossible for Shakespeare to

have created Jeanie as it certainly

would have been for Scott to have

created Isabella. We think that the

quotation prefixed to this article

effectually settles that point.

One mode of comparison more, if

there be still room for it.

If Isabella had treated her brother

with forbearance, kindness, and pity

;

if she had at once rejected the strata-

gem of .the friar as deceitful and base,,

and refused to undergo the pollution

which even the proposed interview

with Angelo—with the promise to be

made and the details to be arranged

—

would inflict upon her; if she had

afterwards saved her brother's life by

an heroic pilgrimage, and had shown
the utmost nicety of conscience in

obtaining the means of making it

—

then Isabella would have been on a

par with Jeanie.

But w^e should not have had ' Mea-

sure for Measure.'

If Jeanie had scolded her sister like

a fishwife : if she had sworn that Etfie

had confided to her what she had not

;

if she had brought about Robertson's

capture and his conviction by false

Avitness, and had been afterwards in-

duced by entreaty to undo her work
—-then Jeanie would have been on a

par with Isabella.
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Bat we should not have had ' The
Heart of Mid-Lothian.

'

No woman can be more than 'noble
and virtuous,' and ' altogether admi-
rable.' If Isabella is to be 'noble and
virtuous ' and ' altogether admirable,'
by what sort of ' moral ' architecture

is the yawning gulf between her and
Jeanie to be bridged over 1

If Scott treated his subject—from
a moral point of view—in a way
wholly different from Shakespeare's
way of treating his, and if Scott's way
be indisputably by very far the finest,

can the ' morality infinitely higher and
Avider' than Johnson could undei-stand
be common to both ?

Will it be said that Shakespeai-e is

the truer artist— that Isabella is a
more real woman than Jeanie Deans ?

Not so. A real woman, Helen Wal-
ker, sat to Scott for his {lortrait of
Jeanie.

It is next to needless to say that it

is not a question of Shakespeare's ge-
nius—three centuries have answered
that. That it is not a question of

Shakespeare being a gi-eater name
than Scott. But, as there are spots
on the sun, Homer sometimes nods,

-' Neque semper arcuni tendit Apollo ;

'

so must Shakespeare be allowed Lis

deficiencies like lesser men.

Note.— If the present writer may be permitted to
malie anotlier and verj' different use of this oppor-
tunitj', and if there be a septuagenarian Londoner
lingrering in some comer of Canada, to whom it may
be of interest, he may add that 'The Heart of Mid-
Lothian ' was, like manj" other of Scott's novels,
dramatized. Miss— (he forgets her stage name, pos-
sibly nut her own) beiame very pi pular in the part
of Jeanie at one of the London theatres. She mar-
ried a lawyer and quitted the stage. This writer
made her acquaintance. They lived in a pratty rw^
in urbe scarcely an arrow's flight from Gray's Inn.
Swept away now, we may be sure. Across the road
was a large building, then Seddons' furniture factory.
It had been built for barracks fjr the ' City Light
Hor.se,' a crack volunteer corps in the Napoleon war.
One condition of admiss.on was that every private
(all beinjf gentlemen) .should possess two horses and
a groom to look after them, do stable-w( rk and so
on. (Horses and grooms were then, it must be re-

membered, more indispensable possessions than they
are now ; the mention, in the literature of the daj',

of the servant fm horseback, the nearest approach to

the centaur in modern times, was continual). It was
(ffictred and commanded by 'merchant princes.'

The writers father had been enrolled in it, and he
remembers how fearlessly, after his cavalry-drill, he
could ride anj' horse, however unmanageable, and
how he was used to carry his stick or whii) in the up-
right position in which he had carried his sword

;

and how, farther, that sword stood at his bed-head,
at a time when such a weapon and a bell-mouthed
blunderbuss were considered necesi-ary safeguards in

a country house.
One more reminiscence, if it may be allowed. The

same road led, at some half mile's distance, to what
was then called Battle Bridge, now King's Cross,
where stand monster railwaj- termini and hotels.

The writer remembers being taken, when a child, to
a suburban villa, at Battle Bridge, surrounded by a
garden and grounds, in which was a spring walled up
into a natural bath, now, we may be sure, swallowed
up in some ' main sewer.' Beyond, all was then
open country, now town for miles awaj'.

SONNET.

BY H. L. SPENCER.

"I^r^HE dove returns unto its parent nest,
-L And love burns bright where once its embers paled

;

The breezes whispered where the tempests wailed.

And wintiy fields I see with verdure drest !

Mayhap the soul, that here is sore distrest.

Will find surcease of sorrow in the land
That lies beyond the sea ! Our brows are fanned

At times by airs that murmur : "There is rest !

"

Kest for the weary heart and weary brain

—

And life for hope, by fate untoward, slain.

Oh, questioning heart ! The fields that stretch away
From the white beaches of the silent sea

Are lit bv spring-tide suns from day to day.

And age to age, through all Eternity.
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SUPERFICIAL LEARNING.

BY HON. WM. C. HOWELLS.

" A little learning is a dangerous thing'."

~^rO line lias been oftener quoted
-L^ than this ; and none has more
readily expressed the sentiment of

profound donkeyism. And yet it is

flvmg in the face of everyone who has

fallen short of the measure of some
taller dolt, with whom he has come in

contact. It is a convenient little

missile, ready-made and smoothly

rounded, and ever suggestive of the

ease with which some innocent enterer

upon the pursuit of knowledge may
be knocked over and silenced. Pope
said it in reference to critics, and to

characterize pretenders. But why
should it be made of universal appli-

cation, and be hung up in the field of

knowledge, to flap and flutter, to the

terror of the timid birds that would
peck a few grains, which they relish,

when the great store is not at their

command ?—like all scare-crows that

scare everything but crows? Why is

a little learning dangerous ? What
harm can it do 1 And how is much
learning to be acquired if a little is

not taken first 1 Are we to gulp all

knowledge at a draft ? Drink deep
or taste not, Pope says. How deep

must we drink, if we dare to taste 1

Conceit, the most offensive of the

follies attendant upon ignorance, is

mostly attendant upon imperfect learn-

ing, and the little learning is made
accountable for the pre.sumption of

ignorance ; hence Pope said shallow

drafts intoxicate the bi-ain. But the

brain is intoxicated with something
else. It is really the shallow brain

that suffers intoxication—mostly from
the frothy fomentations of the refuse

honey of learning, which is not sincere

—vjtthotit wax—that the conceited!

ones gather up.

Whatever is learning or knowledge
is good—what's of it—and it is the part
of wisdom to take of it what we can
get, and get all we can. In the search
after knowledge we need direction and
guidance, that we may gather it to
advantage; but we should not wait
till such guidance is obtained before
we learn. We should learn aright,

and to the beet purpose ; but aright

and to the best inirpose, is to learn
truths for some use. I would not skim
over a subject when I can learn it

thoroughly ; but if I can do nothing
but skim ; why, let me skim, and be
superficial. The acquirement of
knowledge, the process that we call

education, is very much like the ac-

quirement of wealth. No man con-
fines himself to the acquirement of

money only—he takes values wher-
ever he can get them, and in such
quantities as he can secure. So I
would learn anything where and how
I can, and lay up all that I cannot
use now, for another time.

It is the misfortune of those we
call self-made men, that their educa-
tion is not according to I'ules, and is

therwefore miscellaneous ; from which
they are often subject to great incon-
venience in arranging for use what
they have learned. This is remedied
only by training. A man of great

genius will train himself ; but he does
so at greater cost to himself, than the
man who gets some one else to train

him. It is a great and important
economy, for any man to have a
teaeher. He may leani mueh and be
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gi-eat by virtue of great ability ; but

he loses time, as the mechanic does

who makes all the tools he uses. It

is therefore the duty of those having

the care of youth to give them a good

education, under competent teachers,

who can appreciate the peculiar mental

qualities and capabilities of their

pupils, with skill to adapt the instruc-

tion, the training and the studies to

the genius of the pupil. This of those

who can discharge this duty. For

those who cannot, it remains to do

what they can. Then there are those

who have not the advantages of edu-

cation, who must pick up knowledge

as best they may. What are they to

do ? Taste not if they cannot drink

deeply 1 AVill it be dangerous for

them to have a little learning ? Is it

not better that they should learn what

they can 1 If they are conceited cox-

combs, it will not make them better

or worse, for they would be intolerable

in any case. If you have a sensible

man with a little learning, you will

have a modest learner of all informa-

tion you have to impart, and a de-

lightful listener when you want to

talk. So much depends upon the

native genius of men, that learning

—

if we mean learning from books—is

not essential to their social value.

In this new world of America,

where there is so much of social

equality, and where the distinctions

of class are so artificial and so flimsy,

and where genius is allowed so freely

to assert itself , and come to the front,

there must be a large class of men,

and women too, who are compelled to

get along without any regular form or

cjurse of education, and who go for-

ward into life, leax-ning as they go, by
whatever means they have. These must
make shallow drafts at th£ ' Pierian

spring,' and manage to keep sober be-

sides. They will be most likely to

keep sober, if they use what they

learn and do not play with it, or dis-

play it merely. It is only the vain

man who is intoxicated by the shallow

draft s.

There is no good i-eason why a man
of sufficient genius may not learn a

little of everything. The great thing

is to have tact to handle what he
learns and to select the things to

learn. If I see that I cannot master
a study, from want of time or oppor-

tunity, I should avoid the details, and
take a general view, find out what it

is about, what are its pvirposes, etc.

Then I may look into the details after-

wards. This is superficial knowledge
;

this is ' skimming the face of things ;'

and yet it is a proper thing to do. A
man may devote himself to a study, to

a science or a pursuit, and master it

in all its details : and yet when he has

devoted a lifetime to it, he can only

present it to a small part of the world.

Some one eLse must take up his work,

and group and generalize it for the

use of the world at large—-presenting

superficial information. He who is

gi'eat in the details of a subject Ls

necessarily limited in his knowledge,
unless the detail belongs to his speci-

ality. If he is good for anything else,

he wdll know little of the details, and
will have a superficial knowledge of

many other subjects. Many men ac-

quire great reputations for learning

and the like, by an apparent familiar-

ity with details—like Jenkins, in the

Vicar of Wakefield, who talked learn-

edly on one quotation. Others again

pass for ignorant because they fear to

use the knowledge they have.

It is respectable success in leai-ing,

to acquii'e a general knowledge of as

much as possible, and be familiar with

a gi^eat many studies, in a general way,

and then understand the detail ; of as

many of them as possible ; and a well

learned man will be able to give

general instruction of a very wide

range, referring for details to those

who are versed in a particular study.

This is achieved in Cydopcedias, Gaztt-

tetrs, Dictionaries, Hand-Books and the

like. He who cannot go to college

should read a Cyclopaedia ; he who
cannot learn the details of his lan-

guage should use a Dictionary ; and
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the mail who cannot travel should
I

read a Geography or a Gazetteer. It

would be su witn a study of languages.

Wlien a man cannot acquire many
languages ; if he has a taste for the

study of them, he can read over the

grammars of many, compare their

peculiarities, and the differences be-

tween them—all which will serve for

speculative purposes. So he may
study histoiy, and any of the sciences.

The great matter is for a man to be

sure of what he does know, and to be

willing to acknowledge ignorance of

what he does not know. The pos-

session of knowledge is a kind of

wealth regarding which our pride

tempts us to deny our poverty. Hei-e-

in our pi"ide is our folly, as it 'almost

always is, for if we would only con-

fess our ignorance, an unlimited num-
ber would step forward to enlighten

us. There is no other wealth with

which we are at once so liberal and so

ostentatious as knowledge. The de-

light of imparting information attends

nearly all men ; and the one poor

wretch you occasionally meet with,

who does not like to tell you some-

thing that he knows, and you don't,

is one of the meanest of all creatures.

The lesson of thoroughness is an im-

portant one at all times : but that

only means after all, that we must
achieve all within our power. If we
are learning an art the first thing is

to learn it well ; so that we may
practise it well. But if we are study-

ing art objectively, we should learn

all we can with the means at our com-

mand, about as many arts as we have
opportunity to study. This is a faith-

ful performance of our task.

But in all these matters, the variety

of human genius is such that we can

prescribe no rule. The genius, the

man of talent, will rise and stand

above his fellows, at any rate. The
more he learns and the better training

he receives, the less he will require of

self-teaching or self-training. He
will go forward upon a way ready

laid oxit for him. But the genius

will triumph over all obstacles and
rise, yet never .so high, if the labour
of the pioneer 'is added to the march.
All men can be educated to a certain

extent, and the education will always
assist ; but so much depends upon the
pupil that the laljour of the tutor can
never be measured. The mind is not
to be filled with knowledge, as a cask
is filled with watez*, by pouring in.

The reception of learning is more like

the assimilation of food and conse-

quent growth. We see some animals
gathering their own substance and
thriving to fatness, while others must
be fed or perish. So it is with men.
Some grow wise and intelligent, and
learned even, upon the waifs of know-
ledge that float near them on the ocean
of life. They gather and retain all

that comes within their reach ; and
such profit by superficial and specula-

tive consideration of subjects. They
take a general \T.ew ; and while they
see over their subject, studying well
the surface, they see into it also,

and conceive of the details from the
general features. To such the supei-
ficial knowledge is available for nearly
all purposes ; and with tliis faculty

for obtaining superficial information
we generally find as.sociated the genius
to gi-asp and appropriate it advan-
tageously.

The conclusion we arrive at, in this

relation, is that superficial learning

is better than none, and should never
be discarded. The rule should be to

get alltheknowledgeand all the learning
attainable—take it offthe surface if we
cannot be profound—never forgetting

that we skim for the cream ; and if

there is cream to a study, we shall

find iton the surface. But all things are

not milk nor jokes ; and it* does not
follow that we must always be skim-
ming for the cream. The gold is in

the bed of the stream, and we must
wash the sands to find it ; but since

gold is not essential to life we can do
without it, and need not always dive
to the bottom or wash the sands.

That which is most important to us,
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is the easiest of access. All the

necessaries of life are near the surface.

The timber with which we shelter

ourselves is cut from the forest, and

the gi-ain of which we make bread is

reaped from the fields. That without

which we may live, and which is for

nicer or more luxurious purposes, is

beneath the surface, and is to be found

by digging far into the earth. The

profound study is to be made after we
have well established ourselves upon

the surface.

The great lesson is not to despise

the day of small things ; and never

put off learning a truth,, or a science,

a part of a science, because we do not

see how to achieve the whole. There-

is nothing good that we can learn that

is not useful, and that we may not

profit by ; while we indulge our desire-

by shallow drafts we shall find our

delight in drinking as deeply as we-

can. It is only the pedant who will

forbid ; and only the fool will abuse

a small degree of learning.

The advice is—Learn all you can,,

as you can, and never wait for a bet-

ter opportunity to the neglect of that

which is at hand.

THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

BY WALTER BESANT AND JAMES RICE.

Authors of ' Eeady Money MortiLoii,' ' The Golden Butterflii,' ' By Celiacs Arbour,' etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXIII.
' We look before and after.

And pine for what is not.'

THE keeper, young Harry Cardew,

was spending a warm after-

noon in the congenial gloom of his own
cottage, where, with his chin in his

hand, and his elbow on the arm of his

chaii', he meditated in great bitterness.

The rich man with exceeding many
flocks and hei-ds had come and stolen

the one thing which was his, the little

ewe-lamb. And he did not see how
he should be able to get her back out

of the hands of the spoiler.

Hariy Cardew lives in this cottage

alone. It was his father's before him,

and his grandfather's before that—for

he comes of a race of keepers. There

is a floor of brick ; the low ceiling,

l)lack with smoke and age, is crossed

with a square beam of oak ; his gun
stands beside him as if ready for im-

mediate use—you may notice that the

shoulder of his coat shows the iiibbing

of the gun ; the furniture is like the

ceiling for blackness, but it is strong

and good. There are evidences every-

where of the keeper's trade ; skins,

dressed and prepared, of cats, foxes,

squirrels, and even otters ; there are

feathers of birds ; a box of handy
tools ; there is a new iron moletrap

;

and if you look out of the open win-

dow you will see nailed against the

wall of the kennel rows of slaughtered

vermin and carrion—weasel, stoat and
polecat, kite and crow. Harry's dog,

a sympathetic creature, albeit young
and longing to be out in the fields,

sits before him, watching his master
with anxious eyes.
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Presently the love-.sick swain looked

up as he heard a footst(!p, and saw Mr.

Caledon leapiu'^ over tli(; little stream-

let which ran twenty yards in front

of his door.

Tom looked about, and presently

poked his head into the door and
peered round in the dark.

' You there, Haiiy 1

'

' Yes, Mr. Tom. Come in—I'm

here.

'

Tom sat down in silence, and pulled

out his cigar-case and began to smoke
for company.

' You've heard the news, Harry 1
'

he asked presently.

' Yes, Mr. Tom,' the keeper Replied

with a sigh. ' I've heard as much
news as will do me for a long time.'

Then there was silence again.

' We broke the sixpence together
;

see, Mr. Tom.' He pulled out a black

ribbon with the token suspended from
it. ' Here's my half, I wonder what
she's done with hers.'

' Have you seen her since Mr. Dun-
lop first spoke to her 1

'

' Yes ; I seen her the very night hie

done it. She came out and met me.

Well, you know, Mr. Tom, as a man
will, I bounced ; swore Mr. Dunlop
should never marry her, nor no man
but me should have her. But when
I came away it was taii-able hard on
me. For bounce as I may, I can't

see no way out of it.'

Again Tom found the best course

to be silence.

' For suppose,' Harry continued

—

' suppose I was to up and tell the

Squire everything. How would that

Vje 1 Either he'd send Alma away in

a rage for deceiving of him—which
deceit it is—or he'd maybe half be-

lieve, and then it would be bad for

her and worse for me ever after, be-

cause of that half belief.'

' That seems true enou.gh,' said Tom.
' Besides, there's another thing.

Alma, she's kept on with me secret

for a year and more. Nobody guessed

it; nobody suspected it. Do you think

it would be fair on the gal to .split

•I

upon her, and ruin her beautiful

chances ?

'

' Well, no,' said Tom. ' From your
point of view it would not ; and that
seems a gentleman's point of view.
But you don't want the marriage to
come off?

'

' Of course I don't, sir !

'

' And you don't see your way to

preventing it by telling the Squire?
Certainly some one else ought to tell

him. You are not the only one,
Harry, who would like to see the
thing stopped. Lord Alwyne is one,
I am another, the ladies at the Court
would all rejoice to see it broken ofl'.

We shall do what we can. Keep up
a good heart.'

' I know Mr. Dunlop,' said Harry.
' When his word is once passed, there
he abides. No, sir, it's no good. He
has said he would marry Alma and he
will—even if he knew that on the
very first night of her engagement she
came out to meet and kiss an old lover
in the orchard ; even if he were
to find out her father in his tricks;

even if he knew that all the vil-

lage laughs at him and his carry-
ings on for their good. Nothing
would turn Mr. Alan from his word.
Lord help you, Mr. Tom, I know him
better than you. He's only a year
younger than me. Many's the time
we've been out in this wood looking
for eggs—ah ! little did we think then.

Listen, Mr. Tom ; I'll tell you what
happened last night, because I must
tell some one. I was down there
coming up from the village under the
trees, where the path leads from the
Park. It was twelve o'clock. I'd

got my gun. There was no one about,
and I heard footsteps on the gravel.

It was pretty dark under the trees,

but light enough beyond, and I saw
the Squire walking fast over the
gravel. Presently he came under the
trees, and then he sat down on a log,

quite still, thinking. He was within
a couple of yards of me, and the devil

came into my head. One shot and
Alma would be free. No one to see
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me, no one to suspect uie ; because

my place last night was on the t'other

side in these preserves. One shot.

Lord ! it looked for a minute as if it

was nothing—just nothing—to put

the piece to your shoulder and pull

the trigger.'

Harrv paused, and wiped his l)i-ow.

' Lord forbid I should ever be so

near murder again ! And while I

might have done it—while the fit was

on me, like—Mr. Alan got up and

went on his way home.

'

Tom laid his hand on his shoulder

kindly.
' Don't have any more whisperings

with the de^-il, Harry. They are

dangerous things. Thank God no

mischief came of that colloquy. Tell

me, Hariy, do you think she was fond

of you 1

'

' What do we know, Mr. Tom 1

They say they are fond of us, and we
believe them. It is all we have to go

upon. If they tell lies, we can't help

ourselves. If they carry on with

gentlemen, we don't know.'

Tom blushed, thinking guiltily of

that little innocent toll we know
of.

' If they say one thing to our faces

and anothei- behind our backs, what

can we do ? She said she was fond of

me. There 1 I don't think g;ils know
what a mans fondness means. They
like to be made much of ; and if one

man isn't there, another'll do just as

well. I don't blame 'em, poor things.

They don't know no better, and they

can't understand a man's feelings.

'

'Perhaps,' said Tom, bitterly, think-

ing how, most likely, IS^elly at this

very moment was accepting the atten-

tions of Mr. Exton. ' I believe you

ai"e quite right, Harry—they don't

understand. You are not the only

man who can't marry the gii'l he

loves.'

' I suppose not,' said Hany. 'Why,
there's yourself, Mr. Tom. Lord ! I

could never say a word about it to you

before, but now it seems as if we were

both in a boat together.'

' Ay, Harry. I'm too poor, you
know.'

' What I shall do,' said Harry, ' is

this. I shall wait on here till they're

married ; then I shall get out of the

way. Alma lets me see her now,
when it doesn't do much harm. But
she's that hold upon me, Mr. Tom,
that if she was to lift up her finger to

me when she was a married woman I

should iim after her, whether it was
to the orchard of the farm or the

garden of the Court. And think what
a scandal and a wickedness that would
be.'

* Yes,' said Tom, ' that would be

throwing more fat in the fii*e with a

vengeance. You had better get out

of the place, Harry, if you can make
up your mind to go. And if Nelly

becomes Mrs. Exton I believe I will

go to America with you. We can

smoke pipes together, and swear at

things in company.'

So they sat enjoying the luxury of

gloom all the afternoon, till Harry,
looking at his watch, said he must go

and see after his young bii-ds, and
Tom lounged slowly away through the

fii' plantations that bordered W^eyland

Park on the east, in which lay the

keeper's solitary cottage.

He was gloomy enough about him-

self, for there could be no doubt now
of Exton's intentions concerning Nelly.

He haunted her: he followed her

about : he seemed to claim some sort

of possession of her which made Tom
gi-ind his teeth with rage. And he

was sorry about his honest friend the

keeper. He knew better than poor

Hany what a shallow and frivolous

young person this girl was on whom
such a strength of afi'ection and trust

was lavished ; he knew, too, what a

dead failure her marriage with Alan
would be, how incapable she would
prove of understanding or tiying to

understand the nol)leness of his plans.

So that in any case the outlook was
dark. Just then, however, he was
ready to view everything with fore-

boding eyes.
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He told Desdemona something of

Harry's trouble, and let out accident-

ally, because this intriguing dame
pumped him as cleverly as a cross-

examining counsel, that Alma had
gone out to meet her lover on the

very day of her engagement with
Alan.

'The Second Act,' said Desdemona,
triumphant, ' I consider to be as good
as finished. And it ends well. How-
ever there is the Third, which is al-

ways the most ditiicult.'

CHAPTER XXIV

' EUe aima mieux pour s'eii faire center
Preter I'oreille aux fleiirettes du diable
Que d'etre femme et non pas coquetter.'

AND it was then that the awful
row occurred between Tom and

Nelly which led to that Coui-t of Love,

the history of which has never till now
been properly narrated.

It was in the morning, after break-

fast ; in fact, in the morning-room.

No one was there but themselves.
' It makes me look ridiculous,

Tom,' she said, ' to have you following

me round with that doleful face.'

' Whose fault is it if I am doleful ?

'

he asked.
' Nobody's, except your o^vn. You

promised when I came that thei*e should

be no foolishness, and yet ' She
stopped, with a look half of fun, half of

vexation :
' and yet, if I so much as

go out for a ride with Mr. Exton

—

and he rides very well
'

' Learned to ride of an acrobat, I

believe,' said Tom.
' You think only acrobats can ride

better than you. Oh, Tom ! what a

veiy conceited thing to say ! I believe

too,' she added thoughtfully, ' that it

is imchristian. But it is not only rid-

ing. Whatever I do, if Mr. Exton is

with me, you come too, with your
gloomy face, and spoil the sport.'

' I dare say. I am not very jolly.'

' The Sisters called you wrongly.

They called you Brother Lancelot. It

should have been Brother Killjoy.

What harm does Mr. Exton do to

you?'
' Every harm.'
' Because he does his best to please '

mer
'No; not that.'

' Because he is a pleasant and amus-
ing companion ?

'

' No ; nor that.

'

' Then what, Tom ]

'

' As if you did not know, Nelly.

Because it all means that he is ready
to fall in love with you.'

' Indeed, sir. Pray cannot a man—

'

• Don't Nell ! What is sport to

you is death to me !

'

' I knew a Tom Caledon once,' she
said, picking a rose to jjieces, ' who
did not grow sulky whenever I—chose
—to—flirt a little with another man.

'

' I knew a Nelly Despard once,' he
replied, ' who when I asked her not
to flirt with that other man, desisted,

and kept her hand in by flirting with
me. That was a gi-eat deal pleasanter,

Nelly.'

' So it was, Tom, I confess,' she
said, ' much pleasanter for both of us

;

but then we were boy and girl.'

' Two years ago.'

' Now I am one-and-twenty and
you are six-and-twenty, and we must
think seriously about things.'

' That means that Exton has got
ten thousand a year.'

' Mamma says so,' said Nelly de-

murely.
' Oh ! mamma has been writing

about him again, has she 1
'

' Do you actually suppose,' asked
the gii'l, with big eyes, ' that mamma
would let me stay here with no chap-
eron but Desdemona, without so much
as finding out who was here ? She
knows everybody, and she has learned
from some one how things are going
on. I do not know who that some
one is, but she is a true friend, Tom,
to you as well as to me.'

' How do you know that 1

'

' Because, Tom, mamma writes me



436 THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

as follows.' She took out the letter

and read a portion of it
—

'
" braided

with point-lace/'—no, that is not it

—

here it is
— " And I am very glad, my

dear child, truly glad to find that you

have given up your foolish partiality

for that penniless boy '"—you, Tom

—

"and are now making good use of time

which, thoiigh once wickedly thrown
away iipon an adventurer"—you, Tom—" may now be employed to the very

best advantage. Mr. Exton, who is

at the Abbey, and who, I rejoice to

hear, quite appreciates my dear child

is said to have at least ten thousand a

year. This may be exaggeration, but

it points in the right direction. ^No

doubt the other young man '"'—you,

Tom— •' has consoled himself with

some other gii-1. "' There, Tom ; what
do you think of that 1

'

Tom laughed.
' But it is ban-en comfort, Nelly,'

he said. ' You soothe me and stroke

me down, and then you go off to carry

on with Exton.'
' " Go offto carry on,' ' she repeated.

' What veiy remarkable English I Do
you think the old Tom would have

said such a thing ?

"

' Perhaps not, Nelly. The old Tom
was a fool. He thought that when a

girl said she loved him '

' It was on Eyde Pier : it was ten

o'clock and a moonlight night, and the

band was playing ; and the waters

were smooth, and there were the lights

on the yachts—and—and it was a

new thing : and it was an unfair ad-

vantage to take.'

' But yoii meant it then, Nell ]

'

She could not help it : she had that

way with her. She lifted her soft

heavy eyes, and met his.

' Yes, Tom, I meant it.'

' And you mean it still
?

' he caught

her hand. ' Oh ! Nelly, say you mean
it still."

' I can't say it ; not as you mean it,

Tom, for oh ! I am so much—so very
much wiser. Two years ago I was only

nineteen. I had been out for four or

five months. I believed that mutton

and beef grew on trees, I think. I had
some lingering notion, though mamma
did her best to eradicate it, that eveiy

well-dressed, handsome, pleasant man
—like you, Tom—had plenty ofmonev.
Ah me ! what a pleasant dream! Why
could it not last 1

' She paused and col-

lected herself. 'And then came along

a pleasant man-—you, Tom—and stole

away my heart. When it was gone I

found out that it was sheer robbeiy on
your part, and not exchange, as it

ought to have been '

' Exchange I Could you not take

mine for yotirs ?

'

' Ah ! Tom, that is the masculine

error. The trtie exchange is-^for a

girls heart, or hand, which is gener-

ally the samething^an establishment.

And that you could not give me.'
' I've said over and over again that

if seven hundred a year
'

' No, Tom, it won't do. Mamma is

quite right. For the fii'st year, while

the wedding presents are fresh, and
the unpaid-for furniture new, no doubt
we might get along. But oh ! the mis-

ery of being in perpetual debt."

'And so I am thrown over, and that

fellow Exton, with a face ci'inkled like

a savoy cabbage, is chosen instead.

'

' Not chosen, Tom. He chooses

me, perhaps, I do not choose him. I

take him ; I say yes to him, when
you know I would rather say yes to

some one else.'

' Go on, Nelly, he replied sullenly,

* Drive me half mad by confessing one
thing and doina; another. Tell me
plainly, do vou love him ?

'

' Whom i'

' Why, Exton, of course.'

' No—of course.

'

' And yet—what are girls made of V

Sugar and spice, Tom, and all that's

nice. II fend rhre. When mamma
dies there will be next to nothing for

this poor child : while mamma Lives

there is not too much. This young
lady has been brought up in ideas of

what is comme il font. She likes

riding, she likes amtisements, she likes

balls and dinners, garden parties and
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dances. 8he would like, if she mar-

ried, to see a steady i)rospect of mak-
ing the most out of life. Now you
can't make much, as a general rule,

with seven hundred a year.'

Tom gi'oaned. He was bound to

admit that you cannot. "What thirty

years ago would have been considered

a fair younger son's portion, is now a

miserable pittance, regarded from a

matrimonial point of view. Tom was
a younger son's only son, and seven

hundi-ed a year was considered in tJie

family as a plentiful allowance for

such a position.

' Could I have believed two years

ago that Nelly would have been so

worldly-minded^

'

' Could I have believed two years

ago that Tom would have been so

Quixotic?

'

After this double question there

was silence—Tom walking backwards
and forwards, Nelly sitting on a couch

pulling flowers to pieces with an angry
flush in her cheek. Woman-like, she

was ready to give in and own that she

was wrong ; and woman-like, she could

not forbear from the strife of woi'ds,

the contest for the last word.
' You take his presents,' said Tom,

like an accusinsr anijel.

' I have taken yours,' replied

Nelly ; as much as to say that the

two cases were equal.

' Yes ; but you let me tell you that

I loved you,' Tom pleaded.

' What has that got to do with it ?

Perhaps Mr. Exton has told me the

same thing.'

' And you have listened ? You let

him make love to you after all that

has passed between us ?

'

' Two years, ago Tom. And, as I

said befoi'e, a moonlight evening on
E.yde Pier in August is hardly the

time for a young maiden of nineteen

to make any violent resistance. And,
do you know, I think you have hardly

any right, have you, to object to what
Ml'. Exton says to me 1

'

As a matter of fact, Mr. Exton had
not declared love to her at all, and it

was a very strange thing, considering

the" opportunities he had, that he did

not. Nelly, more than half afraid,

expected some sort of declaration

eveiy day.

Right 1 Tom had no right. Nelly

knew that this was her trump card,

her dagger which stabbed Tom to the

heart. He had no right !

' Poor Tom !
' she said, timidly,

looking up at him. ' Poor Tom ! It

is a shame to say such things.'

' Say what you like,' he cried.

' Henceforth there is an end. Flirt,

coquette as much as you please. Be
all smiles to one man and honey-

sweet to another, and mean nothing

to either. That is the way of all

womankind, 1 suppose. I have done
with you, Miss Despard.'

He hurried away with the step of

desperation.

Nelly shook her head with a smile,

and as she performed this act of in-

credulity, a tear dropped from her

eye upon her cheek, and glittered in

the warm light.

And then the hated rival appeared

—no other than Mr. Pvoger Exton
himself.

' They are going to have a meeting

of their Madrigal Union in the gar-

den. Will you come 1 I met Tom
Caledon going away in a hurry.

Have you quarrelled 1

'

' I never quarrel with Tom,' said

Nelly proudly.
' He looked agitated. Poor Brother

Lancelot ! I felt for him. What, I

thought, if she were to treat me in

the same cruel fashion ?'

She went with him to the garden,

and he spread a cloth on the grass,

and laid hiuiself leisurely at her feet,

just about a yard from them, in fact.

He wore a straw hat and a complete

suit of white, and looked ab.?olutely

cool.

* They've got iced-cup indoors some-

where,' he said ;
' but I remembered

that you like the garden in the morn-

ing, so I left the cup, and got the

madrigal people to come here. What
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a perfectly charming old garden it is !

Eeminds nae of a place I once saw in

Nepaul. It wants half-an-liour to the

meeting. Half-an-hour to ourselves

in this delicious atmosphere, with that

mignonette bed within easy hail,

Tom Caledon gone off in disgrace,

and the opportunity of telling you,

Xelly, what a perfectly charming

girl you are.'

That was all he told her. What an

extraordinary thing that he did not

propose !

Tom blundered in his flight upon
Desdemona, who stopped him and
made him give her his arm. He was
furious, and she saw it, guessing the

cause ; but she let him alone, waiting

till he should speak.

This was not until he reached her

room, when he sat down, and ejacu-

lated reproaches upon womankind in

general.

' That means,' said Desdemona,
' that you have quarrelled with Nelly.'

Tom declared that nothing, nothing

in the world, wovild induce him ever

to speak to Nelly again ; that she

was heartless and worldly ; that she

took pi-esents from two men at the

same time : and so on.

Desdemona heard him to the end.

' This .seems to me,' she said, ' to

come under one of the leading cases

and precedents of the Assises d'Amour.
I shall refer it to Miranda, and we
will have a Court of Love.'

'\

Chapter XXV.

' The Shepherds and the Xymjjhs were seen
Pleading before the Cyijriaii yueen.'

''HE Court of Love was summoned
by order of tlie Abbess.

As this, curiously enough, was the

tirst of such Courts which had been

held in England since the days of the

lamented Queen Eleanour of Provence,

Desdemona was extremely anxious

that it should be held with as much

external splendovir as the resources of

the Abbey would admit, and that its

procedure should show no diminution

in the knowledge, practices, and au-

thority of the Golden Code. It might
not, she said, become a leading case :

there had been other causes tried at

which points of more vital interest

were at stake ; but the case of Lance-
lot V. Rosalind would, she was sure,

prove of no small importance. And
its externals, she promised, should be
in every way worthy of the issue to

be decided.

As no one except the plaintiff, the

defendant, and Desdemona herself,

knew the least in the world what this

issue was ; as most people, outside the

Abbey at least, regarded the impend-
ing trial as a soil of amateur breach

of promise case, and wondered how
Nelly Despard or any other girl could

—a most meaning phrase, full of all

insinuation, accusation, envy, and jea-

lousy : and as it was rapidly spread

abroad that the preparations were on
a scale of unusual magnificence : as no
one was old enough to remember the

Courts of Queen Eleanour : as even in

the Abbey the performers had veiy
little idea what the show would be
like—there was great, even extraor-

dinary excitement over the impending
Court.

It was called for five o'clock in the

afternoon, and was to be held in the

ancient garden of the Abbey, which,

as has already been stated, consisted

of an oblong lawn, planted -with roses

and flower-beds, and surrounded on all

sides by two terraces. It was also

protected from north and east winds
by a high and extremely thick hedge,

lying open to the more genial influ-

ences of south and west. There was
no great elm in the garden, beneath

which, as was de rigueur in the old

gieux sous Vorme, the grandes dames
de pur h inond'e might shelter them-
selves, while they heard the pleadings,

from the scorching sun of July ; but
there was over the northern end a

great walnut, as stately as any of those
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which adorn the shaven lawns of

Cambridge. In front of the walnut

stood a fountain, and beyond the

fountain was the old sun-dial. The
garden itself was kept apart for the

Court, but on the terraces a long

awning had been rigged up, under
which were ranged rows of chairs for

the spectators, because in the Abbey
of Thelema thei'e was nothing done
wliich was not oj)en to all the worldf

Xo hiding of lights behind bushels in

that monastery, if you please. So far

it is very, very unlike the cages of the

He Sonnante, the birds in which, as

the good cur6 of Meudon tells us, be-

gan life by being mourners at funerals.

If the doings of Sister Rosalind, or

any other Sister, were to be dragged

into the open light of a Court of Law,
that Sister would like the Coiu't to be

as numerously attended as possil)le.

On this ground the fair defendant had
no cause for complaint. As regards

the ceremonies, they were unreservedly

entrusted to the care of Desdemona
;

the Brethren who were to -take part

were content with learning each his

own role and place, and to leave the

rest to their stage manager. There
was not even a dress rehearsal ; there

was not even a full undress rehearsal

;

there wei'e only a few interviews be-

tween her dictatress and her company.

She had the woi-king up of all the de-

tails : she had to contrive the cos-

tumes, the properties, the tableaux,

and the grouping. This, indeed, was
her ijreat delicjht. She drew little

pictures of her Court while yet it had
no existence outside her brain ; she

sat in the quaint old gaxxlen and peo-

pled it with the puppets of her ima-

gination ; when everything and every-

body had their proper place on the

lawn, and she had drawn her plan of

the whole, she began by instructing

the servants ushers of the Court

;

then she took the boys who helped in

the choir and acted as pages for the

Functions, into the garden, and with

the aid of a few chairs taught them
exactlv where thev were to stand, and

how they were to pose : then she drew
up a plan of the action of her piece,

with full stage directions for every-

body ; and had this copied, i-ecopied,

and corx-ected till she was perfectly

satisfied. Then she distributed the

parts. And then she sat down, and
heaved a great sigh and thanked the

fates that an excellent piece was set

afoot.

The principal part of a play may
seem to an outsider to be the words.

Not at all : the actor knows very well

that the words are only introduced to

set ofi" the situations ; and that many
most excellent plays, especially those

written for the Mediaeval stage, con-

sisted of nothing but situations when
they left the dramatist's hand, the

words being left entirely to the

mother-wit of the players. In fact,

they were all 'gag
;

' and, as every-

body knows, the situation is the only

difficult thing to tlnd.

' You have to plead your cause in

person,' Desdemona said to Tom
Caledon, concluding her instructions.

' Very well : plead it eloquently. On
your pleading as you open the case

will greatly depend the success of the

piece—of course, I mean the success

of your cause.'

' Desdemona, I am too stUpid. I

rant write a speech. You must write

it for me,' said Tom. ' And it seems

such a shame accusing Nelly.'

Sister Rosalind's advocate was
Brother Peregrine. He asked for

no help except access to the ancient

constitutions and code of Love, which
Desdemona readily gave him.

As for the costumes, they were,

out of respect to the memory of

Queen Eleanour, deceased, those of

the twelfth century, and were design-

ed by Desdemona in consultation

with certain experienced persons, lent

by Mr. Hollinghead, from the Gaiety

Theatre. Those of the ladies were

made out of what appeared to them
the best imitation possible of the

favourite materials of the period,

which, as everybody knows, were
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samite, siglaton, and sandal. A full

desci'iption of the dresses appeared

in the Qvceu the followiiig week. It

was written by a lady for ladies, and
those who wish for precise details

may refer to that paper. Speaking
from a masculine, but not, it is hoped,

an unobservant point of view, I should

say in general terms that the dresses

titted tightly to the figure, after the

present graceful fashion ; but were
not drawn in at the feet, so as to

make the wearers apjiear unable to

walk with freedom. The hair was
in long and flowing tresses or else

gathered up in a net, not the ugly net
which we remember to have seen in

youth and sometimes yet see on ladies

of a certain rank of life, those who
dwell around the New Cut, Leather
Lane, or the High Street, Whitechapel.
On the head was worn a square
coronet of gold, and the Sisters were
wrapped in crimson mantles, falling

over the soft gi-e}- .dress beneath.
Their shoes were long and pointed,

looped up with chains, and with low
heels : their gloves were gauntlets,

with any number of buttons, were
grey like the dresses, and covered
more than half the arm.

As for the men, the colours of their,

tunics were more various, because
each chose what liked him best ; they,

t(w, wore long mantles or cloaks,

which had capuchons
; they carried

daggers in their belts, and their shoes,

like those of the Sisters, were lonsr,

with points looped ujj to the knee.
They wore no swords, things which
six hundred years ago belonged to the
heavy armour, and were only put
on for outdoor use. Within doors,

if you wanted to stick anything
into a friend over a Ijottle, or a game
of chess, the dagger was much
handier.

As regards both Brothers and
Sisters, they were so practised in

bah-masqnh, theatricals, and frivoli-

ties of such kinds, that they had
arrived at the singular and enviable
2">ower of moving about in anv cos-

tume with the air of belonging to it.

It was acting without effort.

An hour before five all the chairs

on the terraces were occu])ied. There
was a party from the Yicarage ; a
few men brought do^^•n from town
by Lord Alwyne ; a yiarty from
the city of Athelston, people from
the country houses round, who all

came by invitation. And about half-

jmst four the Thelemites began one
by one to drop in, till the garden space
in the centre was crowded with them,
with the ushers, the servants of the

Court, and the page-boys.
' I should like,' said Lucy Corring-

ton to Lord Alwyne, ' to have lived

in the twelfth century.'

He shook his head.
' Best enjoy the present, Lucy. It

would have been all over six luindred

years ago, think of that.'

It was, however, a Aery pietty and
novel spectacle. Beneath the um-
brageous foliage of the walnut-tree

stood the Throne, a canopied seat on a

platform, covered with crimson velvet.

Chairs, also crimson covered, stood

at either side of the Throne on the

platform, for the Sisters who were to

act as jury or assessors. The Sisters

themselves were among the Brothers

in what may be called the l)ody of the

Court. Below the Throne was the

table of the Clerk to the Court, Sister

Desdemona, and in front of her table

two .stools for the Assistant-Clerks. A
table covered with parchments, great

inkstands, and quill pens, were placed

between the fountain and the throne
;

and, at the right hand and the left

stood two small desks or pulpits for

the counsel in the case, while the fair

defendant was to be jilaced in a low
chair of red velvet beside her advocate.

All the Abbey servants were there,

dressed for the part—both those Avho

regularly performed in the festivals

and others, of whom it was su8])ected

that Desdemona imported them for

the occasion, as trained supers. The
band was in the lower end of the gar-

den discoursing sweet music, and yfith.



THE MONKS OF THELEMA. 441

them stood, oi- lounged, the boys whom
Desdemonaliad attired daintily in tight

tunics. They were so well trained that

they could look at each other without

grinning, and could stand or lie about

upon the grass in perfect unconscious-

ness that they were not assisting, in

the heart of the twelfth century, at a

serious and solemn trial before the

High Court of Love. And the foun-

tain sparkled in the sunshine ; and the

summer air was hea^y with the per-

fume of liowers ; and the Brethren
were young ; and the Sisters fair.

Not all the members of the Order
were there. Brothers Lancelot and
Peregrine : Sisters Miranda, Desde-

jHona, and Rosalind were absent ; that

was natural, as they were the principal

actors in the case to be tried. Also,

Alan Dunlo]) was absent. He, poor
man, was engaged in the village, gi^'-

ing his visual afternoon lesson in social

economy to Alma Bostock. While he
talked, she, who would much rather

Iiave been milkingthe cows, or making
the butter, or gathering ripe goose-

Ijerries, or stealing a sun-eptitious talk

Nvith Harry, or even granting an inter-

Wew to Tom Caledon, listened with
lack-lustre eye and lips that ever and
anon drooped with the semblance of a

yawn, to a cascade of Mords w^hich

had no meaning, not the shadow of a

meaning to her. They had, however,
to be endured to gratify this extraor-

dinary lover, who, somehow, seemed
to take pleasure in pouring them out.

And while tliegii-rs thoughts wandered
away from the discourse, it must be
owned that her fiance himself was
thinking how very, very much plea-

santer it would have been to spend
the day assisting at the Court of Ijove.

Another Brother of the Order was
absent. It was Mr. Paul Eondelet.

I£e said, on being invited hy Desde-
niona, that he should have liked much
to take his part, but that it had al-

ready been decided l)y the ,gi-eat Ger-
man authority that there never were
such things as Courts of Love; that

all the contemporaiy ])oets and pain-

tei's were in a league to mystify people,

and to make a pretence for j»osterity

about a code of laws which did not

exist ; and that—here he laid his head
plaintively on one side—he must con-

sider the Common Boom of Lotliian

and his own reputation. Tliere might
be Oxford men present. It is a special

niark of the great and illustrious

school of Prigs that, in virtue of being

so much in advance of other people,

the}- always know exactly how mucn
has been discovered and decided in

history, literature and art. For them
the derniei mot had always been said,

and geneially by one whom the Prigs

have consented to honour. So Mr.
Eondelet remained aloof and stayed

at home in the Abbey, shaping a new
j)oem,in which a young man— it might
have been himself—laments his exceed-

ing great wisdom, which shuts him
out from love, friendshij), and the or-

dinary ambitions of life, de])rives him
of the consolations of religion, and
leaves him alone, save peihaps for the

Common Boom of Lothian. He sent

this poem to his friends, and they still

carry it about with them, for it is yet

unjmblished, cuddled u]j tight to theii-

hearts. The show proceeded in spite

of these two absent Brothers.

At a quarter to five the band
sto]i]ied jilapng, and shut their Vjooks.

Then there was a little movement,
and a rustle, and an expectant whis-

per. Only fifteen minutes to wait.

And it seemed quite natural and in

keeping with the character of the

piece when Sister Cecilia, taking a

zither, as good a substitute for a lute

as can be devised, sang, sitting on the

grass-bank, while the long branches of

the walnut made a greenery above her

head, the ' Ballad of Blinded Love '

:

' Love ?oes singing along the way :

"Men ha^e blinded and covered my eyes ;

1 have no night and I have no day,
Dark is the road and black the skies."

Then Love laughs and fleers as he flies :

" Seethe maidens who've looked on me.
Sitting in sorrow with tears and sighs :

Better have let Love's eyes go free."

' Still, he has ears : and where the gaj-

Songs and laughter of girls arise

(Music as sweet as flowers in May)
Straight to their hearts Love's arrow fles
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Then the music of laughter dies :

Farewell song and innocent glee.

" Not my fault," the archer cries,

" Better ha\e let Love's eyes go free."

' Not Love's faidt : and who shall say.

Could we bui. leave him his iiretty eyes,

Whom he would spare .f the maidens gay,

Whom he would leave in the ^'irlish guise?

Yet 'twere pity should beauty's sighs

Cause her flowers ungathered be :

With silken bandage cover his eyes,

Never let that boy's sight go free.

ENVOI.
' Prince, the shaft of his arrow flies

Straight to the heart of her and thee.

Take no pity, although he cries,

" Better have let Love's eyes go free."'

Hardly had she finished the last

bars of the ballad, when five stiaick

from the Abbey clock, and, at the

moment, the trumpets blared a note

of w^arning, and every one sprang to

his feet. ' Oyez, oyez !

' cried the usher

;

' silence for the Court.'

Fii'st came the javelin-men, armed
with long pikes and dressed in leathern

jerkins, with straw round their legs

instead of stockings. Desdemona after-

wards prided hei-self on her fidelity in

the detail of the straw, but Miranda
thought it looked untidy. After the

javelin-men came the clerks and peo-

ple of the long robe, bearing papers.

These wore the square cap of office,

and the black gown with full sleeves.

After the lawyers, came, similarly at-

tired ia black, Tom Caledon, the Bro-

ther who was to act as plaintiff. Two
clerks came after him, bearing the

pieces de conviction on a cushion

—

gloves, flowers, ribbons, and perfume.

And then, leading la helh accusee by
the hand, came Brother Peregrme,

also disguised as an advocate. He
had assumed an air of the greatest

sympathy, as if so much unmerited

misfortune called forth the tenderest

pity : he seemed to watch every step

of his client, and to be ready at any
moment to catch her in his arms if she

should faint away. Nelly, who thus

came to answer the charge of U'se-nia-

jeste against Love, was wrapped from
head to foot in a long cloak of grey

silk, the hood of which fell over her

face, so that nothing was visible save

w^hen, now and again, she half lifted

it to snatch a hasty glance at the

Court, and perhaps to see what people

thought of the effect. That, indeed,

produced by her grey robe, her droop-

ing head, and her slender gi-aceful

figure, was entirely one of innocence

wrongfully defamed, and conscious of

virtue. After the accused came the

secretaries of the Court, and these

were followed by Desdemona, who
w-ore, for the occasion, such an ex-

pression as she had once imparted in

her youthful and lovely days to the

advocate Portia, and such a robe as

the one Avhich had in that representa-

tion enwrapped her charms. She was
the Clerk of the Court. Lastly, her

train borne by two pages, and led by
Brother Bayard, the most courtly of

the Brethren, came Miranda herself,

supreme Judge and President of the

Coiui: of Love. She mounted the

platform, and then, standing erect and
statuesque, her clear and noble fea-

tures touched w'ith the soft reflection

from the crimson canopy, and her tall

figure standing out against the setting

of greenery behind her, like Diana
among her maidens, she looked round
for a moment, smiled, and took her

seat.

All were now in theii- places. In
the chairs round the Throne sat the

Sisters expectant ; at their feet lay

the page-boys, who were the messen-

gers of the Court ; at the tables sat

the clerks, secretaries, and the lawyers,

turning over the pages of the great

volumes bound in vellum, and making
industrious notes. SLster Ilosaliad,

the defendant, was in her place, beside

her counsel ; and Brother Lancelot,

wdio wore, to tell the truth, a shame-
faced and even a downcast look, as if

he was in a false position and felt it,

w^as at his desk opposite her.

When the Court was seated, there

was another blare of trumpets, and
the usher cried again, ' Oyez, oyez !

silence for the Court.'

Then Desdemona rose solemnly, a

parchment in her hand.
' Let the defendant stand," oi'dered

the Judge.
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Brother Peregrine, in a mere ecs-

tasy of sympathy, offered his hand to

the victim ; at sight of which Tom
foi-got that he was plaintiff, and rushed

from liis post, too, to offer assistance.

The Court, except Desdemona, who
thought this veiy irregular, and Mi-
randa, who would not lower the dig-

nity of her position by so much as a

smile, laughed aloud at this accident.

But Sister Rosalind, pulling her hood
lower over her face, took the hand of

her own counsel without the least re-

cognition of the plaintift''s proffered

aid. And Tom retreated to his place in

confusion. Desdemona read the charge.
' Sister Rosalind,' she began, in deep

and sonorous tones, and with that clear

accent which only long practice on the

stage seems able to give — ' Sister

Rosalind, you stand before the Lady
Miranda, President of this most vener-

able Court of Love, charged by the

.
lionourable and worthy Brother Lan-
celot, Monk of the Order of Thelema,
with having wantonly, maliciously,

wilfully, and perversely infringed the

code of laws which governs the hearts

of the young and the courteous, in that

you have both openly and secretly, be-

fore the eyes of the Brothers and Sis-

ters, or in the retreat of garden or

conservatory, accepted and received

those presents, tokens of affection, and
attentions, Ijoth those ordinary—such

as every knight, damoiseau, and Bro-

ther of Thelema is bound to bestow
upon eveiy damoiselle and Sister of

the Order-—and those extraordinary,

such as, with loyal suit, service and
devotion, one alone should renderunto
one. Do you, Sister Rosalind, plead

guilty to this charge, or not guilty?
'

Sister Rosalind, for answer, threw
back her hood, and stood bareheaded
before them all. With her soft eyes,

which lifted for a moment to look

round upon the Court and the audience
on the terrace, her fair and delicate

cheek and the half-parted lips which
seemed as if they could plead more elo-

quently than any advocate, she carried

away the symijathies of all. Phryne

obtained a verdict by hei- beauty, with-

out a word. So Sister Rosalind, by the

mere unveiling of her face, would at

once, but for the stern exigencies of

the law, have been unanimously ac-

quitted. There was a murmur of ad-

miration from the audience on the ter-

race, and then. Lord Alwyne, leading

the way, a rapturous burst of ap-

plause, which was instantly checked by

the Court, who threatened to hear the-

case with closed doors, so to speak, oil

the repetition of such unseemly inter-

ruption.
' My client,' said Peregrine, ' my

calumniated client,' here his voice-

broke down as if with a sob, ' pleads-

not guilty, according to the Code of

Love. And she desires also to set up'

a counter charge against the plaintiff

in the case, Brother Lancelot, in that,^

being attached to her and an aspirant

for her favours, he has shown himself

of late days of melancholy and morose
disposition, and while he was formei'ly

gay, cheerful, and of a light heart so

that it was pleasant to accept his suit

and service, he has now become sad

and desponding, an offence conti-ary

to all known and recognised devoirs

of a lover. And she begs that the two
charges may be tried together.'

This startling charge, accompanied
as it was by a reproachful look from

the defendant, disconcerted Brother

Lancelot exceedingly, insomuch that

his eyes remained staring wide open

and his tongue clave to the roof of his.

mouth. The Court smiled, and Sister

Desdemona recognising in this stroke

a touch of real genius, nodded approv-

ingly to Brother Peregrine.

Then Miranda spoke.
' It is within my learned brother's

right,' she said, ' to set up a counter-

charge, and the Court will not fail to

insist upon giving the charge full

weight. Meantime we will proceed

with the original case as it stands set

forth upon the I'oll. Brother Lancelot,

yovi will call your witnesses.'

But the counsel for the defence

again sprang to his feet.
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' I am instructed by my client—my
.most deeply injured client—to admit

the truth of the facts alleged. She
.has accepted the presents and the

service of more than one Brother
• of this illustrious Order. My Lady
and Sisters-assistant we admit, not

.as a fault, but rather as a virtue,

that the facts are such as my learned

Brother Lancelot has alleged in his

plaint. I myself, my Lady, if for one

moment I may be allowed to forget

—no, not to forget my most needlessly

jierseeuted client, which would be im-

possible—but to associate my poor
personality with this admission, own
beforeyou all that I myself, humble as I

stand, have been allowed to offer a faint

tribute to this incomparable shrine
• of beauty and of grace. She has worn
flowei'S in her hair which these un-

worthy fingers have gathered in this

garden of Thelema and in its conser-

vatories : she has honoured me and
conferred a new beauty on those

flowers by wearing them iu her hair
;

she has accepted gloves of me, gloves—
' here the speaker clasped his hands

;and gazed heavenward, ' gloves—sixes

—and honoured the giver by wearing
these sixes—small sizes—atour dances.
My client has nothing to conceal, noth-
ling that need not be told openly. We
may, therefore, my Lady and Sisters-

assistant of this honourable Court,

enable my learned Brother to do with-

out witnesses and proceed at once with
his vain and impotent attempt to sub-

stantiate his charge by appeal to

ancient and prescriptive law.'

Brother Peregrine sat down after

this fling at his opponent.

Sister Kosalind pulled the hood
lower over her face and resumed her
seat. There was a silence of great ex-

pectation when Brother Lancelot rose

to his feet, and after fumbling among
his papers l)egan, in a voice of great

trepidation and hesitancy which gra-

dually disappeared as he warmed to

his work, his sjieech for the prosecu-

tion.

' ]\ly Lady and worshipful Sisters-

assistant of this illustrious Court, it

has been the laudable practice among
all loyal followers of honourable Love
to discuss among themselves whatever
})oints of difliculty may arise in the

relations of lovers to one another.

Thus we find in the Reports, meagre
as those documents are, of the jeiix

puitis lines of conduct laid down to

meet almost every conceivable case,

however knotty. These friendly dis-

cussions served to supplement and em-
phasise the Golden Code much as pre-

cedents in English law do grace, gar-

nish, and sometimes obscure the mere
letter of the law which lies behind
them. Of such a nature was that

famous discussion on the question

whethei- if a knight loves a lady he
ought rather to see her dead than mar-
ried to another ? Such, again, was the

case argued before a noble company
of knights, dames, and demoiselles,

whether a certain knight was justified

in accepting an offer made to him by
a lady that she would belong wholly

to him provided first she might be al-

lowed a clear twelvemonth flirtation.

And such, to quote a third case, was
the memorable inquiry into the reason

why the old, and therefore the exper-

ienced, are generally neglected ; while

the young, and therefore the inex-

perienced, are preferred. Had the

present case before the Court been of

such a nature as to admit of its de-

cision by a jea p:trfi or by formal com-
mittee of arbitration, I should have
preferred that course. But that is not

so, and I am therefore prepared, most
unwillingly, to prove that a Sister of

our Order, a Sister to whom my own
devotion has been offered and freely

given, has infringed the miraculous

Code which has been, and will ever

continue to be, the foundation of con-

stitutional Love.'

He paused, %vhile one of his clerks

handed him a prodigious roll of parch-

ment.
' I now, my Lady, proceed to lefer

to the articles which I maintain to

have been infringed ])V our Sister the
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defendant in this suit. I shall be

h.ippy to furnish my learned Brother'
—-Torn was plucking up his courage

—

' with a copy of tliese statutes and or-

dinances, so that he may correct me if

I quote them wrongly, and at the same
time leiid himtoreilect whether even at

the last moment he may not feel it his

duty to advise his fair client to throw
herself upon the mercy of the Coui't.'

Here Brother Peregrine sprang to

his feet and bowed courteously.
' I thank my learned Brother. I

need, however, no copy of the Code.

It is implanted here.'

He smote the place where he sup-

posed his heart to be and sat down.
' I will then,' continued the counsel

for the prosecution. * I will at once

refer the Court and the Ladies-assist-

ant to the very thii'd Law—of such

vital importance did this great prin-

ciple seem to the supernatural framers

of the Code. In the very third Law
we have it enunciated in the clearest

terms " Nemo duplici amore ligari

potest.'^ That is to say no one, either

knight or dame, damoiseau or damoi-

selle, can be bound by the chains of a

two-fold aftection. The object of a

lady's preference may perhaps be

changed ; one can imagine the case of

a damoiselle after being atti-acted by
supposed virtues in a new friend—I'e-

verting with pleasure to the proved
and tried cavalier who has obeyed her

behests, it may be, for years '—here

there was a murmur of sympathy,

every one present being perfectly ac-

quainted with Tom's sad history.

Brother Peregrine looked round
sharply, as much as to say, ' Let no
one be led astray by feelirigs of senti-

ment. I will make mince-meat of him
directly. '

' This, I say, one can com-

prehend, and in such a case the devo-

tion of the previously favoux-ed lover

would be declined with such courtesy

as becomes a gentlewoman. But let

this Court picture to themselves a case

in which a lady shall look with equal

favour on the prayers of one and the

sighs of another, shall smile on one

with the same kindness as on the

other, and ask whether Vjoth in letter

and in spirit the third article of the

Code would not be flagrantly contra-

vened ? And such a case it is which
my sense of duty now obliges me to

-ijring before your attention. I am
aware-—that is, I can anticipate—that

my learned Brother for the defence

will attempt to rely upon the Thirty-

tirst Article

—

iinam. fctmhiam nihil

IJroJiibet a dnobus amari—nothing pre-

vents the lady from having two lovers

at once. No one, I am sure, would
be surprised to hear that the Sister

Rosalind had as many lovers as there

are men who have seen her.'

Here the defendant lifted up a cor-

ner of her veil and bestowed a smile

upon the counsel. The audience

laughed, and Desdemona was about to

call attention to this breach of official

etiquette, when Tom proceeded with
his speech.

' That clause, I contend, has nothing
to do with the charge. The .facts, as.

the Court has been informed, are not

denied, but admitted. My learned

Brother has confessed
'

Here Brother Peregrine sprang to

his feet.

' I cannot allow the word confessed

to pass unchallenged. My Lady, I

have confessed nothing. Confession

implies guilt. Where there has been
no sin there can be no confession. We
accept statements, but we do not con-

fess.
'

' Let us say, then,' continued Tom,.
' that he has accepted my statements.

He has, in fact, accepted the state-

ment that Sister Rosalind received

the service and the presents of two
aspirants. He has informed the

Court that he has himself offered

gloves—small sixes—which were gi"a-

ciously received. I too have offered

gloves—also small sixes. It has been
my pride as well as his, to see those

sixes worn at our dances and in our
drives and rides. I too have offered

the flowers of Thelema to her who is

to me the choicest flower in this our
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garden of all delights. My incense

has been burnt at that shrine, my
vows have been laid before that altar,

as well as his. If my learned Brother
^

accepts statements, he must accept
j

them in their fulness ; they are not to

be glossed over, cleared away, or pared

down to a mere nothing at all. The
Court must give these facts their full

signiticance. It amounts to this, that

the defendant in this action has re-

ceived with equal favour the preten-

sions of those who follow her with an

equal—no that cannot be

—

not an

equal affection. No personal feeling

of rancour or jealousy, no unworthy
desire for notoriety, fame or revenge,

has prompted me in liringing about

this important trial. It has been ap-

pointed by yourself, my Lady, acting

on the counsels of the experienced

Clerk of this Court. You will, ^vith

jour Sisters-assistant, give the case a

calm and impartial consideration
;
you

will remember the dangers which lurk

behind' the infringement of these

Laws ; vou will act so as to preserve

intact the Republic of Thelema
;
you

will give no encouragement to conduct

which ndght implant in the midst of

this happy retreat the seeds of jea-

lousies, envies, and distractions, such

as would make our Abbey no better

than the outer world
;
you will pre-

vent this generation of false hopes,

this building up of delusive confi-

dences, with the unhappiness of the

final destruction of a faith built upon
the sand. Thesethings are not unreal.

You will, my Lady, call upon your

Sisters-assistant toask their own hearts

as well as the Code of Love. No
j

Code, indeed, ever yet was invented
j

which could meet the exigencies of :

every case. As regards the counter- '

charge, I confess I was not prepared

for it. I may, perhaps, set an ex- I

ample to my learned Brother, by at

once throwing myself upon the mer-

cies of the Court. I confess, and do
|

not deny, that there have been times
,

when disappointment or grief at the

conduct of my mistress has prevented

the possibility of that cheerful de-

meanour and gaiety of heai't which
are the duty of eveiy aspirant to Love.

To this charge I plead guilty, and
urge in extenuation the gi-ievous pro-

vocation which I have received.
' Ladies of this most honourable

Court '—the advocate raised his head,

Avhich he had dropped in shame during

the last few sentences, and looked

around with a proud and confident

bearing— ' I leave my case fearlessly

in your hands, confident that justice

will be done, and, although I am sure

that it is mmecessary, I venture

beforehand to recommend the defend-

ant to your favourable merciful con-

sideration. She is young, as you all

knoAv ; she is beautiful as you all

know ; she is charming, as you will

all agree ; she is gi-acious and whi-

ning, even among the gi-acious and
winning ladies of this illustrious

House of Thelma. On these grounds,

ladies, and on these alone, I pray that

her ofience may be condoned, and that

she escape with such an admonition
as our Lady Abbess may think tit to

bestow upon her.

'

Brother Lancelot, who acquitted

himself at the end of his speech far

better than at the beginning, sat

down. There was just that touch of

real personal feeling in his peroration

which gaA'e the trial, even for those

among the spectators who had small

sympathy with the Code of Love, a

genuine interest. It was clear that

poor Tom, who, indeed, never dis-

guised the fact, was in real love with

Nelly, whatever might be the feeling

of the other man. There was a mui'-

mur among the people in the terrace

which broke into loud applause.
' Si—lence

!

' cried the usher. ' Silence

in the Court.'

Miranda here remarked that it was
the second time this unseemly mani-

festation of feeling had been repres-

sed ; that if it occurred again she

should commit the whole of the visit-

ors for contempt of Court,' without

the power of appeal. She reminded
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the offenders that such a sentence en-

tailed their exclusion from the Abbey
and their confinement in the large

prison of the outer world, among
quite disngreealjle and even vulgar

people, until they should be pui-ged

of their contempt. A shuddei', \isible

to the naked eye, ran through the

crowded chairs at this dreadful

threat.

Miranda then invited the counsel

for the defence to say what he had to

say.

Brother Peregrinerose immediately,

and, after pulling his gown well over

his shoulders, adjusting his square

cap and clearing his throat, assumed
a pose which was rather one of de-

fiance than of appeal, and began his

oration without notes of any kind,

with a rapid volubility in strong con-

trast to the hesitation and difficulty

with which his opponent began his

speech. I am inclined to believe that

Tom's speech was written for him by
Desdemona, but that he altered and
amended the close. On the other

hand. Brother Peregrine's address was
undoubtedly all his own. There was
a cold glitter abovit it which held the

attention, but it was forensic to the

last degree, and lacked the personality

and feeling which characterized the

speech for the prosecution.
' I stand here,' he said, in an easy

rapid way which showed how little

the responsibility of the position

weighed upon him— ' I stand here

engaged in the most arduous, because

the most responsible, of all tasks. I

defend a lady from a charge which,

in this illustrious Abbey of Thelema,
might almost be construed into an
imputation—my learned Brother need
not rush into denials—I say almost

an imputation upon a reputation as

deservedly spotless as the white even-

ing dress in which my client wins all

hearts. My learned Brother, whose
conscience, I rejoiced to observe, over-

came the recklessness with which he

started, so that from an accuser he

becamean advocate, rightly mentioned

one or two leading cases decided long

ago in the Courts of our ancestors.

It is interesting -and, indeed, instruc-

tive, to be reminded of these leading

cases, even although they have no

bearing upon tlie case before the

Court. Still, it is well to know that

those who jjlead in these Courts are

learned in the law. But my learned

Brother omitted to mention those ca.ses

which actiudly bear upon the question

before us. Ladies and mo.st honour-

able Sisters, we must not for a mo-

ment allow ourselves to lose sight of

the fact that the point raised touches

every one of you. Nothing can be

more important, no cases have been

more frequent, than those which con-

cern the conduct of a lady towards

her lover or lovers. It has been

asked, for instance, whether the lover

should prefer that the lady should

first kiss him, or that he should first

kiss the lady. The question is one

on which much discussion could even

now be raised, and doubtless there

would be difference of opinion. It

has been asked—and this is a question

which actually touches the present

case '—here Brother Peregrine looked

at his papers and picked out one from

the handful which he held— ' It has

been asked whether, if a lady has to

listen to a tale of love which she is

about to refuse, she is justified in

hearingher lover to an end, or whether,

in justice, she should cut him short in

the beginning ? I need not remind

yovir Ladyship and the Court that the

decision in this case was in favour of

hearing the poor man to an end. And
I humbly submit that the decision

was guided partly out of respect to

that instinct of kindness in woman's
heart which naturally prompts to the

hearing of all that could be urged,

and partly, if one may venture to say

so in such a presence, from a natural

desire to know how this man in par-

ticular would put his points.' Here
the Court smiled, as if both the Pre-

sident and the Sisters-assistant had
large experience in such matters.
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• First, then, Ladies and Sisters of

the Honourable Order of Thelema,

ought a demoiselle to have two lovei'S %

Surely; that is granted by the very

first laws in our Code. But, my
learned friend may say, she ought to

show favour to one only. In the end,

I grant. That is the real point at

issue between us. In the end. Up
to the present, my client, my fair, my
beautiful, my much injured client, has

only granted the simple favour of re-

ceiving such slight attentions, such

little presents of flowers or ribbons or

gloves as belong to the general usages

of society and the l>roader and less

conventional customs of Thelema. In

the end, I say. But at present we are

only beginning. ]My learned Brother,

like myself, is, as one may say, in the

humility of early loA^e. What says

the trouveresse ?

' " Humbly that lover ought to speak,

Who favour from his love doth seek.'

My contention
'

' Do you/ interi'upted Miranda

—

'Do you confine yourself to the Code ?'

' I do,' replied the learned counsel.

'But the Code is illustrated, explained

and annotated by the jeiix-partis, as

my learned brother has already ex-

plained. Still, if one must abandon

precedents and fall back upon the let-

ter of the law, I will, if you please,

take the Code itself, and prove, clause

by clause, if necessary, that my in-

jured client, my deeply injured client,

has confined her operations, if I may
so use the word, strictly within the

limits of the Code—

'

Here he received, from one of his

clerks, a document in othcial writing.

' I was about to remark,' he went

on, ' when I was interrupted by my
clerk, that the Code itself will tri-

umphantly bear out my client, and

prove that she has been no traitor to

those glorious laws of love which must,

to the crack of doom, rule every lover

in gentlehood. Let me take the second
—Qui non celat amare non potest " He
—or she—who cannot keep secret can-

not love." Why, here is, in itself.

sufficient ground to acquit my client

honourably. We will grant, if you
please, that my client has a secret pre-

ference for one—not necessarily the
one whom she has known longest—of

the two aspirants. What better jus-

tification for accepting the service of

both, than the fact that she has a sec-

ret preference for one 1

'

Here the orator paused while one
of his clerks poured him out a glass of

water, and while he looked round,
expectant of applause, there was a

murmur, which might have meant ap-

plause and might have meant aston-

ishment. Tom, at his desk, looked

disgusted. It seemed as if the wind
was being taken out of his sails alto-

gether.

' The third clause,' the counsel con-

tinued, 'is, "Nemo duplici potestamore
ligari "—"No one can be bound by a
twofold love." Well, my Lady and
Sisters of this Honourable House, al-

though my learned Brother based his

whole argument upon this one clause,

the force of which I readily concede

to him, as a matter of fact, it has no
bearing whatever upon the question.

For, if you will consider, the charge

is that the lady has accepted presents

and service from two aspirants at the

same time. That is so. We grant it.

Does it follow that she is bound by a

twofold love—that she has professed

to entertain a preference for both ?

Ladies of Thelema, as one of the two
men, I emphatically deny it.'

Here Brother Lancelot arose with

flushing cheeks, and asked whether
his learned Brother was to be under-

stood as speaking from his own know-
ledge, and as conveying to the Court

the information that he himself. Bro-

ther Peregrine, was regarded by Sister

Rosalind with no prefei*ence what-

ever?

The defendant was here observed

to smile.

The counsel for the defence made
reply, softly :

' I speak from information given by
the defendant herself. I do not dare
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to go boyond that iiifoiiiiation. It

may be, unhappily for me, that Sister

Rosalind has a preference for my
learned Brother, or had before this

case came on. That may be so, al-

though there is not a tittle of evidence

to submit before the Court for or

against that supposition. It is only

when the lady has accepted a lover in

title as well as his simple offerings,

that she can be said at all amore Uyari,

to be bound in love. But as yet the

Sister Rosalind has bestowed that title

on no one ; therefore, I maintain, she

can in no sense be said to be duplici

amore Ugari, bound by a double

love.

' This point established, I pass on
to another clause which, as 1 shall

show clearly and distinctly, makes in

my favour. It is written in the fourth

Article :
" Semper amorem minui vel

cresci constat "—" Always must love

increase or be diminished." What
more rational course for my fair client

to adopt than, before pronouncing
finally in his favour or against him,

to allow his passion to increase, or if

it will not beai- the test of patience, to

see it diminish, and meanwhile to

gratify him, or both of them or any
number of them, not one Brother only,

but saving the duty and devotion owed
to you, most honourable Ladies of the

Court and Sisters of Thelema, not

one Brother only, I say, but all the

Brothers together 1

' Let me pass over a few clauses

which, without any ingenuity, could be

shown to be so many fail* and just

arguments for my client, whose cause,

however, is so simple that she wants
no clause of the Code except those

which at once commend themselves to

all I refer you, therefore, at once to

the twelfthLaw :
" Amor semper con-

suevitabavaritiaj domiciliisexulari "

—

'

' Love is banished from the abodes of

avarice.
"

'

Here Brother Lancelot sprang to

his feet.

' I protest,' he cried hotly, ' I pro-

test against this attempt to introduce

5

an unworthy motive. Nothing, I am
convinced '

The Lady President leaned forward,

and interrupted him.
' Nothing of the kind, Brothor Lan-

celot,' she said, ' could be im])uted to

you, and no one could believe that you
had or could impute unworthy mo-
tives to the defendant. The Court,

indeed, is astonished that the counsel

for the defence could think it neces-

sary even to allude to this clause in

connection with the case.'

' If my learned Brother,' said Bro-

ther Peregrine, gently, ' had heard me
to the end, he would have been spared

the necessity for his protest. Nothing
was farther fi-om my intentions than
to connect the vulgar vice of avarice

with him or with my client. It was
in another sense : the avarice which
would grudge the smallest favours be-

stowed on others, the avarice which is

akin to jealousy, the avarice which
belongs to a too sensitive organisation,

and which wtjuld make of love an ab-

solute servitude, the avarice which is

a sentiment contrary to the spirit of

this illustrious House of Thelema ; it

is concerning thatavarice that I would
have spoken, but I refrain. Better
omit some things, which fiiight be said

than incur the chance of misconcep-

tion or misrepresentation.'

The advocate shook his head and
sighed sadly, as if the stupidity of the

other counsel was the subject of grave
pity. Then he went on again. All
this time the defendant, sitting wrap-
ped in her long robe of gi'ey, wore
her hood di'awn entii-ely over her
head, so that no part of her face could

be seen.

' Let us proceed, and now I shall be

brief. It is written again in the

,

thu-teenth Article :
" Amor raro con-

j

suevit durare vulgatus"—" Love sel-

!
dom lingers when 'tis told. " Ladies,

what more cogent reason for my client

to disguise her preference, to procras-

tinate, to keep all aspirants in doubt
while secretly ' inclining to one 1 In
this case there are two, both Brothers
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of this noble House of Thelema, both

ready to devote themselves assiduously

to this one damoiselle. Why should

she wish her clioice to be divulgated,

if indeed she has already chosen 1,

'

' I will, however, leave this point,

and call your attention to the twenty-

fourth clkuse of the Code, which in a

very remarkable manner bears upon

the case before the Court. " Yerus

amans nihil beatum credit nisi quod

cogitet amanti placere "—" The true

lover believes nothing but what he

believes will please the lady." The

true lover ! Mark those words. Has

it, I ask, pleased my deeply-injured

client to be the subject of this import-

ant trial, to have it even insinuated

that she has infringed the Code of

Love ] The true lover I

'

Here Brother Lancelot sprang to

his feet, and was about to protest,

when the Court ordered him to have

patience.
' I will now only call your attention

to two more clauses,' continued the

counsel for the defence. ' In the

twenty-sixth Article we read :
" Amor

nihil posset lev iter amore denegari "

—

"Love cannot lightly be denied of

love." My Lady Abbess and Sisters

of this Honourable House, what are

we to think of a Brother who is so

lightly turned away from Love '

' I AM NOT !
' shouted Tom, spring-

ing to his feet in a real rage.

This time there was irresistible ap-

plause ; and even Sister Bosalind half

raised her veil as if to give her oppo-

nent one look of gratitude.

' Si—lence in the Court !

' cried the

usher.

Mii-anda did not reprove this mani-

festation, and Brother Peregi-ine,

whose myriad crows'-feet seemed to

twinkle all over, and whose eyes

lio-htened up at the interruption as if

in hope of a good battle of words,

threw his gown behind him and stood

defiant.

But Tom sat down, and the applause

ceased, and the Court awaited the con-

tinuation of the speech.

' What shall we say,' he asked, ' of

one who, because his mistress accepts

the service of others, thinks there is

nothing left for him but to go away
and weep 1 Lastly, ladies, I adduce,

without a word of comment—because

my learned Brother has already dwelt

too long upon this clause, from his

own erroneous point of view—I ad-

duce, and beg you most carefully to

remember, the thirty-first Article, in

which it is asserted that " Unam foe-

minam nihil prohibet a duobusamari"
-^-" Nothing prevents a damoiselle

from being loved by two men." What,
indeed !—or by fifty 1 And what is

this case before us but an exact and
literal illustration of the command-
ment i In acting, as she has Avisely

chosen" to act, my client, I maintain,

has proved herself as learned in the

constitutions of Love as she is, by her

nature and her loveliness, one of

Love's fau-est priestesses.

'My Lady Abbess and Sisters of

this Honourable House, I have said

what seemed to my poor understand-

ing the best to be said. If I have

failed, which I cannot believe, in con-

veying to you, not only the legal as-

pect of the case, which is clear, but

also what may be called the moral as-

pect—I have failed if I have not con-

vinced you of the innocence of my
client, even in thought. My learned

Brother has invited you to find against

her, and to mitigate the penalty. I,

for my part, invite you to find for her,

and to allow her all the honours of a

triumphant success. To his eulogium

I have nothing to add. You, who
value the freedom of your sex—you,

who estimate rightly the value of the

Code by which your conduct is guided,

will accord to my client a fair, an
honourable, and a complete acquit-

tal.'

Brother Peregrine sat down amid
dead silence. There was no applause

at all. His speech was brilliant, elo-

quent, and brilliantly delivered. But
it lacked, w^hat characterised Tom's

less ambitious effort, reality of feeling.
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It was theatrical, tliereforc the effect

was cold.

Miranda asked if the counsel for

the prosecution had anything to say

in reply.

Brother Lancelot said that a great

deal might be spoken in answer to his

learned Brother, but that he should

not inflict a second speech needlessly

upon the Court. He contended only

that his original arguments remained

untouched ; that the adroit attempt

of the counsel for the defence to turn

a legal argument into a personal at-

tack had clearly failed ; that the

clauses which he ingeniously twisted

and tui-ned to suit his case had no-

thing really to do with it ; that in the

interests of order, and in the mainte-

nance of that true freedom which was
the pride and glory of Thelema, he

prayed a conviction, but asked for

mitigation of penalty.

Then he sat down, and the Court
proceeded to deliberate.

The case, which had been begun
almost as a burlesque, or at least as

an unreal revival of an ancient custom,

was now, owing to the pleadings on
either side, assuming a very real in-

terest to the spectators. It was clear

that the feelings of one of the speak-

ers were very real indeed. Of that

there could be no doubt ; and as every-

body knew perfectly well that poor

Tom was only unsuccessful on account

of his poverty, and as it was suspected

that the fair defendant was as ready

to make her open choice of Tom as he
was to offer his suit and service, and
as there appeared in the speech of

Brother Peregrine a ring of flippancy

as if he was only showing his clever-

ness, the sympathies of the audience

were entirely with the prosecution.

Meantime, the Sisters crowded round
the Throne, conferred with the Presi-

dent in whispers, and then there was
an awful pause.

The colloquy lasted a quarter of an
hour, during which everybody on the

terrace talked in whispers.

And then there was a general rustle

of dresses and movement among the
chairs, because the conference of the
Sisters was over, and they were re-

tui-ning to their chairs. But the pages
who had been lying at their feet were
standing now behind them, and the
javelin-men were gathei-ed behind the
Throne, and the trumpeters were on
either side of the President, and the
clerks were collecting all the papers.

Miranda rose and all the Court with
her. Sister Rosalind advanced a step

and stood before the counsel's desk.

At the first word of the President she
threw back her hood and stood as be-

fore, pale, beautiful and resigned.
' Sister Rosalind,' said the Judge, in

the clear full tones of her fine contralto.
' Sister Rosalind, the Court has con-
sidered the case, with the assistance

of the Ladies of Thelema ; we are
unanimously of opinion that the con-
tinuous acceptance of flowers, gloves,

or ribbons from more than one aspirant
is a thing contrary to the Code of

Love. We, therefore, find that you
have been guilty of an infringement of

the law. At the .same time, the Court
is equally unanimous in finding that
you have been led into its infringe-

ment by no unworthy motive, and that
your fair reputation remains unsullied.

The penalty inflicted by the Court is

that you receive an admonition, in
such terms as his courtesy Avill allow,

from the prosecutor in the case, Brother
Lancelot himself. And it is the plea-

sure of this Court that the admonition
be privately administered in this gar-
den. Before the Court rises, I have
to invite our friends' (Miranda looked
round the terrace, full of spectators)
' to the Refectory of the Abbey. Hos-
pitality has ever been the duty of
monastic orders, and here there is no
jourmaigre,'

She stepped down from the Throne.
The trumpets blew : the band struck
up a march : the pages lifted her train

:

Brother Bayard gave her his hand,
and similax-ly escorted the Sisters fol-

lowed. After them marched Desde-
mona herself, her brow knitted with
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legal problems. Then came clerks,

javelin-men, and the usher of the

Court.

The spectators left the terrace and

crowded after the procession, which

made straight for the gi-eat hall.

Nobody was left but Brother Lance-

lot and Sister Rosalind, who was wait-

ing for her admonition. The garden

was quite empty : not a servant, not

a page, was there to see.

' Oh ! Tom,' she cried, throwing off

the cloak and clapping her hands. ' It

was- lovely ; it was something to live

for. What can I do for you for your

beautiful speech ] It was ten times as

good as Mr. Extons—and because you

meant it all,' she added softly.

' Nelly,' said the admonitor, taking

her hands ;
•

' ybu know what I want

vou to give me.

'

She shook her head. ' It can't be

.... Poor old Tom. . . . Poor

Nelly.'
' Then you do love me—Nell—.just

a little ?
'

"

It wanted but this last touch.

'_Ask me no more, for at a breath I yield.'

He had her two hands in his and,

as he spoke, he drew her gently, so

that, without suspecting, her cheek

met his cheek and her lips met his lips.

' Tom I Tom !
' she cried.

' Do you love me, then ; do you

love me, Nell ]
' he persisted.

' Tom—you know I do.'

' And not that other fellow at all ?

'

'No, Tom; not at all. Only you.'

This was a pretty kind of admoni-

tion to bestow upon a penitent which

followed this declaration.

All that need be said, so far as de-

tails go, is that the admonition lasted

but a moment—fleeting indeed are all

the joys of life—and then she forced

her hands from his grasp, and drew

back with a ciy and a start.

' Oh ! Tom. And it can never be.

Because I have got to marry the other

man. No ; it is no iise. Mamma says

so. She writes to me to-day ; she says

that nothing else would persuade her

to let me remain in this place, where
one of the Brothers, a gentleman by
birth, wears a smock-frock, and has

set the irreligious and unchristian ex-

ample of manying a dairymaid. " No
one," she says, " can tell whose princi-

ples may not be subverted by this

awful act of wickedness. " And I am
only to wait until Mr. Exton proposes,

and then to go home at once.'

* Oh ! And you think, Nell, that he
looks like—like pro}X)sing 1

'

' I am sure of it Tom, I am soiTy

to say.'

' And vou think you will marrv
himf

' Yes, I must.
' Oh !' He dug his heel in the turf,

and said savagely ' You miist. "We
shall see.'

When Tom led Nelly to her place

in the Refectory, five minutes later,

she had thrown off" the grey mantle
and hood, as he had discarded the

black gown and square cap : and she

w^as dressed, like the other Sisters, in

complete twelfth century costume

—

armour. Brother Peregrine called it.

She looked bright and pleased ; but

some of the guests, including Lord
Alwyne, thought there was the trace

of a tear upon her cheek. However,
the music was playing, and the feast

was going on merrily, and the cham-
pagne was flowing, and there wei-e so

many delightful girls round him, that

Lord Alwyne had no time to look more
closely.

' This is delightful,"' he said to Des-

demona, next to whom he was sitting.

' This brings back one's youth : this

reminds one of the past. It is like a

dream to see so many lovely girls all

together in the same place. There

is no place like this Abbey of yours :

' Old as 1 am, for ladies' love unfit.

The power of beauty I remember yet.'

I am like La Fontaine. I bask in

their smiles when I can no longer wni
their hearts. Where are my glasses .'

Ah ! glasses

—

bonjouv' hntettes, adit-u

ailiitteM^ as tlie Frenchman said. A
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man's day is done when he wants
;
no doubt, Tom did it with more sol-

glasses to see fair eyes.' i enmity. And the rogue looks as if it

' And your son ?' had not been an unpleasant task. I
' Graveairs is teaching political eco-

1

shall ask Nelly, presently, to tell me
nomy to his daiiymaid. I think,

I
in what terms he bestowed the admo-

Desdemona, that I should have, liked
; nition. What icouM her mother have

myself to administer that admonition ' said V
to Nelly all alone in the garden. But, (To be continued.

)

CHLOE'S THEFT.

A SEVENTEENTH CENTURY SOXG.

(After Herrick.

)

BY WALTER TOWNSEXD.

YOUNG Cupid, wayward wilful boy.

Was trying on a summer's day,

A troop of maidens to decoy.

That he might steal their hearts away.

Through many a mead he lured them all.

But ne'er a maiden captive led.

Till, tired out, he chanced to fall

Asleep, his quiver 'neath his head.

The bow drops from his dimpled hand,

Closed are his mischief loving eyes.

And soon by zephyrs lightly fanned,

The little tyrant harmless lies.

My Chloe chancing there to pass

The roguish urchin soon espied,

And tripping lightly o'er the grass.

Took up the bow from Cupid's side.

With dainty fingers next she drew
The quiver from beneath his head,

And then, as if her power she knew,

She roused him from his mossy bed.

Seeing his quiver on her shoulder.

Poor Cupid stared and rubbed his eyes.

The lovely maiden growing bolder.

Laughing ran off and kept her piize.

Viewing her charms since then I vow.

Without a wound I ne'er depart.

Unseen she draws forth Cupid's bow
And plants fresh arrows in my heai-t.
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THE ACADEMY AND THE GROVE IN CANADA.

BY I. ALLEN JACK, B.C.L.

TX/'HEN the Norsemen, after the

long voyage which tradition

states they made ia Canada, followed

the coast line of the Gulf of St. Law-
rence we wonder what imaginings filled

their minds. Did they hear amidst the

forests, which pressed so closely to the

sea, the voices and the harps of the

bards? Had they no conception that

there might not be near the source of

our great river, among the mountains
and the sea-like lakes, the true Val-

halla, where gods iiicessantly caroused

with heroes? In later times the ghosts

of Hendrick Hudson and his comrades
are said to have awakened the silence

of the hills back from the stream which
claims his name, and surely the

Viking had the right to })eople the

new lone land with his immortals.

We Canadians indeed know at

least of one means whereby is brought
before us at the same time an old

world kingdom and a coy sister col-

ony, who still persists in maintaining
•her independence and her isolation

amid the waves. The ))ottle is un-

corked, and scarcely has the gi-ateful

pop died upon the ear than the air is

redolent with sweet 2)erfume. Surely
the gate of a garden in Portugal has
been opened, and we smell the roses,

and the pomegranates, and the orange

blossoms, not the blubber and the fishy

mists which surround our modern,
not sad but jolly, Andromeda. But
did Cabot find among the breakers

and the fogs anything suggestive of

his distant home, did the tinkling of

the brooks, seeking the sea through
icicles and rocks, bring to his mind
guitars and love songs 1 The planting

of what we well may term the Lahruvi
at Stadacone symbolized one great

idea ever present in the minds of the

French pioneers in Canada ; but
where a French gentleman makes his

home he must have something besides

religion and that is etiquette. For
centuries the Malicites and Micmacs
had filled their stomachswith the ances-

tors of the modern Digby chickens, but
being purely practical savages they
devoured these tempting morsels

solely for the sake of satisfying appe-

tite, and, contrary to good manners,
their ordinary meals and even their

great feasts took place without cere-

mony, alas without even table-cloths.

It was reserved for the genius of

Champlain to originate a society which
he denominated ' L\)rdre de hon temps,'

and for M. Poutrincourt to carry out at

his table the stately observances of

the brotherhood. A grand steward

at Poi't Royal, with napkin on his

shoulder, staff of oflSce in his hand,

and collar of the order about his neck.

A chapel at Tadousac, vnth vested

priest chaunting the mass, and little

bell ringing out the anyelutt. Between
the distant points vast forests, lakes,

rivers, and solitude.

But no, it was not complete soli-

tude, for at rare intervals thei-e were
small communities of dusky human
beings, who spoke but little, and who,
when they spoke, had not much to

tell of their past history or even of

their present lives. The traveller

joui-neying with all the speed of steam

applied to machinery, from Halifax

to Toronto, finds it hard even to at-

tempt to realize the true condition of



THE ACADEMY AND THE OROVE IN CANADA. 4o5

tlio country at the pei-iod to whioli we
liave lefened. It is equally hard to

realize the feelings of a French gen-

tleman of education, living iis a set-

tler in Canada in the early part of the

seventeenth century. His patriotism

would ever make him think of his

dear native land far away ; but stand-

ing in his little clearing, surrounded

on every side hj silent woods, great

stretches of rank marsh, or alder

swamps, he still might feel this too is

France, not La Graiule, France, with

its glorious histories and its living

grandeur, but hi Nouvelh France, with

its unknown future. Tllae fleiir de luce,

growing among the sedges, would '.

Ijring before his mental vision the

showy standard of his nation, and he
well might pictiu-e pleasant cottages, i

springing up from the river terraces,

surrounded with gardens of bright old

world flowers, and tilled with cheerful-

ness and music.

Then there was that portion of his

nature, drawn from his mother's

breast, inhaled from his native air, the

instincts of a gentleman. In that age,

every Frenchman of good standing in

society was a .stickler for etiquette,

and if not fvilly conversant with the

arts and manners of a courtier at

least felt constrained to say and to

act upon the idea conveyed in the

words ' iioble-fse oblige.' The western '

ranger, hunting down the ' red ver- ;

min ' with bowie knife and rifle,

might laugh at the idea, but there is

not the slightest doubt that one-half

the secret of the friendshij? which
existed between the French and In-

dians lay in the fact that the former

treated and considered the latter as

gentlemen. What would Membertou,
;

the Indian sachem and the honoured
j

guest at Port Royal, now say were he '

alive and informed of the treatment of '

liis bi'other across the line 1

We have already touched upon what
may perhaps well be tei'med the lead-

ing idea in the minds of the early colo-
;

uist from France. We can imagine the i

j)ious RecoUet, at the close of the day,

turning towards the now darkened

orient horizon, athwart which he sees

the,; margin of miles and miles of

forest. He chaunts softly to himself,

' Posuuii tenehras, et facta est nox : in

ipsa pertransibunt omnes bestice

sylvoR,'* and he prays, ' Illumine,

qucesumus Domine Dens, tenehras nos-

tras : et totius hujns nociis insiflias Tu
a nolm repelle propitins.^ Through
the whole record of the doings of the

Jesuits and Recollets, from which is

extracted so much of the material of

the early histoiy of Canada, we find

the same devout trust in God, the

same earnest desire to plant the

Church in the New World, the same

determination to gather the children

of the forests within her fold. And?/

after all, the requirements of the age/

and of the place were obvious, and the

early settlers could plainly see that

their duty was to colonize the country

and to christianize the heathen inhabi-

tants. Under all the circumstances

there was but little opportunity

afforded to these pioneers to indulge

in poetic rhapsodies or intellectual

musings. Pegasus generally grazes

in sight of the temples and the homes
of men, and he cares not to be ridden

by any one whose larders are not suffi-

ciently provided, or whose mind is

largely occupied by purely worldly

thoiights. In the infancy of any

colony the labours of the colonists are

chiefly manual, and in the settled por-

tions of old Canada and Acadia the

inhabitants encountered numerous,

varied and exceptional difliculties in

the prosecution of their work. The
constant wars between France and
England, and the frequent cession and

retrocession of territory between the

two nations, resulted in very serious

confusion. The isolated position of

the colony, and the slowness and

difficulties of navigation, were also not

insignificant obstacles, and besides all

' Ps. civ., verse 20.

+ The Collect for Compline, Roman use, and the
Tliird Collect for Evensong in the Prayer Book of

the Church of Eiisiand.
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else we may rest assured that it was
not one whit easier to burn and stump
and drain wild lands in the seven-

teenth than in the nineteenth century.

Nevertheless it is somewhat siiigular

that neither during the earlier nor

even the later periods of French oc-

cupation do we find marked traces

of the growth of intellectual senti-

ments, or expressions of a purely

Canadian character. In other words,

the culture which we perceive is old

world culture, upon which the sui*-

rounding circumstances have made no
impress, and neither the published

prose nor even the ballad literature,

as far as we know them, differ in

spii'it, or even in terms, except those

of a purely descriptive natiire, from
what might have been written in old

France, or Normandy, or Picardy.

We write subject to coirection, for it

cannot be asserted that any strenuous

effort has ever been made to collect

and publish the scattei-ed productions

of those among the cultured French
Canadians and Acadians of the past

who cultivated literature of the lighter

character, of such as should not be

placed under the head of Biography,

History or the Sciences. The subject

is highly interesting, and although

our remarks so far are to some extent

unconnected with the object of this

article, they are at least suggestive,

and, for that reason if for no other,

we would neither revise nor erase

them.

We, who are reaping the har-

vest from seeds which have been
planted and cared for by past genera-

tions ; who see plainly with actual

mortal eyes results which they saw
but dimly with the eyes of the soul,

possess the advantages which they

possessed and are not pressed down by
their trials and privations. The face

of the country is in many respects the

same ; the same broad rivers glide

silently to the sea ; the same cascades

foam and roar among the x-ocks ; the

same wild fowl frequent the lakes and
seaboard, and the same bright fiowers

bloom in the thickets, the mossy dells

and the grassy nooks.

The clearing of large tracts and the

foi'mation of towns and cities certainly

effect striking changes, but these

changes are of a local nature and no
more pi'oduce a really material alter-

ation than does the introduction of a

few foreign plants into a suburban
garden. In almost any part of Ca-

nada, except j)erhaps in the wheat-
growing areas and in the immediate
neighbourhood of the gi"eat cities, a

drive of a few hours will bring you in

contact wdth sceneiy as picturesque as

that which Cartier beheld, and a

short voyage in a canoe will cany you
into the very depths of the primeval

forest. The picturesque features of

the Dominion have never received

the attention which they deserve, and
the future only will prove their in-

fluence upon the development of the

intellects of her people.

The Earl of Dufferin, we think, has

done more than any living man to en-

able us to gi'asp the grandeur and the

vastness of our great North-West, and
to make us feel the value of that distant

territory. The noble Eail, we may
venture to assert, was partly influenced

in what he said upon this subject by
the knowledge that the study and ap-

preciation of the natural beauties of a

country V)y its inhabitants do much to

kindle and sustain their patriotism.

The contemplation of nature in the

earliest ages of human history did more
than this, in short it produced the vari-

ous forms of religion. The sun and
moon, the stars, the bright clouds of

morning, the flashing lightning and
the crashing thunder have each been

objects of adoration. But the heavenly

objects and phenomena have not

monopolized the worship of the hea-

then. The mountains, the rivers, the

streams, or pegai, Doric paged, whence
the \erx appellation pagans is derived,

even the trees and herbs were all re-

vered to a greater or a less extent by
various peoples and atdifl'erent times.

And pantheism itself could not be
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teriiieil miphilosophic, nor w;is it

wholly false in principle. Everything

in visible nature is in a proper sense

the emanation of the Deity, altliough

it is cleai'ly wrong to assume that

every \asible natural object forms a

medium for receiving and transmit-

ting adoration.

But Pan is dead and the nations

are now subject to a higher power,

nor need we criticise too keenly the

weak points in theories and jM-actices

which, we may surely say, were use-

ful for many purposes in the old times

and to the ancient races of mankind.

We have said that Pan is dead, yet is

he truly dead ? No ! even here in

Canada huntsmen and lumberers not

vei'y unfrequently hear awful sounds

in the forest, caused by something in-

visible and unknown. Mayhaps the

old god is but doing once again what
he did in Greece, when he frightened

the Ganls with the hero Brennus at

their head, and gave the word panic

to the dictionaries. No ! at least so

long as Echo lingers among the 8agne-

nay hills and round the slopes of

Massawippi, we cannot think that Pan
is dead.

O ! glorious days spent among the

lotus eaters of Alma Mater, what
pleasant thoughts are carried from
your store of treasures into the woods
of Canada, how they sparkle eithei- in

bright sunshine or deepest forest sha-

dow. The laziest, the stupidest, the

wildest stmlent takes away with him
from college, often unconsciously,

noble, sweet and brilliant ideas and
phrases. Perha})s they lie unused and
undemanded in his mind, but suddenly

they come to life and flutter their

bright plumage before the eyes of their

possessor, or fill his soul with har-

monies. There may possibly be dan-

ger to the reasoning powers in the

study of the ancient Classics, but cer-

tainly the study aflbrds a wonderful

pleasure to the imagination. Truly

the 3^oung man fresh from college, who
has studied to advantage, but who has

not permitted his body to become a

slave to his mind, is among the liappi-

est of mortals. He can say within

himself, ' I have been among the gods,

I have tasted nectar, I have seen the

heavenly lightnings.' From his little

world of ideas he steps into the great

world of realities, but he does not

perceive that they are realities or un-

derstand their actual nature, and,

with Latin spectacles, he gazes through

Greek mists.

But it is profitless to considerthe fan

tasticpeiiormances of imagination run-

ning wild, and it is not our intention to

follow her uncontrolled meanderings.

Our more immediate purpose is to con-

sider the effect of culture when ap-

plied to the contemplation of natural

objects, especially those which are

exhibited in Canada. The little child

who looks upon the cloud, or tree, or

flower feels a sense of pleasure, per-

haps of intense delight. Ask what
pleases him and he points to the ob-

ject, but if you ask why it pleases

him he can only tell you because it is

beautiful, and if you press him fur-

ther his sense of pleasure is lost in be-

wilderment. In course of time, in-

deed, nursery legends and old folk lore,

and perhaps bits of popular science,

aid him in selecting special objects

and weaving threads of innocent ro-

mance about such objects, and sur-

rounding them with an interest or

beauty other than such as is compre-

hended in colour, form or texture.

He rises early on Easter morning to

see the sun dancing in the sky, and he

thinks that the stars are angels' eyes.

He believes most firmly in the man
banished to the moon for gathering-

sticks on the sabbath. So the toad-

stools to him are fairies' tables, and

bluets fairies' eyes, and he loves to

discern the forms of the clustering

doves in the columbine. The scold-

ing, impudent thrush, Turdus Migra-

toriiis, finds favour with the Canadian

child upon the false pretence that the

bird is robin red breast who took such

a kindly interest in the babes of the

wood.
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When Billie Winkie comes in the

i^loaming he finds a bairnie very tired

and very sleepy, and small wonder.

All day long he has been ti-avelling,

now hei'e, now there, testing with the

l)iitter-cup his love for butter, telling

the time from the dandelion run to

seed, and exercisinir his little brain in

conning over jJretty fancies quite as

much as his little legs in running after

birds, and butterflies and flowers.

We cannot here dwell at any length

upon the influence which is exercised in
( "anada upon the develoj^ment of the

imaginative faculties by imniigration

from various parts of Europe, but we
doubtless are largely indebted to old

world countries, perhaps especially to

Ireland, Scotland and Germany, for

many pleasant and curious fancies.

The obstacle which i-unning water
presents to the banshee has pi-evented

that melancholy spirit from making
its apjjearance here, and without a
really valid reason the djines, the

gnomes, the pixies, and the nixies

have preferred to remain in the old

lands. But though the special imper-

sonifications of natural superstition

are not alleged to be visible in our
fields, or caves or waters, most of the
fancies which have emanated from the

same or kindred soiirces as these cre-

ations, find favour with our people
and are not without a fair amount of

influence. We have incidentally re-

ferred to some such fancies as finding

supporters among children, but emi-
nently practical as Canadians are, and
sceptical as some of these are disposed

to be, w^e do not believe that even
when they have passed the age of

legal infancy they ever will cease to

recognise the influence of superstitious

practices and notions of the kind to

which we have adverted. When,
from Loxiisbourg to the Pacific coast,

there cannot be found a maiden in-

clined to try her fate by the old test

of the Marguerite, we may rest as-

sured that love and marriage will be
no more, and that tribulations are

ahead. But surely those who delight

in mysterious surroundings may take
heart, at least while Captain Kidd's
treasures are unfound, and that bold

buccaneer knew well how to hide.

One searcher, gifted rather with the

punster's instinct than the seei-'s vision,

sought the prize on Goat Island, and
there is scarcely a secluded cove on
the Atlantic coast of Nova Scotia, or

along the shores of the bay of Fundy,
where the treasure hunters have not

been. We once heard an Irish wo-
man tell of a donkey which perambu-
lated about a store of buried gold,

breathing flames of fire. Commander
Kidd has never, we believe, been hon-

oured by so singular a spectre, but if

the bearers of mineral rods and the

midnight delvers tell the truth, his ill-

gotten gold is well guarded by very

black and very noisy spirits. Yes,

and there are other spirits than these

awful sentinels. Ghosts of murder-
ers and of their victims flit through
the forests, and weird lights are seen

in deserted houses in Canada as else-

where. Apart, however, from the in-

fluence of such subjects as we have
been discussing, various writei'S, es-

pecially the poets, have impressed

upon our minds ideas which seem in-

separably connected with natural ob-

jects, phenomena or scenes, ideas

which may be legendary or supersti-

tious, or morbid, or simply fanciful,

or sublime and dimly comprehensible.

A calm moonlit night almost forces

the beholder to quote from the Mer-
chant of Venice, or at least to talk of

the 'daylight sick.' Add but the

clouds hurried by the wind, and lo !

there is Sintram in the garden with

the evil one picking snails. Fi'om the

sheet of water a hand uprises as in

the Morte d'Arthur, to grasp Excalli-

bur, or as in Undine, to clutch the

jewels, or, still more weirdly, as de-

scribed by Southey.* Bryant has

• And he drew off Abdaldar's ring-,

And cast, it in tlie gulf.

A skinny hand came up
And cauglit it as it fell.

And peals of devilish laughter shouk the cave.'

—Tlialaba, Book v.. stanza 38.
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luade the flying wild fowl a living

poem, which lifts the soul above the

earth and carries it to unknown
realms. So Horace 8mith translates

the sermons which the flowers have

ever preached, but which some, at

least, had not the power to undei-stand.

Again, no lover of Scott with a fair

memory can sail among the craggy

lakes of the Maritime Provinces with-

out calling to mind numerous lines

and verses of that poet, and without

feeling inclined to laalf shut his eyes

when he beholds a homespun petti-

coat in a dug-out, and to try and ima-

gine that the rustic paddler is fail"

Ellen.

We might multiply ilkistrations,

but it is unnecessary, for they must
occur to every reader, althoiigh he

may be only half conscious of the in-

fluence which other men's thoughts

exercise upon his perceptive faculties.

We have been referring especially to

the influence in this regard of modern
and chiefly of English writers, yet we
have no reason whatever to confine

our remarks within a circle so circum-

scribed.

As most of us are tolerably famil-

iar with the modern pantomime, and
the mechanical resources of the stage,

it is not unlikely that we would scru-

tinize the tree into which a flying

nymph had leaped in expectation of

finding springs and hinges, and wonld
not admit with Ovid a metamorphosis.

But scepticism as to the actual accom-

plishment of seeming impossibilities is

one thing, contemplation of the ideas

which are produced by or involved in

their assumed accomplishment is quite

another. It is, therefore, no very

diflicult task for a classical scholar of

the poetic type to treasure the phen-

omena of heathen mythology as so

many didactic instruments of beauty,

without feeling that his belief in abso-

lute truth is in any sense shaken. Na-
tural science has been the stumbling

block of many a good man, but it is

QOticeable that the serious study of

Cxreek and Latin, notwithstanding it

involves an intimate acquaintance

with Jupiter, Apollo, Venus and
Diana, the demons of the early church,

although it may subvert a man's mor-

ality, rarely .or never weakens his

faith. The members of the Pantheon
have indeed done good service for art,

Chi-istian as well as profane, and it

will certainly be very long before

their power becomes extinct. But,

turning aside from the mythologies,

let us briefly consider the influence

wdiich the beautiful ideas and language

occurring in Greek and Latin woiks
exercise upon the appreciative or ar-

tistic faculties. Every student re-

members the two w^ords used by Homer
in describing the sea, which may be

rendered in English simply ' the much
roaring sea,' but which, when pro-

nounced in Greek, convey at the same
time the sounds of the incoming wave,

of its thunder against the rocks, and
of its hissing, seething retreat along

the sand and pebbles.

Turn to the Prometheus Vinctus of

xEschylus, and to the sea again. But
it is not tossing, and booming and
seething now. It is the ' aneritJnnon

g/ausrna,' the countless smile of the sea^

begotten waves, of ocean's gentle un-

dulations, which the hapless victim

apostrophises. Such are the ideas

which possess the mind of the student

tourist as he views the great expanse

of moving water from Brier Island or

Louisbourg, and such the words which

he cannot but employ. It is, perhaps,

like passing from the sublime to the

ridiculous, but we trust the reader

will forgive us if we leave the

grand old ocean and turn our atten-

tion to humbler but more familiar

objects.

Daylight is dying, and the shadows

are deepening and lengthening be-

neath the spruces, the crane is taking

his slow flight into the thick forest,

the cows are listlessly moving home-
ward, and the swallow is swiftly wing-

ing his way fcr the la.st time around

the lake. Suddenly a chorus is heard

from the marshes :
—

' £t reterem in
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limo ranee cecinere qu-crdam,'''' the fro<^s

in the slime have sung their old com-

plaint. Lo Virgil is up in the clear-

ing, obtaining statistics for a new
edition of the Georgics, and here in

the reeds are the Lycian boors who
would not let Latona quench her

thirst, but muddied and jumped into

the water, and were in consequence

changed into—Canadian nightingales.

And Aristophanes, did he not write

much about these noisj fellows and
give us the very words of one of their

choruses, ' Greek ree grex ki ax, ki ax ?

'

Horace also has something to say of

them, and not much in their favour

—

' Mali culices ranceque pidnsfres aver-

tunt somnos,'^'^ the wicked gnats, we
would say mosquitoes, and the marsh
frogs drive away ofir slumbers. Surely

the poet was not journeying to Brun-
disinum, but rather from Grand Falls

to Riviere du Loup, and stopped for

the night at Timiscouata. To fui'ther

illustrate the truth of the theory

which we have been urging, that the

man who slips from the Academy
infco the Grove carries with him a

goodly number of classical notions

which he cannot but use, we now pro-

pose to do a very desperate thing, and
that is to cite the scientists as witnes-

ses. From the lowest depths of the

coal-pits we hear the protests of the

geologists that they are not senti-

mentalists, but they do not tell the

truth. Perhaps the gentleman who
named the ancient deep mawed Cana-

dian lizard ' Batlmgnathus Borealis
'

gave to his fellow-countrymen a jaw
breaker rather than a sentiment, but

we defy him to deny that the whole

system of geological {)hrasiology is

replete with sentimentality. So too

the grave-faced chemist, working
among smoke, retorts and crucibles

;

the asti'onomei', with his eyes fixed

upon the distant stars, and the phy-

siologist, with scalpel in his bloody

hand, have each his flirtation with

^ Virgil Georgics, Book I., line 378.
' Horace ' Iter Brundisiniim,' lines 14 and 15.

the muses. But of all scientific men
the botanist ranks first as the retailer

of sentiment. It is he who found
' Arathusa' and ^ Calypso,^ lifting their

sweet, pink faces from among the

moss. Like the Prince in the fairy

tale, he discovered, not indeed the

slipper of Cinderella, but the buskin
of Venus, and it is he who can point

out the fly-trap and the mirror of that

goddess. The unlearned reader might
well conclude that ' monesis unijfora

'

is in part an Indian name, but he
would be wrong, for ' monesis ' is

purely Greek, and it means the single

desire.* Would it not be advisable

for our large array of lovely Canadian
spinstei-s to prevent botanical gentle-

men from wandering into the woods
and losing their hearts to the flowers ?

We have endeavoured to give some
idea of the various influences which
control the thoughts of those among us

who hold communion with nature, and
to analyze the incense which is some-

times burned in Canadian forests.

Can it be said that the intellectual

ichor of Pan is drained quite dry. We
think not, we believe that our Cana-
dian lakes and rivers, clifis and valleys,

trees and flowers, have something to

give us in return for the pretty bor-

rowed compliments whicli we con-

tinually are offering them.

That natural features and objects

are very important factors in the pro

duction of literary works is undeniable.

Walter Scott most cei'tainly felt their

power, and so did Washington Irving

and Nathaniel HaAvthorne, and every-

one must admit that some of the poems
of Joaquin Miller are permeated with

the sights and sounds and even the

very odours of the Sierras. We admit

that these writers are to a large ex-

tent descriptive, but we contend that,

even when they are not pretending to

*The Arcthusa, CalypxoMtA the Veiius's Buskin,
Mocasin Flower, Lady's Slipper or C.vpripedium, are

Orchids ; the Venus's Fl.v Trap is one of the Sun-
dews ; the Venus's Looking Glass is a Campanula, and
the Monesis Uniflora is a very beautiful member of

the Heath family. All these flowers grow wild in

Canada.
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descril)e, they show tliat tlieii- iniuds

are hirgely trained by natural sui-

i-oundings, and we venture to assert

tliat the same thing may be said of

the gi-eater number of literary men.

Henri Van Laun, in the introduction

to his interesting History of French
Literature, writes truthfully and
succinctly upon this point. ' To i-ead

the woi-k of a German as we should

read the work of an Italian, ignoring

the features in each which are at-

tributable to the sky beneath which
they were born, and the scenery

amidst which their ideas have taken

shape, woiild be to read with closed

eyes, and a mind wilfully insensible

to one of the greatest allurements of

literature. And this is true, not only

of works which confessedly depend for

their interest upon descriptions of

external nature, or in which the con-

ditions of climate and the impi'essions

of physical surroundings are con-

stantly being drawn upon for the pur-

pose of illustration, l»ut also of those

more subtle and less manifest phases

of the human intellect and imagina-
tion, which reveal themselves in

manner and in mannerism, in various

degrees of sinightliness and of sobriety,

in richness or in poverty of thought,

but which are none the less a result of

the modifying influence of nature.'

The more we learn to appreciate the

beauty of the objects which surround
us the better able will we be to extract

from these ideas not only beautiful

but useful. • If we have but faith in

our own resom-ces there need be no
doubt that we can produce a literatvire

which will be at the same time excel-

lent and essentially Canadian.

PROCRASTINATION,

BY MARTIN J. GRIFFIN.

Green grew the gracious buds of May,
Upon the gloomy wall-side willows

—

" Ere leaves " I said " be green and grey.

Upon my breast her head she pillows."

Green glowed the shining summer leaves.

The waving wall-side willows over

—

" Ye shall not fall, my heart believes.

Ere I shall be a happy lover."

The summer burned itself awaj^

And I was still but one half hearted
;

I watched my trees one autumn day,

And leaves and love had all depai-ted.



462 THE WINNING CARD.

THE WINNING CARD.

BY EDGAR FAWCETT.

AMONG the earlier years of his

manhood, Osmund Faulkner

.doubtless merited the name of a man
about town. He was of personal at-

tractiveness, if by no means handsome

;

he enjoyed an ample inherited income,

and what we usually term social quali-

ties were among his unquestioned pos-

sessions. Naturally people sought him,

and naturally he enjoyed being sought.

It became, in the com-se of a few years,

:i somewhat common thing to say of

Faulkner that he was extremely fastid-

ious regarding women. People had no

reference, however, to that dainty ar-

rogance which sometimes shows itself

among fashionable favourites. Faulk-

ner's fastidiousness was never obtru-

sive ; when in the society of women
he perpetually sought to hide it, and

often with sad lack of success. Among
the feminine flowers he was a kind of

well-conducted butterfly : he fluttered

politely but rather distantly about the

dahlias and hollyhocks, not by any
means saying ' I am in quest of a real

rose,' but implying it through a sort of

involuntary remoteness.

The real rose was rather tardy in

appearing ; but there is no doubt that

when he at last beheld her Faulkner

paid devoted tribute to her genuine-

ness. Miss Pauline Delapratte was
undoubtedly beautiful ; she had starry

gray eyes, and chestnut hair, with an
occasional golden thread thi'ough its

flossy luxiu'iance, and both in face and

figure she was of that ethereally deli-

cate type wT-th which the word patri-

cian seems in especial harmony. Faulk-

ner was rather tu'ed of New York
society when Miss Delapratte, fresh

from Eui-ope, and only nineteen years

of age, appeared like a delightful re-

quest for him to linger a little longer

among ball-room follies. Everything

about her was sunnily and musically

new to him. She was pui-e nature,

charming jiiquancy, lovely reality, and
at the same time she held all these

beneath the restraint of a delicious

high-bred elegance that made him
think of the polish on snowiest un-

veined marble.

Faulkner fell very deeply in love.

He went home, one night, after having

passed hours in Miss Delapratte's

society, and lay awake, thrilled by a

truly divine enthusiasm. Miss Dela-

pratte was the incarnate ideal, the

vague rosy dream that had seemed so

unrealizable. The goddess had stepped

down from her cloud. At least, to be

more px'osaic, Faulkner had no hesita-

tion in believing that she would step

down whenever he choose to ask her.

When they next met she was sur-

rounded by devotees, and Faulkner

got few chances of even exchanging a

word with her. She had become what
is called a great belle, and the honour

of her notice at difi"erent entertain-

ments was quite stoutly fought after.

Faulkner felt like one who stretches

out his hand to pluck some handsome
fi'uit and hears a bevy of wasps buzz

their defiance. Several evenings passed,

during which society continued its ex-

asperating monopoly. At last Faulk-

ner saw his opportunity and made a

kind of emotional grab at it. There is

no doubt that he bore Miss Delapratte

into a certain conservatory, one even-

ing, with the hope of being able to

make her a decent offer of marriage

while the present waltz was in pro
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gress ; for when it stopiied she h;i<l

given somebody else the right of simi-

larly aVjducting her.

Faulkner, considering temporal limi-

tations, behiived admirably. All the

while lu' spoke there seemed to him a

droll {)arallelism between his own case

and that of one who gulps down an
exceedingly savory meal in momentary
expectation of a tolled bell and a start-

inw train. But his case lost all sug-

gestion of humour when Miss Dela-

pratte, dealing him a blow of astonish-

ment which was also a pang of actual

agony, told him that she had, a few
hours ago, become engaged to a certain

gentleman, a person of wealth and dis-

tinction, whom Faulkner well knew.
3Iiss Delapratte's engagement was

an affair of purest woi'ldliness. Her
mothei-, an ambitioiTS woman, desired

it, and Mrs. Delapratte was a person

whose will could produce an immense
coei'cive strength, if necessary, upon
that of her daughter. Pauline was
most certainly in love with Faulkner
on the evening he offered himself, but

for her suddenly to have flung ofi" the

maternal yoke would have been to face

conditions of existence almost terrify-

ing in their novelty.

Faulkner never guessed the truth

till after she had become Mrs. Hamil-
ton. Pauline went abroad a few
months subsequent to her mai'riage,

and returned, three years later, a wo-
man whose faded face and general

look of being prematurely aged, still

retained, like a sweet persistent fra-

grance, the old fascination. Pauline's

mother was now dead. She had no
near relations, though a host of so-

called friends on either continent. It

was said of her husband and herself

that they lived together in great un-

happiness. Veritably, this woman had
bold herself for a\ mess of pottage.

Her life, when she contemplated its

thwarted dreaiiness, seemed to her like

the stairway in 'some ruin, which still

leads upward, but leads only to empti-

ness. Every woman worthy of the

name, yearns toward some ideal emo-

tional happiness ; but in the case of

this one, whose own marriage vows
had sounded to herself like an insolent

blasphemy, such happiness had long
ago assumed a positive colour, a defin-

ate shape. The tendrils and fibres of

her nature had reached out toward no
imagined support; they had rather

been rudely torn away from a realized

and satisfying one.

It is not strange that after this re-

turn from Europe, Faulkner and Mrs.
Hamilton saw much of one another.

These interviews were sometimes a pas-

sionate pain to both; for the love which
Faulkner had felt was of that granite
strength which time only mosses over
with tendermemories, not of the clayey
sort that absence and change, like the
subtle tooth of moisture, can crumble
and decay. Far more of discomfort
than pleasure came from these inter-

views, often repeated though they
were. It seemed to both that the
words of either were often but hol-

low concealments through which, like

streams beneath causeways, flowed
some perpetual dark current of regi-et,

of melancholy or of reproach. It may
be urged that when a man and woman
agree, after this fashion, to play with
psychical explosives, for both of them
there is always a sense of danger in the
atmosphere, like a premature smell of

gunpowder. But in the case of Faulk-
ner and Mrs. Hamilton no such feeling

existed. Faulkner knew thoroughly
the woman with whom he had to deal,

and had grown well accustomed to the
thought that though the passion of

either was still full enough of vital fire,

decorum,like some iron trellis-work very
open to daylight, lifted between them
its blended fragility and strength. A
dramatic scene terminated these visits

of Faulkner's, but it was one in which
he himself played no part. All, in

truth, that he ever clearly knew was
the fact of Mrs. Hamilton being sud-

denly taken once more to Europe bv
her husband. He never saw her again.

Two years elapsed, during which he
heard no word concernincr even her
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Avhereabouts. Finally a letter, whicli

might be said to have reached him

from her death-l)ed in Florence, ap-

palled Faulkner by its unexpectedness.

Veiy soon afterward the news of Mrs.

Hamilton's death came to her Ameri-

can friends.

No one ever saw that letter of the

dying woman to the man whom she

had so mistakenly omitted giving name
and wifely trust. But its chief pur-

port doubtless concerned the future

of Mrs. Hamilton's infant daughter,

named after herself, Pauline; and there

can be no question that the thought

of this child's future education under

the care of a man whom she believed

one mass of callous vv orldliness, was

to the poor wife a pang worse than

any which either death or disease

might inflict.

Whatever she requested Faulkner

to do, however, he most absolutely

shrank from doing ; and this was no

doubt because he felt that any inter-

ference on his part between father and

child would be a role strongly tinged

with the ludicrous. Shortly after Mrs.

Hamilton's death he went abroad, but

made no attempt whatever to fall in

with Mr. Hamilton and his little Pau-

line. Faulkner remained abi-oad many
vears. It is even doubtful whethei-

he would even have returned if the

death of a rather distant relative, leav-

ing him another fortune which he did

not at all desire, had not called him
once more to America.

He was now usually spoken of as an

elderly man, not being yet supposed to

have lost interest in all the vanities,

but understood to look upon them un-

temptedly, like a person set before a

palatable supper with his memories of

having dined still definitely assertive.

Faulkner was in fact but eight-and-

fortv, though an enemy might have

dated his birth ten years back "wath a

fail' confidence in gaining believers.

His hail- was of a very positive gray-

ness, and his mustache and beard were

both almost thoroughly white. A
closer £:lance than ordinarv told vou

that these were premature signs, foi-

his complexion, always remarkably
clear and healthful, still preserved a
beautiful freshness, and there was a

soft richness about the blue of his un-

dimmed eyes that made their limpid
colour contrast admirably with the
whitened beard beneath. ' I think he
is the handsomest old man I ever saw,'

declared the young daughter of one of

Faulkner's old friends, who had been
permitted to see the gentleman Avith

whom mamma used to dance at par-

ties, shortly after his return to Ame-
rica. ' For shame, Gertrude,' re-

proved mamma. ' He is not an old

man. I should think any clever bar-

ber might sigh for him, as a thrower
away of brilliant possibilities.'

Biit Faulkner felt exceedingly old

when he went about among his New
York acquaintance. Sometimes it

would happen that Maria, whom he
had left a tyro at walking, would be
having gentlemen callers, full-fledged

in her twenties, while he sat with her

parents discreetly at a distance, so that

some eligible young adherent might
receive every possible chance. For
some little time he refrained fi'om

even asking after the Hamiltons, and
at length received a shock on learning

that Mr. Hamilton returned from
Europe with his daughter a long while

ago, that he had died several years

since, and that Miss Paiiline Hamilton
was now living with a certain elderly

cousin of hers, a Mi*s. Fortescue Jones.

Faulkner had a pronounced recol-

lection of Mrs. Fortescue Jones in

New York society previous to that

lady's mariiage. An actiial shiver ran

through him as he thought first of a

certain letter and next of how com-
pletely one of its requests had been

neglected. But he excused himself, at

least partially, by the reflection that

he had been wholly ignorant, for years

past, of Mr. Hamilton's death.

Almost immediately after learning

these facts, Faulkner called at Mrs.

Fortescue Jones'. He asked at the

door for both Miss Hamilton and her-
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self. It was about nine o'clock in the

evening. He found himself, present-

ly, in a brilliantly-lit drawing-room,

vacant of all occupants. Clay voices

and a certain unmistakable clatter,

however, soon broke upon liLs ears.

In an adjacent room, behind closed

glass doors, a dinner was in progress.

The servant soon returned and told

Faulkner that both Mrs. Jones and
Miss Hamilton were dining, but that

they would very soon be finished din-

ner and appear. About five minutes

later the glass doors were rather noisi-

ly opened and a bevy of gorgeous-clad

ladies came forth. Mrs. Fortescue

Jones, a very thin person with reddLsh

contiplexion and neai-ly total lack of

eyebrows, could not fail to be recog-

nizable through early remembrances.

As the group advanced she separated

herself from it, and was soon besto\\dng

upon Faulkner a kind of frosty cordi-

ality. They had never been friends

of old ; he had always considered her

unendurably vulgar as Miss Babbling-

ton, and had perhaps on certain occa-

sions been unconsciously slighting to-

ward her.

' It's almost like seeing a ghost, you
know,' said Mrs. Fortescue Jones,

whose thin red neck was blazing with

diamonds and whose dinner-dress was
a marvel of vari-coloured silks. Even
.as a young girl this woman had seemed
to Faulkner like a person in whom
natural craving for enjoyment was a

morbid diseased appetite ; but now,
when he looked at her face, thinned

and faded with late hours and un-

wholesome living, and wine-reddened

at the same time into a kind of pur-

plish pink, the impression of her being

goaded by some attendant fury into

perpetual excess of enjoyment, forci-

bly touched him. ' I don't mean that

I'd dreamed of forgetting you,' pro-

ceeded Mrs. Jones. ' Oh, dear, no

;

far from that. But then so much is

happening all the time, don't you
know, that even the events of yester-

day actually escape one ; and it's years

(isn't it?) since we met. Of course

6

you want to see Pauline,' now finished

]Mrs. Jones, who possibly knew more
of a certain past attachment than the

world at large. Mrs. Jones noticeably

lowered her voice. ' The dear gii'l is

so like her mother.' Then the voice

was a great deal heightened again, and
the name ' Pauline ' was somewhat
loudly called.

A girlish figure left a group of

ladies and came gracefully forward.

Pauline Hamilton's resemblance to her

mother had for Faulkner an almost

terrible exactitude the moment that

his eyes met her face. There was the

same indescribably elegant poise of the

head ; the same starry eyes ; the same
general delicacy of colouring. If he
missed anything keenly it was in the

voice with which she presently spoke

to him. Mrs. Jones almost at once

left them alone together, and they were
soon seated side by side.

' I have been a great wanderer in

out-of-the-way places,' Faulkner said.

' Perhaps it will seem strange to you
that all knowledge of your father's

death should have escaped me until

very recently.'

' Is it really true ?
" said Pauline,

with a good deal of surprise. ' Poor
papa,' she went on, looking down for

a moment at some x'osebuds that she

held in a beautiful disordered bunch
;

' he died an age ago. Yes, I'm quite

alone, now, Mr. Faulkner, except for

cousin Lydia—Mrs. Jones, you know.

She is very gay and fashionable, and
never will hear of my staying home
from anywhere.'

' I can readily undei'stand that,'

said Faulkner, with a certain dryness.

But a moment later he leaned near

Pauline and proceeded, with brighten-

ing eyes :

' I hope you have not thought me
shamefully neglectful. You see, I

know of the letter that you were to

open on your eighteenth birthday. I

am sure that your mother, in that let-

ter, wrote as though during all those

years I must have been near you and
watchful of your welfare in so far as
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my power permitted. But you must
not think hard of uie for having so

shirked the charge. I felt that your

father was your natural protector
; I

felt that for me to exercise such vigil-

ance might give rise to unpleasant

comments .... might, in short

. . . . well, Pauline, you will un-

derstand just what my feelings were,

I am sure.'

Faulkner's blue eyes were beaming
with a most tender radiance as he

hesitatingly ended, and. while Pauline's

met them the beauty of this man's

face, where youth and maturity were

so strongly blended, must have im-

pressed her with vividness. She at

once answered him, leaning her grace-

ful head a little forward and looking

her mother's actual image.
' Oh, I do understand you perfectly,

Mr. Faulkner. I think you have be-

haved quite right, I am sure. Poor
dear mamma made a mistake if she

supposed that papa would not have
minded any such arrangement. And
you must believe that I have been very

far from blaming you—very far in-

deed.'

Somehow, without knowing why,
Faulkner felt his inner self recoil from
these words as from some wounding
force. They resembled the true sym-
pathetic stufiF that he wanted as some
cleverly painted flower-petal might re-

semble the original balmy texture.

What was missing? He scarcely knew.
. . . Was it a spontaneous interest

in the present subject, a reverent

memoi-ial feeling toward her dead
mother, and the letter wi'itten by that

dead mother's hand, which should have
shown itself Avith an instantaneous

certainty, like the unmistakable flash of

water when we seek it among trees 1

There are some few things in life so

sensitively sacred that hypocrisy can-

not handle them without detection, no
matter how efficiently it is gloved.

But if any thought of real hypocrisy

crossed Faulkner's mind he at once dis-

missed it. There was a hardness and

coldn( ss about this Pauline which no

amount of worldly training had ever
wrought in her predecessor. And yet
such hardness and coldness might be-

long only to the surface. Or was the
form alone her mother's and the nature
purely paternal ?

Faulkner now made an effort and
said warmly :

' We shall make up for lost time,

shall we not, in becoming fast friends ']
'

' Yes, indeed, if you want.' Still

the same lack of what somehow ought
to be ; still the same dissonance be-

tween the words and tone. It was
like striking what we believe silver,

and finding a much duller, lead-sug-

gesting sound. A very little later

Mrs. Jones came fluttering up, all

smiles and abnormal pinkness and jew-

elry. She asked Faulkner in extreme-

ly sweet tones what he thought of

her dear girl—the dear girl being, of

course, Pauline. She took Pauline's

hand in hers, and px-esently, as though
this were not a deep enough proof of

affection, encircled her young cousin's

neck with one arm. She always had
a great deal to say, and after a certain

fashion talked well. Her conversation

was like a cloth with some tarnished

tinsel thread in it that never really

glistens, though you constantly expect

this ; real humour or wit were wholly

wanting, but their place was occupied

by an odd likeness to both. Faulkner
found her keenly wearisome. He
wanted to be alone a little longer with

Pauline.

The gentlemen at length came from

the dining-room, where, after our pret-

ty American custom, they had been

smoking to their heart's content. No
Mr. Fortescue Jones being in existence,

Mrs. Jones was usually ' assisted ' in

her dinner-parties by a certain red-

whiskered Englishman much sought

after throughout fashionable circles.

Plis name was Courtenay ; and it was
generally believed of him that he had
been of gi-eat account in his own
country. He was very large of stature,

almost scarlet of visage, slightly fop-

pish in di'ess and an incessant laugher.
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It was quite in oixler to s{)eak of liini

as capital coin[)any and to eulogis<! his

inexliaustiVjle ' spirits.' To Faulkner,

wlio had some beloved English friends

in past years, he was somehow actual-

ly brutal. It was a pain to have the

man seat himself beside Pauline and
very quickly begin a great boisterous

laughing-tit. Pauline joined quite

heartily, and at once, in the midst of

the laugh, made Faulkner and Mr.
Courtenay acquainted. The conversa-

tion now became something in which
Faulkner could not join. Both Pau-

line and her English friend addressed

him. They were telling an anecdote

about some people quite unknown to

its hearer and a recital which was all

one gossipy vulgarity from beginning

to end. A little later Faulkner rose

to go. He pressed Pauline's hand
warmly within his own at parting.

' I shall drop in upon you some after-

noon when you are all alone,' he said,

in low tones. ' Pray, do,' she said,

with a smile that seemed to beam upon
him out of the past ; but the voice

with which she spoke was not the other

Pauline's.

It was several weeks before Faulk-

ner came again, however ; for a severe

attack of illness, which at one time

threatened to end in a fatal pneumo-
nia, ke})t him absent. Not a few of

his old friends were most considerately

attentive during this illness, but no
news of it reached the ears of Mrs.

Jones or Pauline. One afternoon he

presented himself at Mrs. Jones' house,

not asking for this lady, however, but

for her younger cousin. Pauline was
at home, and presently came down to

receive him. His appearance more
than startled her. 'You have been ill,'

she exclaimed, while they shook hands.
' I have been very ill,' he said, smil-

ing, ' but I am mending now. ' And
then he told her of his attack, while

she listened with a sweet show of in-

terest.

' You must stay and dine with us,'

she at length said, and then paused
abruptly, with a glance down at the

costly dress in which she was attired.
' I liad forgotten that I am engaged to

dine with cousin Lydia at Mr. Courte-
nay's sister's this evening.'

There was a silence, and then Faulk-
ner said, in his calm way :

' Pardon
me, Pauline, but are you quite sure
that this person is Mr. Courtenay's
sister 1

'

' Why, Mr. Faulkner, what can you
possibly mean?'

' During my sickness I have had
certain old friends drop in upon me,'

Faulkner's low voice proceeded. ' They
arc people mostly imknown to the
fashionable Mrs. Fortescue Jones, but
they watch her fi*om afar, so to speak,

and a number of the persons, likewise,

who comprise what is called her set.

Unpleasant statements are current re-

garding this Mr. Courtenay and the
woman whom he calls his sister. You
had better ask Mrs. Jones about the

reports. I think she must have heard
them, even if she disbelieves them.'

' This is very strange,' murmured
Pauline. ' I don't know what to make
of it. Cousin Lydia is so particular,

usually, that. . .
.'

' Ah, there you are wrong,' inter-

rupted Faulkner, with placid decision.

' Your cousin is not particular at all,

in a proper sense. She is a very great

snob, I cannot help telling you but in

a fast and vulgar way. I know a
number of people, Pauline—some of

them your mother's old friends—who
are imwilling to keep up more than a
most distant acquaintance with Mrs.
Jones.

'

Pauline's face glowed indignantly

as Faulkner finished, and her gi'ay

eyes were sparkling, under knitted

broWs, with no pleasant light. * You
have not the right,' she exclaimed, ' to

say these things of one whom I like

very much and who has been very
kind to me.'

' I think,' said Faulkner, slowly
;

' that the past gives me sl^ch right,

Pauline. As for your cousin having
been kind to you, a little reflection on
plain facts might relieve you from any
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such impression. With all her fine

diamonds and handsome furniture, it

is said of Mrs. Jones that she some-

times needs ready money rather wo-

fully. Look me in the face, Pauline,

a ud answer truly. Does not your own

] )rivate income manage this liousehold

almost entirely. Is there not a mere

pretext of mutually dividing expenses?

Ah, your colour deepens. . . Let

me be moi"e severe, Pauline; it is being

cruel, you know, for kindness' sake. .

Are you not a mei'e plaything in the

hands of this foolish, flippant, extrava-

gant woman, your money ministering

to her pleasures while your young life

is soiled by an incessant contact with

her sordid, almost gi'imy worldli-

ness]'

Faulkner spoke ^vith tranquillity

yet with an immense earnestness, and
as these last words left his lips he laid

one reached-out hand softly upon Paul-

ine's wrist. But she drew her own
hand away most rudely, and rose up
with an angiy agitation, tears glitter-

ing in her eyes.

' It is shameful to say such things,'

she cried. ' You know they are not

true. And even if they are, is not my
money my own, to do with it as I

choose 1 I welcomed you as mamma's
old friend—as the dear friend spoken

of in her letter --but I did not sup-

pose
'

She broke off, here, and sank back

again into her seat. Without know-

ing the force of his own look, Faulkner

had silenced upon her lips all further

words of reproach. If Pauline Ham-
ilton had been successfully deadening

conscience for some years past, this

man's few words had broken upon its

torpor wn.tli the keenness of an assail-

ing spear. Faulkner now rose in his

turn and took a seat very close beside

Pauline.
' You must feel that I have only one

motive in speaking as I have done,'

he said, with soft solemnity. ' The
atmosphere surrounding you is moral-

ly poisonoiis.' He now rose again,

with abruptness. ' I don't want to

preach, however. I have always found
that a few words to the point are by
far the strongest stimulus toward any
needed reflection. In a day or two I

will come again ;
' and he named a cer-

tain hour of a certain day. ' Will
that be convenient 1 ' he asked.

She did not answer him at first, nor
look upon him. But when her eyes

were presently turned upon his face,

he saw that they swam in tears. She
rose again and gave him her hand.
' Yes,' she said, brokenly. ' I— 1 al-

most feel as if my mother had spoken
to me chidingly from her grave.

'

' Not chidingly,' was the tender,

full-toned answer ;
' warningly and

lovingly.' After a little silence he
went on :

' You are a clever, clear-

brained girl. I want you to sit alone

for a while and think it all over.'

Then he jjressed her hand and at once
walked out of the room, soon after-

ward leaving the house.

On the following day he felt wretch-

edly ill and weak ; certain startling

pains, too, made him wonder if there

was to be a return of his former sick-

ness. But toward evening his condi-

tion improved, and though during the

next day he was anything but his old

self, the promise of a second recovery

looked certain. The next afternoon

he called upon Pauline.

Mrs. Jones received him, however.

She wore the same odd look of jaded

pinkness, but it struck Faulkner that

her usually dull eyes had an unwonted
sparkle as she gave him her hand. ' I

told the servant to say that 7 was
waiting to see you instead of Pauline,'

she said, crisply. * It has been neces-

sary for Pauline to go out this after-

noon, Mr. Faulkner.'

The man who heard these words
fully understood what lay beyond
them. A very sad smile lit his lips.

' I suppose that you have been re-con-

verting your cousin,' he said, quietly,

still standing, although Mrs. Jones

had seated herself.

' Yes, Mr. Faulkner, I have suc-

ceeded in makino; Pauline confess to
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me all the .slanderous things you said,

the other day.'

' I feared your influence. However,
I spoke no slanders, Mi's. Jones. I

am aware that you hold a most un-

happy i)ower over young Pauline.'

Mrs. Jones turned from her chronic

pink to an angry red. ' You are atro-

ciously insolent,' she said, with much
heat. ' But there is no use of wast-

ing words. Everything you said to

Pauline has been disbelieved and
laughed at—as it deserves. She re-

fuses to know you any longer. I

have told her what you are—a cast-off

suitor of her mother's, who maundered
around Pauline Hamilton in such a

ridiculous way that for the sake of re-

spectability her husband had to carry

her otf to Europe.'

Faulkner smiled. ' I am to under-

.stand,' he said, ignoring this insult

with a magniticent unconscious calm-

ness, ' that Pauline refuses to see me
any more.'

' Miss Hamilton also refuses to

know you,' said Mrs. Fortescue Jones,

throwing back her head and rising.

Faulkner took several steps toward
the door. ' I must at least thank
you,' he said, ' for the openness with
which you play your game.'

Mrs. Fortescue lauglied with an ex-

cited loudness. ' I hold such strong

cards,' she exclaimed, ' that I dont
care how I show them.

'

Faulkner shook his head. ' Do not

be too sure of that. It is probable

that after all, I may hold the winning
card.

'

' Let us see you play it,' the exas-

perated lady cried, as Faulkner tran-

quilly left the room, closing the door
behind him.

He rode home in his coupe, as he had
come, reached his house and mounted
to his room with seeming ease, and
finally, ji^t as he had rung the bell

for his servant, gave proof of his weak-
ened bodily state by swooning away,
The swoon was of short duration,

Viut it left a great feebleness behind it.

Faulkner was incapable of leaving his

bed during the next day. Using much
effort, he arose on the day succeedinr,

and wrote a very long letter to Paul-

ine Hamilton. It was a letter full of

dignity, eloquence and noble appeal.

It contained not a single word of cant,

Ijut it throbbed with a morality \'ital

as blood. The thoughts and words
came easily enough to Faulkner, but

the physical effort of A\Titing almost

overwhelmed him. He was miserably

ill for three days after. And then

came a note from Pauline which may
possibly have had its effect in better-

ing his condition. It was a veiy brief

note, and ran thus :

' My Deak Mk. Faulkxer,—Every
line, every word that you wrote me, I

have intently studied. My eyes are quite

opened, now. Fray come to me once
more. I shall not only be ' at home ;

'

I shall be on my knees to you. Repent-
antly.

Pauline.'

There was a short postscript, nam-
ing four o'clock on the next afternoon

at the hour of Faulkner's visit. And
at this hour Faulkner went to Paul-

ine's house. He looked terribly ill,

and he wfent in direct disobedience of

his physician's orders. His malady
had now a.ssumed a kind of intermit-

tent form, and he was the prey of a

.slow latent fever that might, unless

excellent care was taken, assume the

most imperilling complications.

He found Pavdine already awaiting

him. Both voice and face now, were
her mother's own. An earnest talk of

more than an hour followed. ' I ac-

knowledge,' Pauline told him, ' that

Lydia's influence still clings to me. It

is like dampness that has crept into

the folds of one's garments. I must
literally bathe in your sunshine,' she

added, with a softly glorious smile,

'before everything will be right again.'

' I wish propriety did not stand in

the way of your coming to keep house
for an old man like me," said Faulker.

'Shall you still live with your cousin ?

'

' I hope not,' Pauline answered,

hesitantly. Then there came a silence,
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and it was at length broken by Faulk-

ner, who said :

' In that talk between your cousin

and myself something was said as to

which of us should linally gain you
over. I then told her that it was a

game in which I might surprise her

with the winning card.'

' Well,' whispered Pauline, with an-

other smile, 'you held it. It was
your letter, you know.'

Faulkner took her hand and raised

it gently to his lips. ' That is not
strong enough," he said, a little broken-

ly. ' I want you for my wife. Is it

asking too much, Pauline 1

'

The words were quite loudly spoken,

for neither dreamed but that they were
alone together. In the adjacent room,
liowever, and seen between opened
folding-doors, there was a great black
screen, covered with golden Japense
figures

; and from behind this screen,

while she appeared .shaken Avitli un-

controllable laughter, Mr.s. Jones now
emerged.

Faulkner and Pauline both started.

The latter flushed to her eyes and then
grew jiale as ashes. Mrs. Jones came
forward somewhat staggeringly. She
was holding both her sides, as though
expectant tliat her gi-eit fit of mirth
might produce sad physical conse-

quences. She at once began to strug-

gle with speech, jerking forth several

words and then threatening to collapse

from an extreme sense of the ludicrous.

What she said was somewhat after

this fashion :

' Dear Pauline, you mu.st excuse

me, but . . . wouldn't Mr. Faulkner
like the assistance of a rug or a stool

or something .... if—if he means
actually to get down on his knees ?

Of caurse his—his .... vigorously

youthful state makes such a thing al-

most needless . . . but then you know
. . . even the merest boys are subject,

sometimes, to—to rlieinnntic truuhles,

my dear Pauline. . . . What are you
going to answer 1 . . . . I do hope
you'll show a—a jiroper res]iect for

age . . and—and that beautiful white

beard. . . . Oh, dear !
' finally gasped

Mrs. Fortescue Jones, still holding
her sides in a veiy con-vidsed attitude,
' it's the funniest thing that I have
heard in years. It makes—makes one
think of those dreadful old patriarchs

who got married, you know, anywhere
from . . . from one to two hundred !

'

Faulkner had risen on Mr.*^. Jones'

appearance and stood, perfectly tran-

quil, exceedingly pale, watching not

her but Pauline. And Paviline, for her

part, seemed literally to writhe under
all this frivolous ridicule. The old in-

fluence of cousin Lydia was at work
;

Faulkner clearly saw that ; he could

not help remembering how the other

Pauline had been a mere slave in the

hands of her cold-blooded mother ; the

immense force of early education is

something that the best of us ai-e often

baffled by. A kind of sickening fear

came over him lest some utter surren-

der on Pauline's part would show him
his own recent good work in shattered

ruin. He hurriedly went toward the

door as Mrs. Jones dro]iped lifelessly

into an arm-chair. As he opened the

door he cast one backward glance at

Pauline. Her face was scarlet ; she had
clasped both hands nervously togethei-

and was staring at her cousin with a

strange look, half of shame, half of

entreaty. ' I am conquered,' thought

Faulkner, while he shut the door. A
few moments later he was being driven

home. While the drive lasted his

mind seemed to hiui in a very disor-

dered state. Some words from the

writings of John Stuart Mill—words
which be had never deliberately com-
mitted to memory, made an odd itera-

tion through his mind :

' The j^owev of education is almost

boundless : there is not one natural in-

clinatum luhich it ix not strong enough
to coerce, and, if needful, to destroy by

disuse.' ,

When Faulkner got home he found
his physician waiting for him in the

hall. The solemnity on this gentle-

man's face made Faulkner laugli as he

took his hand.
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' You're just in time to help me
upstairs, doctor,' he said ; and a mo-
ment later he had caught with heavy

grasp the doctor's arm. Feebly enough
he ascended to his room, but he had
scarcely reached it when a most dis-

tressing hemorrhage attacked him—

a

feature that scarcely surj)rised the

doctor. That night, and all through

the next day Faulkner's life hung by
a thread. He was, during this time,

in a sort of stupor. On the second

tlay, however, he awoke from sleep

with a clear mind and a perfect under-

standing of his case. On his asking

what fi-iends had called, the servant

in attendance showed him several

cards. A sweet light seemed to touch

his face when he discovered that Paul-

ine Hamilton's was among them. 'She

knows how sick I am,' he murmured
to himself ;

' she will come again to-

day.' And he gave most positive or-

ders, in the face of his physician's ex-

press command, that Miss Hamilton,

did she call that day, should be at

once shown to his bedside.

It was not a very long while before

she entered his room. As she glided

toward him and seated herself quite

near, Faulkner gave the brightest of

smiles and stretched out his hand.
' Why did you come yesterday 1

' he
asked, in very low tones.

She did not answer. She merely
looked at him with her mother's starry

eyes, and while her mouth quivered,

pressed his hand most fervently. He
understood ; she could not speak with-

out utterly breaking down, just then

.... and so there followed many
moments of silence between them.

But at last Pauline found a very

tremulous voice :

' I wish you had not gone so soon,'

she said. ' A little later I was saying

dreadful things to cousin Lydia. You
must believe (and I have been so fear-

ful lest you should not) ! that the mo-
ment my senses came back, so to speak,

I saw Mrs. Jones' insolent vulgarity

in its true light. I slept at Aunt
Margaret's that night, and am living

there still. Aunt Margaret is a prim
little maiden-lady, you know, who has

long thought Lydia Jones a lost soul

and now looks upon me as a reclaimed

one. . . . But I must not stay much
longer. Your nurse says that the

doctor. . .
.'

*

' Never niiml the nurse or the doc-

tor,' Faulkner broke in, very weakly.
' I am past their help now, dear Paul-
ine .... you can do me more good
than they. Look closer into my face

and you will see what I mean. And
so you're not ashamed, after all, that

an old man should fall in love with
you ? I know it was wrong for me to

ask you to be my wife ; if it had been
only the mere repression of feeling I

could have kept silent enough. But I

saw that woman's power still threaten-

ing to drag you back amid that hollow
falsity of life, and I, Pauline, your
mother's old friend—her old lover, if

you choose—could discover no way of

lifting you among loftier aims, nobler

chances of action, broader, %\dser and
better surroundings, than . . . than
by '

' Than by giving me your precious

self as a guide—as a redeemer,' Pau-
line here interrupted, while his feeble

voice for the moment utterly failed

him. And then the girl, shaken with
intense emotion, caught his hand be-

tween both her own, and while lifting

it to her lips in a strange blending of

reverence and passion, sank upon her

knees at the bedside.
' You must not leave me now,' she

burst forth, 'just as I have gro\vn to

love and honour you as I did not

dream it was possible for me to love

and honour anyone ! Let me stay

here and nurse you ; my infinite care,

my sur])assing tenderness, will bring

you back to life ! I will v\-atch you
night and day ; I will. . .

.

'

But Pauline falteringly ^laused, here,

for a white unmistakable change had
already touched Faulkner's face. Once
more the smile re-illumined it, how-
ever, as in a voice but faintly audible

he said

:
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' Thanks, thanks. . . It is too late

dear Pauline.' . . And then his eyes

closed in a tired way ; but not long

afterward they re-opened and dwelt,

exqiusitely wistful and deep-blue as

a glimpse of morning heaven, upon

PaTuline's face.

' When you see your cousin,' he

said, ' you must tell her that I held

the winning card, after all.'

Then, while Pauline gave a gi-eat

sob and bowed her head over the hand

she was so tightly clasping, his eyes

closed again. They had closed for the

last time. It was not surely kno^Ti

when his painless and easy death came

;

but some time before evening it was a

certainty that he no longer breathed.

A few people, who know the one

episode of romance that has thus far

briefly marked the life of PaulineHam-
ilton, hope in years to come that she

will sufficiently outlive it to make
somebody the fortunate possessor of a

most beautiful and charming wife.

She is still young, and though she

rarely appears in fashionable society,

she has made hei'self somewhat con-

spicuous in a quieter, highly cultured

circle, where, if the least senseless fol-

lies are tolerated the worst ones are

surely not worshipped, and whei-e gos-

sip and scandal, in their more depraved
forms, do not find many conversational

openings. Pauline smiles very bril-

liantly, and sometimes laughs with
much musical freshness ; but the deptk

of any consolation can ill be told, as

we know, from this sort of surface-

sign. Time is believed a skilful phy-
sician for all emotional ailments ; but

most probably, as in the case of other

celebrities, we hear more often of his

permanent cures than his partial ones^

A NIGHT IN JUNE.

BY R. RUTLAND MAXXERS.

HEAVEN'S deep blue canopy enstarred with light,

Bending o'er earth, like love o'er slumbering love,

Stillness—a spii-it-presence from above

—

Murmuring with tremulous utterance to the night,

^5<]olian-voiced, soft as in hovering flight.

The breath of fairy wings, love-zephyrs stray

Among the sleeping flowers, and steal away
Their hearts' distillments. 'Mid the darkling height

The beetle drones, or falls the night-bird's cry,

While insect bands their minim notes atune

On every side. Anon the orient sky

Dissolves in light as the round, virgin moon
Sails up the blue in queenly majesty

—

The crowning glory of a night in June !
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THIRD ARTICLE.

BY MARTIN J. GRIFFIN.

HAVING, ill two preceding ar-

ticles, dealt briefly, but, may-
hap, suggestively with the educational,

governmental and economical aspects

of the Nineteenth Century as com-

pared with an earlier age, let us now
turn to the purely intellectual or lite-

rary aspect of the modern period and
see if it affords us any greater comfort

or gratification. Our discussion, in

this paper, as in the others, shall have
the merit at least of brevity.

If the Nineteenth Century has any
special intellectual note, it is that of

Investigation. An age of Investiga-

tion is necessarily an age of Doubt and
Uncertainty, just as an era of Experi-

ment is an era of many Failures.

And so the Nineteenth Century ofters

us less certitude than any previous

age. Let us take, for example, some
young man with the conventional
' thirst for knowledge,' and send him
to some of the leaders of thought of

this age for advice, and what advice

will he be likely to get 1 Take history,

for example. Would our young man
be advised to take his views of the

history of France, say, from Guizot,

from ]Michelet, from Thiers or from
the school of De Maistre and Louis
Vieullot ] He has not the time to

read them all ; and yet it is necessary

to get at the truth somehow. Is he to

look on Louis the Sixteenth as a saint

and martyr, or as a tyrant and fool

;

on the Revolution as a boon to Europe,
or as a rising up of all that was base,
—-murder, robbery, disloyalty and
vomissenioit du (liable generally. Shall

he hail it with the exultation of Fox,

the cooler approval of Mackintosh, or'

with the lofty indignation and noble

scorn of Edmund Burke 1 ' What is-

Truth V said jesting Pilate ; and he did

not wait for an answer!

Shall our young student take his-

views of English histoiy, the least sa-

tisfactory of all written history, from.

Clarendon, who wrote his volumes ' in.

order that posterity might not be de-

ceived by the prosperous wickedness of

these times
;

' or from Macaulay, who-

wrote for the greater glory of the-

Whig party—the party from which, irt

his old age, he was fast cutting himself

away 1 Most histories of England are

party pamphlets, fragmentary, passion-

ate and incomplete. Hume executes-

the Whigs; Macaulay executes the-

Tories ; Froude writes as Mr. Whalley
talks with an eye asquint at the Pope-

and the Jesuits. And Mr. Green, the-

latest and most brilliant adventurer

into the historical field, acts in the im-

partial manner of Henry YIII. by
executing a few on both sides for the-

sake of fair play, as if decimation were
a divinely ordained form of criminal

procedure ! Suppose he wants to get

a good, fair idea of Mary Queen of

Scots, .shall he accept Buchanan's

Mary, or the Mary of Walter Scott, or

of Blackwood, or Mr. Froude's, or Mr.
Hosack's Mary 1 I put out of sight,

the fleshly, offensive caricature of Mr,,

Swinburne in Chastelard. Amid all

these conflicting dissensions and claims,,

the student becomes bewildered. The
riddle of the painful earth is too much,

for him.

What is more important to the stu-
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•dent than to get a good idea of the

-character of Elizabeth ? And how is

one to get it? The Cecils are dead
and make no sign, and tliey knew her
best. My Lord of Burleigh wiote no
liistoiy. The great Queen remains an
enigma. Macaulay has not I'evealed

her. Motley has not given ns the
real woman, though he has indicated

a possible poitrait. Scott did not
love her. And Mr. Green's portrait

is Averse than them all. That flaunt-

ing woman with the morals of Athens,
the manners of Alsatia, and the lan-

guage of Billingsgate, cannot be the
royal lady who retained the affections

of a turbulent people and the services

•of the noblest tigures in English his-

tory, in a time of storm and disturb-

ance.

How impossible, almost, to get a
fair idea of the controversy over the

• career and cause of Charles the First

and the Commonwealth. In thou-
sands of books and papers, essays and
reviews, articles and lectures, we are
all asked, with more or less eloquence,
to revere the cause for which Hamp-
den died on the field and Sydney on
the scaffold, and to find in the struggles
of that })eriod the source of all, or
nearly all, our modern liberties and
institutions. For my own part I be-

lieve that the cause for which Hamp-
den died in the field and Sydney on
the scaffold, was a cause in which there
was no occasion that any man should
have died, either on the scaffold or in
the field

; that English liberties were
curtailed and delayed rather than ad-
vanced in and by that scoundrel strug-

gle
; and that neither Hampden nor

Sydney presents as noble a figure as
Hyde or as the ' incomparable Falk-
land,' as Clarendon calls him, ' a per-
son of such prodigious parts of learn-

ing and knowledge, of that inimitable
sweetness and delight in conversa-
tion, of so flowing and obliging a
humanity and goodness to mankind,
and of that primitive sim])licity and
integrity of life, that if there were no
other brand upon this odious and ac-

cursed c\\i\ war, than that single loss,

it must be most infamous and exe-

crable to all })0sterity.' But the

chorus of literatvire is mostly of an-

other tone, and it requires some cour-

age to beai' up against it and to pro-

test.

Getting one's historical portrait gal-

lery filled with pictures is as difficult

as getting a good artistic collection.

There are plenty of bad copies, but
no 01- few oi'iginals. And the fancy

pictures are most plentiful. One is at

a loss what to think or do. It is re-

lated in the veracious history of im-

mo}'tal Humphrey Clinker, written by
that dignified and truthful historian

Tobias Smollett, that an Englishman
in Rome took ofl" his hat to the statue

of Jwpiter, and said, ' Sir, if you ever

get your head above water again, I

hope you will remember that I paid

my respects to you in your deepest

adversity.' One, then, is driven to

do the like with all the good charac-

ters of ancient and modern history.

Are we to believe in Homer—not
the poems but the blind old man of

Scio's rocky isle, the man for whom
seven mighty cities strove

—

when he

vx(s dead. Are we to believe in Rom-
ulus and Remus in spite of the Ger-

man historians who tell us they are

mere myths? Byron says:—
' I l.ave still 'd upon Apollos' tonih
And herd Troy doubtod—time will doubt of

Iiome.'

And after Mrs. Stowe's revelations

have we not begmi to doubt of Bvron
too?

Mr. Freeman has of late been try-

ing to interest humanity in the Ser-

vians and Bulgarians, the Sclavic races

and the Greek element in the East

—

the ' Later Greek Nation. ' He wants
lis to unlearn history and leai-n at

once from him. We had an idea, dim
and confused perhaps, that Latin Chris-

tianity owed very little to the Greeks,

and that the influence of the race in

modern days had been anything but

beneficial. In the Crusading times we
could depend on the Saracens as al-
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ways our enemies, but never on the

Oreeks as fiiencls. In the middle ages

nothing was so singular an element in

European diplomacy and warlike con-

flict, as the hundred divergent ])olicies

and the heartless vijjerous treachery

of the Italian leaders, according to lib-

c-ral writers ; and yet we are now ex-

pected to ' go in' for the elevation of

the Greek and Sclavic j)eoples, and for

the ' Unification ' of Italy, as if histoxy

liad not branded such projects with her

hottest iron !

But history, because it is, after all,

limited in quantity, presents fewer

dithculties to the student than what is

called theology or ' religious ' discus-

sion. History may be, nay certainly

is, very confusing. You may go on
reading for a lifetime, or for that part

of a lifetime which even earnest stu-

dents can spare for reading ; and still

in the end be at a loss whom and what
to believe. But modern theology, so

called, is absolutely overwhelming.

Between the Acta Sanctorum, oi* St.

Thomas, with his hundred volumes,

and the latest essay of John Moi'ley

;

between the divinely inspired dogma-
tic teaching of the Vatican Council,

and the liberal, all-comprehensive in-

di^'idualism of the Broad Schoolman

—

there is an enormous gnilf of study to

l)e bridged over, an astounding mass of

fact and an oppressive quantity of

theory to be looked at, investigated,

tested, sifted, accepted, abandoned,

doubted, or admitted for half truth.

Do you remember that most able and
striking scene in ' Pendennis ' where
the two young men,—friends of yours,

of mine, of what countless thousands

of cultivated people—who admire the

dear old Thackeray who is gone to

rest,—sit long into the night, even

into the dawn, discussing some of the

dismal problems of the day. I re-

member it always with a certain plea-

sure and sadness and even awe :

—

'The truth, friend,' said Arthur to

George Warrington, ' Where is the

truth 1 Show it to me ! That is the

question between us. I see it on

both sides. I .see it on the Conser-

vative side of the house, and amongst

the Radicals, and even on the Minis-

terial benches. I see it in the man
who wor.ships by Act of Parliament,

and is rewarded with a silk apron

and five thousand a-year. In that

man who, driven by the remorselef-s

logic of his creed, gives up everything,

friends, fame, dearest ties, closest

vanities, the respect of an army of

churchmen, the recognized position

of a leader, and passes over, truth

impelled, to the enemy in whose ranks

he is ready henceforth to serve as a

nameless private soldier. I see the

truth in that man—(he is talking of

Dr. John Henry Newman) as I do

in his brother Avhose logic drives him

to quite a different conclusion, and

who, after having })assed a life in

vain endeavours to reconcile an ir-

reconcilable book, flings it at last

down in despair, and declares with

tearful eyes and hands up to heaven,

his revolt and recantation. If the

truth is with all these, why .should

I take sides with any of thein"?'

How many thousands, millions may-

be, of young men, are in some form or

other asking that question of them-

selves, of the world, of their friends,

their tutors, their masters'? How many
are wasting their lives in vain endea-

vours to find a truth, ' wearying,' in the

beautiful language of De Quincey,
' the Heavens with their inquest of be-

seeching looks,' and finding no re-

sponse and no revelation % This want

of mental certitude in things relating

to the soul and the hereafter, is one of

the most strange and striking signs of

our time. Who will give them in the

Nineteenth Century a guide to truth

—these thousands of blind seekers ?

Will the Nineteenth Century tell them

to worship by Act of Parliament (to

use Thackeray's language), and be re-

spectable and perhaps not quite con-

tented in their faith and practice ; or

will it tell them to join in the chorus

of tho.se who preach a wide, ver_(/ wide

humanitarianism , trusting
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That somehow good
Would be the final goal of ill,

To pangs of nature, sins of will,

Defects of doubt and taints of blood ;

Oi- will it advise them to join with

those who smile disdainfully at all the

conflicts and doubts of the brethren,

who place their faith in Revelation,

their fealty in Rome, and declare that

the Spirit which animates their system
is Divine and cannot fail. The century

gives them no answer ; it is full of

doubt ; and is, as Bacon said, more
careful to propagate doubts than to

abandon or dispel them. There w^as a

time when young men sat at the feet

of their teachers, even as they sat at

the feet of Gamaliel and took in words
of wdsdom and a consistent philosophy

of life ; but now every whipjjer-snap-

per who reads a magazine or skins an
article by John Morley or Leslie Ste-

phen, or half comprehends Professor

Tyndall's views on science and man, or

wholly misunderstands the princijiles

of logic and even of the exact sciences,

feels himself competent and is clothing

with the glorious privilege to flout

what he is pleased to call his 'opinion,'

on the soul, and the hereafter and
God's laws and divine revelation, in

the face of people who are expected to

be patient under the infliction. And
in the face of this condition of things

we ai-e asked daily to believe that we
are wiser than our sires, and that in

this Nineteenth Century, exortuni est

in ttnebris lumen rectis, a light more
powerful than has shone on the people

of any age since the world began !

What is to be the outcrop of all

this ?

' The youth of a nation,' says Dis-

raeli, ' are the Trustees of Posterity.'

What sort of opinion will these trus-

tees transfer to the Twentieth Century ?

Opinion rules , destroys, builds up ac-

cording as it is directed. Opinion
gave us the crusades in one age ; opi-

nion gave us the French revolution
;

opinion moved the 'Reformation ;'

opinion almost destroyed faith in the

Eighteenth Century in many places
;

upiuion m this age is rising u]), with

Science for a weapon, against faith and
God's laws. What will opinion be
doing in the next century 1 That is

the question which comes into one's

mind, as one contemplates the condi-

tion, mental and physical, of the people
of this age. We see the grand old

habit—it was a habit before it became
a doctrine—of loyalty decaying rapidly,
and a great part of civilized humanity
pinning its faith in the future to the
sounding brass of Liberty, Equality,

and—well, Petty Larceny. We see the
skill of workmen being ruined and their

position and character destroyed by
the decay of the system of ap^irentice-

ship and the terrible tyranny of ma-
chines. We witness with pain the
widening of the gulf, which was form-

erly only a dividing line, between the

rich and the poor, with scorn on one
side and hatred on the other to be the

proliflc parents of curses as yet i\n-

pronounced. W^e see covmtlessyouths,

the Trustees of Posterity, being edu-

cated in douljt, and graduating in de-

nial, of all the high beliefs and great

hopes by which all the former genera-

tions of mankind were moved antl

guided. We see educated society on
this Continent as well as in England,

and in certain quarters of the Contin-

ent, putting Christ on the defensive

and telling Christianity to stand and
deliver. We see divme philosophy,

pushed, as the poet feared, beyond her

mark, becoming indeed ' Procuress to

the Lords of Hell.' We watch the il-

logical progress of Science as it usurps

a field in which it has no property and
reasons, with arrogant pretension to

superiority, on subjects beyond its

knowledge and jurisdiction. We con-

template Art, which once was almost

divine, lost in sensuality and bar-

ren of lofty aims ; which for two cen-

turies has not produced a gi-eat picture;

and which turns from the visions of an
opening heaven, to contenqjlate the

carousalsof boors, the feeding of beasts,

the marching of ti-oops and the toilets

of dandies. We see labour in revolt,

and capital entrenched bthindits closed
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factoi'ics. Weseedissatisfactionamong

the people of nearly every state with

thegovernrneut under which they live.

We see the worship of Mammon car-

ried on with a fierce earnestness which

never characterised the children of any

faith, since the jaws of the last lion

closed on the body of the last Christian

martyr in a pagan amphitheati-e. We
see even social manners getting corrup-

ted from the association of the vulgar

and from the vices, the fever, the un-

rest of the life which now we live.

Faith is ])assed away, they say ; but

they are still restless and unhapp3^

What is it the poet sings :

—

' Ah, if it he passed, take, away
At least the restlessness, the pain,

Be man no more henceforth a prjv

To these outdated stings again ;

The nobleness of grief is gone.
Ah, leave us not tlie fret alone !

'

Yet nothing but the fret is left : for

the blind struggles of many, the most,

against the reign of Law and God, are

not the heroic struggles and grand des-

pair of Prometheus, but more like the

wrigglings of captured poachers in for-

bidden fields. The world is out of

joint ; and what is offered for its com-
fort. ' Believe in Evolution,' cry one
school of Philanthropists ;

' and after

another million of years, when some-

thing has caused something else to

move and evolve a better state of things
and a nobler race, then we shall all be
happy.' ' Believe in believing nothing,
and in just enjoying yourself and tak-
ing care of your health,' cry another
school. ' Believe in just reading the
Bible,' cry another school ;

' and if it

lead you to think that Mormonism is

the correct theory, or the Genesis is a
mere jumble of nonsense—why, of

course, no matter.' And above all

these voices there is one that at inter-

vals thunders out, ' I am Peter, and
hold the keys of the Kingdom of

Heaven;' and again— ' He that will

not hear the Church, let him be as
the heathen and the publican. ' And
let chaos swell as it will, that is the
voice at which it has most occasion to

tremble. To hazard a pro]ihecy of the
probable results of the workings of

this age on the welfare of the next
woiild be to draw too deeply on cre-

dulity. That these results will be
serious, no serious man will be likely

to deny. That they will be bene-
ficial, a very hopeful man may try to
believe. That they will be evil and
destructive is the melancholy belief of
those who may with me quarrel with
the Nineteenth Centurv.

TENNYSON.

A CRITICI8M.

BY PROFESSOR LYALL.

rr^HE poetic instinct must have been
JL strong in Tennyson to allow him,

ten years after the unfavourable re-

ception of his first volume, and the all

but failure of a second, to venture

upon another, which, composed only

of selections from the previous two,

with a few additions, established his

reputation as a poet at once and for

ever. Tennyson knew that the poetic

vis was within him—like Sheridan, in
the case of his first speech in the
House of Commons—and had only to
be developed to utter itself in song to
which the world would listen. What
is this ix)etic instinct 1 We take it to
be that tendency in the thoughts and
emotions to assume a certain modu-
lated character, so that they cannot
help uttering themselves in such form
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—of the uiiiid to see subjects in an

exaggerated and idealised light, so

that it is impelled to present the same

ideal picture to others, to hold up that

picture to the contemplation of a sym-

pathetic and admiring world. Tenny-

son has, during his whole poetic career,

exhiljited this quiet possession of power,

which abided only its time to display

itself in its full strength. It is easy,

w^e think, to recognise the stages of

Tennyson's poetry from the very sub-

jects of the poems. The first period

com|jrises such subjects as ' Mariana,'

' Claribel,' ' Lilian,"' ' Madeline,' ' Ori-

ana,' 'Adeline,' ' Recollections of the

Arabian Nights,' 'The Poet,' 'The

Poet's Mind,' 'The Mermaid,' and
' Merman,' &c. A gi-eat amount of

art is expended on these, so much

so that a certain critic has distin-

guished this as the period in which

art predominated in the mind of the

poet, and says that Tennyson was then

an artist rather than a poet. We do

not see how this could well be. .It

would be difficult, we think, to

make the separation, and we are in-

clined to regard this as one of those

arbitrary distinctions ofcriticism which

have no very obvious justification.

Tennyson was an artist, but he was

also a poet ; only there were deeper

and richer veins of poetry which had

not been yet reached. The shaft had

not yet been sunk so deep : these

deeper veins had not yet been struck :

they were there, and some favourable

circumstances had only to disclose them

to view, or the poet had only to work

them to bring out the rich ore which

they concealed. As descriptive poetry,

ancl for that feature of realistic de-

scription so characteristic of Tenny-

son's muse, ' Mariana ' has, perhaps,

not been surpassed even by him. This

poem is founded on the woixls of

Shakespeare in ' Measure for Mea-

sure '
:

' There at the moated grange

resides the dejected Mariana.' Ten-

nyson has given an altogether English

cast to the subject, and the chief fea-

tures of the scene are Lincolnshire,

although the scene of the play is

Vienna, and Mariana is consequently
Viennese. Angelo also, her betrothed

but faithless lover, we take it, was
Vienna in his belongings. The asso-

ciations, therefore, are foreign, while
Tennyson has made them especially

English. But the poem, abstracted

altogether from tlie original circum-

stances and environments, is a fine

composition, albeit somewhat artifi-

cial in its structure, and savouring of a

certain aff"ectation and mannerism in

its style. The ' moated grange ' and
the ' dejected Mariana 'are the two con-

necting links in the associations of the

piece. Every one acquainted with

English life and landscape, perhaps

continental life and landscape as well,

knows what the ' moated grange ' is.

It is generally a synonyme for heavy
dullness. It is built with ]io view to

elegance, but with a single regard to

security. With its thick walls and

deep moat it wears an air of gloom

and seclusion, and was the ve)y place

for a ' dejected Mariana ' to be shut

up in, and mourn the absence of her

lovei'. Angelo was not worthy of her

love, and the refrain of the composi-

tion is more, certainly, than the occa-

sion seemed to demand :

She only saiJ :
' My life is dreary,

He Cometh not,' she said ;

She said, ' I am a-.veary, aweary,

I would that I were dead !

'

For realistic description, however,

what could be finer than the verses :

With blackest moss the flower plots

Were thickly crusted one arcl all

:

The rusted nails fell from the knots
That held the porch to the garden wall.

The broken sheds look'd sad and strai'g-e :

Unlifted was the clinking latch :

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch

Upon the lonely moated grange.

She only said, ' My life is dreary.

He Cometh not,' she said :

She said, ' I am aweary, aweary,
1 would that I were dead !

'

Her tears fell with the dews of even :

Her tears fell ere the dews were dried ;

She could not look on the sweet heaven,
Either at morn or eventide.

After the flitting of the bats,

When thickest dark did trance the sky>

She drew her casement curtain hy,

And glanced athwart the glooming flats.
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She only faid, 'The night is dreary.

He conieth not,' she said ;

She said, ' I am aweary, aweary,

I would that 1 were dead I

'

Upon the middle of the night.

Waking she heard the night fowl crow :

The cock sung out an hour ere li^cht

:

From the dark fen the oxen's low
Came to her : without hope of clange,

In sleei> she seemed to walk forlorn

Till cold winds woke the s;ray-eyed mom
About the lonely moated grange 1

She only said," " The day is dreary,

He cometh not,' she said
,

She said, ' I am aweary, aweary,

I would that I were dead !

'

About a stone cast from the wall

A sluice with blacken'd waters slept,

And o'er it many, round and small,

The cluster'd marish mosses crei)t.

Hard by a poplar shook alway,

All silver-green with gnarled-bark ;

For leagues no other tree did mark
The level waste, the rounding graj-.

She only said, ' My life is dreary,

He cometh not,' she said ;

Slie said, ' I am aweary, aweary,
1 would that I were dead !

'

And ever when the moon was low.

And the shrill winds were up and away,
In the white curtain, to and fro.

She saw the gusty shadow sway.
But when the moon was very low.
And wild winds bound within their cell.

The shadow of the poplar fell

Upon her bed, across her brow.
She only said, 'The night is drearj".

He crmeth not,' she said;

She said, ' I am aweary, aweary,
1 would that I were dead !'

All day within the dreamj' house.
The doors upon the huiges creak'd ;

The blue fly sung in the pane ; the mouse
Behind the mou'dering wainscot shriek'd,

Or from the crevice peered about.
Old faces glimmer'd thro' the doors.
Old footsteps trod the upper floors,

Old voices called her from without.
She only said, ' lly life is drearj".

He cometh not,' she said
;

She said, ' I am awearv, awearj',
1 would that I were dead ;

'

The sparrow's chirrup on the roof.
The slow clock ticking, and the sound

Which to the wooing wind aloof
The poplar made, did all confound

Her sense ; but most she loathed the hour
When the thick-niotcd sunbeam lay
Athwart the chambers, and the day

Was sloping towards his western bower.
Then said she, * I am very drearj-,

He will not come,' she said ;

She wept, ' I am aweary, awearj-,

O God, that I were dead I

'

Not a pai-ticular is left out of this

description which could add loneliness

to the picture, or deepen the expres-

sion of weariness in the feelings.

' Claribel,' 'Lilian,' 'Madeline,' and
' Adeline ' are composed with the same
art. There also Tennyson's realism

in description is finely exhibited. We

I could conceive nothing finer than th.e-

foliowing to describe a spiritual beauty :.

What hope or fear or joj- is thine ?

Who falketh with thee,"Adeline?
h or sure thou art not all alone :

Do beating hearts of .salient springs
Keep measure with thine own ?

Hast th./U heard ti.e butterflies
What they sa\- betwixt their wing.*
Or in stillest evenings

With what vo:ce the violet woos
To his heart the silver dews?
Or when httle airs arise,

>low the nierrj- bluebell rings
To the nio.s.ses underneath ?

Hast thou look'd upon the breath
Of the lilies at sun-rise ?

Wherefore that faint smile of thine.
Shadowy dreaming Adeline?

Lovest thou the doleful wind
When thou gazest at the skies?

Doth the low-tonsrued Orient
Wander from the side of the morn..

Dripping with Sabaan spice
On thy pillow, lowly imt
With melodious airs lovi lorn,

Breathing light against thy face,
While his locks a-dropi.ing twined
Round thy neck in subtle ring

Make a carcanet <if rays.
And j-e talk together still.

In the language wherewiEli Spring
Letters cowslips on the hill ?

Hence that look and smile of thine
Spiritual Adeline.

Is this fancy, or is it imagination?'
It is imagination at least as well as
fancy. Things and circumstances are
brought together which have no real
connexion, but which imagination cer-

tainly connects in an exquisite subtle-

ty of thought.

The ' Recollections of the Arabian
Nights ' is a luxuriant description of
the features of Oriental scenery, and
the circumstances or conditions of
Oriental life. They are recollectionsy

but it required imagination to con-
jiu-e up such recollections ; although,
we dare say, they accord more or less

with every one's own reminiscences
of the wonderful 'Nights.' The re-

frain:

For it was in the golden prime
Of the good Harouii Alraschid

:

finely closes each stanza, as if not
enough could be said of the enlight-

ened and beneficent reign of the Char-
lemagne of the east.

Our thought, we confess, does not
keep pace with 'The Poet.' Great
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:as he is, he is surely not all that Ten-

nyson would claim for hiu^, or make

him. There is something unique and

original in his mind, and what is the

fine tibre in his brain that gives him

his visions we may well wonder. But

svu-ely he is not so exalted above his

fellows as that it might be sung :

The Poet in a golden clime was born,

With golden stars above
;

•or that expresses marvellously little

meaning. Is it not too much to say :

He saw thro' life and death, thro' good and ill.

He saw thro' his cwn soul.

Does ' the marvel of the everlasting

will " lie before him ' an open scroll ?

'

We can discern little sense in all the

allegorising that follows. We can only

recognize the. amount of self compla-

cency that is implied in its application

to himself and his co-fraternity. ' The
Poet's Mind,' in the same way, is not

veiy creditable to the mind of the poet

—that is, to Tennyson himself. There

is an arrogance and an afiectation in

it simply ludicrous. Shakespeare had

a much more modest way of expressing

his conception of the poet's capacity

and function :

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet.

Are of imagination all compact :

One sees m.>re devils thai, vast hell can hold;
That is madness : the lover all as frantic,

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow oi Eg\-pt ;

Tlie poet's eye in a fine frcnzj- rolling

Doth glance from lieaven to earth, from earth to
heaven ,

And, as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pe*i

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airj' nothiiig

A local habitation, and a name.

*Xli6 Poet's Song,' is conceived in a

finer spirit, and is a perfect gem in its

way. The versification and rhythm in
* The ballad of Oriana ' are finely suited

to the subject. Oriana, wetake it, comes
upon the scene of combat, or from
' The Castle wall ' she looks upon the

combat in which her lover is engaged
in mortal strifa A chance aiTow from
his bow, glancing aside, pierces her
heart. Such is the subject. The in-

cident could not be more affectingly

told, and the swaying passion, the
vexation, the self-crimination of the
unfortunate slayer of his bride could
not be better given than in the fol-

lowing verses :

She stood upon the castle wall,

Oriana :

She watch'd my crest among them all.

Oriana

:

She saw me fight, she heard me call.

When forth tliere stept a foeman tall,

Oriana,
Atween me and the castle wall

Oriana.

The bitter arrow went aside,

Oriana :

The false, false arrow went aside,

Oriana :

Tlie damned arrow glanced aside
And pierc'd thy heart, my love, my bride,

Oriana !

Thy heart, my life, my love, my bride,

Oriana !

Ob ! narrow, narrow was the space,
Oriana.

Loud, loud rung out the bugle's brays,
Oriana.

Oh ! deathful stabs were dealt apace,
The battle deepen'd in its place,

Oriana !

But I was down upon my face,

Oriana.

They should have stabh'd me where I lay
Oriana !

How could I rise and come away,
Oriana ?

How could I look upon the day ?

They should have stabb'd me where I lay,

Oriana—
They should have trod me into clay,

Oriana.

O breaking heart that will not break,
Oriana !

pale, pale face so sweet and meek,
Oriana I

Thou smilest, but thou dost not speak.
And then the tears run down my cheek,

Oriana

;

What wantest thou? Whom dost thou seek,
Oriana ?

1 cry aloud : none hear my cries,

Oriana

!

Thou comest atween me and the skies,

Oriana.
I feel the tears of blood arise

Up from my heart imto my eyes,
Oriana !

Within thy heart mj- arrow lies,

Oriana !

O cursed hand ! O cursed blow !

Oriana !

O happy thou that liest low,
Oriana !

All night the silence seems to flow
Beside me in my utter woe,

Oriana I

A weary, wearj- way I go,
Oriana !

'The Mermaid ' and ' Merman' are

the caprices of the imagination, and if

the poet has a mind to indulge them,
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I suppose no one has a right to inter-

fei-e. What the ' Syrens ' and ' Kra-
kens ' mi.iiht have been we have no
means of judging, for they are not in-

cluded in Tennyson's now published

poems. The fable of tbe ' Syrens ' is

amply justified by Virgil's poetry, as

well as by the fact in life which it

symbolises ; so that apart from the

capi'ices of fancy, it has its vindication

in actual principles of our nature. It

has accordingly been regretted that

Tennyson should have placed * The
Syi'ens ' in his ' index expvirgatorius,'

and the hope has been expressed to

see the beautiful sisterhood again at

no distant day standing in their lovely

isle and singing :

Come hither, come hither, and be our lords,

For merry brides are we.

The poems published in 1832 open
with ' The Lady of Shalott,' a kind of

transition poem, showing the early

tendency in Tennyson's mind to the

Arthurian legends as a subject of the

muse. The dim light of that remote
age—its characters and events like the

figures portrayed on canvas in dio-

ramic representation, or rather pro-

jected by the slides of the magic lan-

tei'n of our boyhood's days—seems to

have possessed a peculiar fascination

to his mind. Milton, we believe, once

entertained the idea of treating King
Arthur and his knights as the subject

of an epic. How he would have suc-

ceeded remains a matter of conjecture.

Perhaps the subject was not great

enough for his muse. His mind de-

manded perhaps no less a theme than
is implied in the events of ' Paradise

Lost,' with the related incidents of

Heaven and Hell, the councils of the

one, and the plots and machinations

and ' faits accom]jlis ' of the other.

Milton would have laid perhaps,

too rich colours on his canvas. The
tints would not have been neutral

enough. It required the coloui'less

style of Tennyson, to allow the sculp-

turesque forms to come out in bold

enough relief, while they still moved
in dim shadow and pantomime. That

7

Tennyson has succeeded all the world

has declared. There is but one opinion

as to the ' lilyls of the King,' and the

other Arthurian lays. ' The Lady of

Shalott ' is but the faint adumbration

of these poems, of the grand subject

which was to take such vast propor-

tions in the poet's mind. For us, and

for our canons of cx'iticisra, the subject

is altogether too shadowy, too unreal,

for anything like a satisfactory treat-

ment. Milton, perhaps, shrunk from

it on that very account. It needs at

least a more penetrating imagination

than anything we can lay claim to in

that way to attach much meaning to

the poetiy of ' The Lady of Shalott,'

even while we admire much of the

poetry itself. Did the poet understand

his own meaning ? Is the allegory at

all events a matter of such profound

significance as many profess to see

in it 1

In the same way, ' The Palace of

Art ' seems to us allegory carried to a

fantastic excess. We cannot partici-

pate in the extravagant laudations

that have been pronounced upon that

poem. We understand the thought

;

and, although not very original, it is

an important one. It is especially im-

portant, too, that it should find utter-

ance by such a mind as Tennyson's.

It seems, however, like ' painting the

lily and throwing perfvime on the vio-

let ' after the ' Ecclesiastes ' of Solo-

mon. Nothing, it seems to us, could

be added to that composition in the

same line of thought. Tennyson's

poem is too allegorical : the allegory

is laboured : it is often far-fetched : it

is diflicult at times to see the applica-

tion, or the application is altogether

too arbitrary. The ' Palace ' which

the soul biiilds for itself is a sort of

Moorish Alhambra. It is built se-

curely. It is ' full of long sounding

corridors'—'great rooms and small.'

These rooms were tapestried with

every vaiying scene in nature : they

were hung with the pictures of great

men : Plato and Vervilam adorned the

royal dais :
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O all thiiiars fair ti^ sate my various ejes !

shapes and hues that ph ase me well

!

silent faces of tlie Great and Wise,

My Guas, with whom 1 dwell 1

Such, is the exclamation of the soul :

O Godlike isolation which art mine,

1 can but count thee perfect gain,

What time I watch the darkening droves of swine

That range on yonder plain.

It is soon plunged, however, from its

hio^h estate : it finds that it is not suf-

ficient for its own happiness. The
proud isolation in which it before ex-

ulted it cannot any longer endure.

Deep dread and loathing of her solitude

Fell on her, from wliich mood was bom
Scorn of herself : again from out that mood
Laughter at her self scorn.

It is plagued : God plagues it : from

itsown ' abysmal deeps of personality.

'

It is visited with haunting thoughts

and experiences ;
' uncertain shapes,'

' white-eyed phantasms,' and ' hollow

shades enclosing hearts of flame,' scare

it from its propriety : much else is

added, till at last :

She threw her royal robes awaj-,
' Make me a cottage in the \ ale,' she said,

' W here I may mourn and pray.'

It is a lame and impotent conclu-

sion. What better would the soul be
' in a cottage in a vale,' if that was all

the change it made, or that passed

over the spirit of its dream ? We may
be wrong in our impressions, .but svich

are the impressions which the poem
left upon us. We confess w^e are not

for the most part in favour of allegory.

It must be veiy skilfully managed to

be at all tolerable. We think ' The
Palace of Art ' is overdone.

Three principal poems ofTennyson's,

while containing much splendid poetry,

are constructed on so false a ground-

plot, if w-e may use the expression,

that they fail to command our unex-

ceptionable ajiprobation. We allude

to ' Locksley Hall,' ' Maud,' and 'The
Princess, a Medley.' ' Locksley Hall

'

is the raA"ing of a disappointed lover,

if indeed he be a disappointed lover.

We question if ever disappointed lover

raved so philosophically, or so poeti-

cally. We cannot be deceived into

the idea that it is the utterance of one

really bewailing a case of breach of

promise. It is not intended, perhaps,

to be dramatically true or just. Then
it is something got up for the nonce,

and if so it fails of its effect. There

are some splendid thoughts splendidly

embodied—but the question is, how
they came there. They have no fit-

ting—they have no ai)propriateness.

And what is really germain to the sub-

ject—the terrible indictment against

the faithless Amy—has all the appear-

ance of being ingeniously contrived,

or drawn up, not by a lawyer, indeed,

conducting a case, but by one who
meant to say smart and pungent things,

and with all the garniture and point

which an original and powerful imagina-

tion could employ. The resiilt is a splen-

did poem, but with no dramatic truth

or consistency ; something that grates

upon the mind even when we admire

the gi-andeur and boldness of many of

the conceptions. It is altogether in-

compatible with the idea of an ab-

sorbing passion, to pour out such a

tide of invective, whether against the

object of the passion itself, or the par-

ties concerned in weaning her affec-

tions, or bribing tliem into compliance

with an unworthy alliance—and forth-

with launch out into a philosophic

rhapsody regarding the future of the

world :

Can I but relive in sadness? I will turn that earlier

page.
Hide me from my deep emotion, O thou wondrous

mother age.

Make me feel the wild pulsation that Ifelt before the
strife.

When 1 heard my ila\s before me, and the tumult of

my life.

It is no defence that this rhapsody is

a memory rather than any thing pre-

sently indulged in. Is it consistent

wdth the situation of one so impas-

sioned to indulge even in such a re-

miniscence ? Ajid to all intents and
purpcses it is the poet's own rhapsody
introduced among the w*ild utterances

of the particular hero whom he has

chosen thus to bring under our notice.

The extravagant ideas in which our
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hero allows himself, or purposes to

which he gives expression in the lat-

ter verses, are justified on no princi-

\Ae even of madness, and may be set

down, but for the poetry in which

they are embodied, as worthy only of

the most unmitigated snob. Thackeray

has aflbrded us the term, but an able

critic has not unworthily characterized

the subject of the whole piece as ' a

grandiose and somewhat bumptious
lover, dismissed for his deficiencies in

wealth and station, but who does not

sutler too much to concern himself

even then with the prospect of the

race, and "the jorocess of the suns."'

'

So much for ' Locksley-Hall,' which,

nevertheless, we regard as a poem of

great power and beauty, could we di-

vorce the thoughts and eminently fine

imaginative ci-eations from the circum-

stances in which they are supposed to

be uttered.

' Maud "

is a sort of repi'oduction of

' Locksley Hall,' in a somewhat dif-

ferent form. It is a soliloquy like it

—and the soliloquy of a disappointed

lover. But it was true love in this

case, and the disappointment was the

result of a most tragical occurrence,

brought on by a train of natural

enough incidents, such as may be sup-

posed in a thousand instances, and
which may have had their fulfilment,

or may have their fulfilment at any
time in this woi'ld's chequered history.

The hero of this composition may be

somewhat maudlin {we mean no pun),

and yet we are inclined to I'etract our

expression. Maud seems worthy of

all the love bestowed upon her ; and
hei- lover is involved in truly unfor-

tunate circumstances.V He has been,

as he conceives, unrighteously dispos-

sessed of his heritage, by the father of

3Iaud herself, whom he characterizes

in no unmeasured terms from time to

time throughout the monologue. The
son and heir, now, is unfavourable to

his suit for the Tove, if not for the

hand of Maud, and a bumpkin of a

lord is preferred to himself. This lord,

' first of his noble line,' and grandson

of a great coal owner— ' his coal all

turned to gold '—is the accepted of

Maud's brother, at least, and daily in

close proximity with the l)eloved ob-

ject, a circumstance too provocati^^e of

jealousy not to have this very effect.

In spite of all this Maud favours him
—that is, oui- hero, and by no unmis-
takable tokens. Some of these are

woven into beautiful verse : nothing,

indeed, could be more l>eautiful than
the manner in which this is done.

There is every variety of versifica-

tion—sometimes homely and prosaic

enough, but for the most part suitable

to the mood, and the varying moods,
in which the lover may be conceived
to have been at the particular moment.
There are some parts of the poem
more like the ' Song of Solomon ' than
anything we know of in English
poetry. That is, indeed, the ' song
of songs,' and Tennyson has shoAvn

himselfmo.st able, of all poets, to strike

the same chords of the lyre—to ex-

press the most delicate of all emotions
by the most delicate touches of a sen-

suous imagination :

Bi\ ulet crossing my grouiifl.

And tinngiiig- me down from the Hall
This ifarden rose that I found,
Forg^etfid of Maud and me.
And lost in trouble and movinjr round
Here at the head of a tinkling: fall,

And trying' to pass to the sea
;

O Rivulet born at the Hall,
Mj- Maud has sent it by thee
(If I read her sweet will rijjht)

On a blushing mission to me.
Saying in odour and colour • Ah, be
Among the roses to-night."

Then follows what has been converted
into a song of exquisite beauty, and
set to the most appropriate music :

Come into the garden, Maud, kc.

' Maud,' howe.ver, is a poem that

could only be written in an age of

subjective j)oets like the present. The
theme is such as would not have been
thought of in any previous age

—

the age, for example, of Scott and
Byron, and Campbell. The poets of

any former period would never have
made their hero maunder and solilo-

quise as Tennyson has done with
his worthies of ' Locksley Hall ' and
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' Maud.' It belongs pec-uliarly to tlie

pi-esent time to make so much of one's

own experiences, and to think that

others care about them as much as we
do ourselves. There is something of

this in Byron, for he is said to be the

hero of "his own poetry. Clampbell

and Scott and Wordsworth were of a

healthier tone, and even Byron's ego-

tism was not so oi3ensive as that of

our subjective poets, was indeed of

a different kind. How do we know
that Manfred and Childe Harold were

Byron himself, or that the Corsair and

Lara, and even Don Juan, were but

the reflection of the poet's own feel-

ings 1 As well might we say that

Richardson was the Lovelace of Cla-

rissa Harlowe, or that Tliackeray and

Dickens were the Pendennis or David
Copperfield, respectively, of their cele-

lirated novels. There would be nothing

to object to though they were. ' The
Sorrows of Werther ' is more like

what we have to find fault with in

our present poetry. Besides ' Locks-

ley Hall,' we see symptoms of the par-

ticular tendency we are animadveiting

upon more or less throughout Tenny-

son's writings. There is no poet, how-
ever, of a more healthy tone, when he

chooses, than our Laureate. Witness

'The Gardener's Daughter,' 'The
Miller's Daughter,' ' Dora,' ' Audley
Court,' ' Edwin Morris,' ' The Brook '

-—tine English Idyls, all perfect pic-

tures of English life. We know no-

thing tiner than ' The Miller's Daugh-
ter.' The way in which the story of

love is told, or the incidents of a happy
courtship, and fortunate union, are re-

called by a husband to a wife, in their

waning years, is ojie of the finest

things in English poetry. The Scotch

song, 'John Anderson my Jo,' per-

haps equals it. The realistic touches

in all the poems we have just named
are characteristic, at least in the same
degi'ee, and with the same delicacy and
refinement, only of Tennyson. Every
word has a point and finish, with an
idiomatic nicety, which nothing cottld

add to or improve, while it has that

precise place in the description whicb
realises to you the scene or the charac-

ter or the incident as nothing else-

would. They are peculiarly English
poems.

Tennyson has a command which,

few other poets have, not only of

idiomatic English, but of the lan-

guage of common life, the idioms-

of every day experience ; which is-

a part indeed of his realism, and
verifies to you the very scene or

character he is portraying or describ-

ing. Perhaps there is no poet that is

so idiomatic as Tennyson. He has
made a peculiar study of English life

and manners, and has caught the veiy
language of the common people. Cow-
per has something of the same faculty,

for he is especially an English poet >

but he does not use it so artistically

as Tennyson. Cowper was too simple

and earnest a character to study much
art in anything, except in so far as

poetiy itself is an art. Campbell and
Byron, and Coleridge and Shelley have
nothing of the faculty, for they do not

confine themselves to peculiarly Eng-
lish subjects : they are not idyllic

poets. Wordsworth was essentially

an idyllic poet ; and it was he that set

the example of drawing poetry off

from the conventionalisms, and more
stately style, of the art, and express-

ing himself in the language of ordinary

life ; but he is by no means so prac-

tised in the particidar respect as Ten-

nyson. Perhaps Tennyson has not

acquired the art of concealing art. He
uses his particular faculty too deftly, so

that while you enjoy it, or its products,

you say there is too much art here,

too plain and palpable an effbx't in re-

gard to the particular instrument he is

wielding.

Tennyson is characterized by a re-

markable shrewdness and keenness of

observation, which nothing escapes,

not even the minutest feature of a
face, or turn of an expression, under

which some charactei*, or point in a

character, may lurk or be observed.

Take, as an example, the first stanza
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of ' The Millei-'s Daughter.' How does

that poem open ?

I see the wealthy miller yet,

His dout>le chin, his portly size.

Anil who that knew liini cmld forget
The busy wrinkles round his eyes?

The slow wise smile that, ronml about
His dusty forehead dryly ciirl'd,

Seem'd half within and half without,
And full of dealings with the world ?

Again, the immediately following

stanza :

In vonder chair I see him sit,

Three ting-ers round the old silver 'jup

—

I see his srrey eyes twinkle yet
At his own jest—-fray eyes lit up

With summer lightnings of a soul
So full of summer warmth, so glad.

So liealthy, sound, and clear and whole,
His memory- scarce can make me sad.

Or take the reference to the curate in

-' Edwin Morris :

'

• O me, my pleasant rambles by the lake
With Kdwm Morris and with Edward Bull
Tlie curate ; he was fatter than his cure.

To all Edwin Morris's fine sentiment

about some old love-passage he was
recounting, what does the fat curate

make answer?

Then said the fat-faced curate Edward B\ill,

I take it, God made the woman for the man.
And for the good and increase of the world.
A prett-y face is well, and this is well.

To have a dame indoors, that trims us up
And keeps us tight ; but these unreal ways
Seem but the therue of writers, and indeed
Worn threadbare. JIan is made of solid stuff.

I say God made the woman for the man,
And for the good and increase of the world.

Prosaic enough, and about as good as

Sydney Smith's characterization of

the curate or the Rector's daughter,

whom he describes by one happy
touch as ' full of butter and bread,

and the catechism.'

Again in the ' Talking Oak ' w^e have
this happy alhision :

Old Summers, when the monk was fat.

And, issuing shorn and sleek,

AVould twist his girdle tighr, and pat
Tlie girls upon the cheek.

Ere yet, in scorn of Peter's-pence,
\\\'\ number'd bead, and shrift.

Bluff HaiTy broke into the spence
And turn'd the cowls adrift.

Having mentioned that poem, we
•iire free to say that we know no poem
in which the play of imagination and
fancy is more finely blended. It is a

bold impei'sonation in which an oak Ls

made to do the office of ' articulate

speaking mortals ' (fxepoTrojv /3poTwv)
;

and if the ancient myth of Dryads and
Oreads and Naiads is defensible, we
need not wonder at a talking oak

;

and its performing the part of a me-
dium between two lovers, a deserving

youth and the beautiful daughter of

Sumner-Chace. In no poem do Ten-

nyson's inventive genius and his power
of language shine more conspicuously.

The grace with which the whole is

managed is remarkaljle. The tree,

five centuries or more old, becomes
young again in the youth of the loving

pair. The colloquy reaches an inter-

esting crisis when the young man ven-

tures to say :

O muffle lound thy knee with fern.

And shadow Sumner-chace !

Long may th\' topmost branch discern
The roofs of Sumner-place !

But tell me, d'd she read the name
I carved with many vows

When last with throi3bing heart I came
To rest beneath thy boughs ?

' O yes, she wander'd round and round
These knotted knees of mine.

And found, and kiss'd the name she found.
And sweetly murmur'd thine.

'A tear-drop trembled from its source,
And down my surface crept.

M3- sense of touch is something coarse,

But I believe she wept.

' Then flush'd her cheek with rosy light,

She glanced across the plain ;

But not a creature was in sight

:

She kiss'd me once again.

' Her kisses were so close and kind.
That trust me, on my word,

Hard wood I am, and wrinkled rind,

But vet my sap was stirr'd :

' And even ii:to my inmost ring

A plea-iure 1 diseern'd,

Like those iilind motions of the Spring,

That show the year is tuni'd.

' Thrice happy he that may caress

The ringlet's waving balm

—

The cushions of whose touch may press

The maiden's tender palm.

' I, rooted here among the groves,

But lani;uidly adjust

M.v vapid vegetable loves

With anthers and with dust

:

'For ah ! my friend the days were brief

Whereof the poet-* talk,

WTien that, which breathes within the leaf.

Could slip its bark and walk.

' But could I, as in times foregone.

From spray, and bra'ich. and stem,

Have suck'd and '.jather'd into oi.e

The life that spreads Ih them.
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' She had not fimnd nie so remiss
;

But hgbtly issuing tliro',

I would ha\ e iiaid htr kiss for kiss

With usury tliereto."

The youth replies, or rather inter-

poses :

O flourish hifjh with leafy towers.
And overlnuk the lea,

Pursue thy lo\ es among the bowers.
But leave thou mine to me.

O flourish hidden deep in fern,

O d oak, 1 love thee wtl! ;

A thoU!-aiid thanks for what I learn
And what remains to tell.

We cannot put the stamp of our
approbation upon ' The Lotos Eaters,'

which has received such warm com-
mendations of so many. It may be our
defect, but we cannot see the superioi-

beauty of that poem. That there is

an appropi'iateness in the imagery to the

particular idea we are walling to allow

—and that there is a cadence in the

verse in which it is the echo in some
measure of the sense we admit, but
not to the extent that has been con-

tended. It is inferior in this respect,

we think, to Thomson's ' Castle of In-

dolence.' We do not see that the words
in the Odyssey w-arrant tlie paraphrase

that Tennyson has put upon them.

The effect upon those who ate of the

lotos was to forget their home, and
not to wish to return ; w-e read no-

thing of the drowsy influence which
Tennyson has made the chief burden
of his poem. At all events, we can
see no subject for poetry even in the

idea as he has interpreted it. Who
would make the victims of opium

—

with their thin voice, their gaunt
visage, and their halting gait—the

subject of poetic description ? It is

time, we think, that poetiy was re-

deemed from the inane subjects which
modern poets choose to impose upon
the world, and would make us believe

to be the only appi-opriate theme of

Apollo's lute or lyre. The more far-

fetched the subject the greater its ap-

positeness, it would seem, for j)oetry,

and the more accomplished the priest

of Apollo.
' The Princess : a Medley : '—a me-

lange indeed !—bred from the brain of

a poet responsible to no law- but his

own caprice : we can only express our

astonishment that any rational intel-

ligence could occupy itself with a suc-

cession of ideas so preposterous, with

no possible vindication, so far as we
can see, drawn from any source what-

soever of rhyme or reason, of iitility

or beauty, of instruction or amuse-

ment. There is much line poetry, ad-

mirable description, a nicety of phrase

altogether j^eculiar to Tennyson, which

becomes, however, affectation to the

extent that he employs it ; exqui-

site thought ; while, although with-

out any conceivable link of connec-

tion, there are interspersed through-

out the poem songs of transcendent

beauty, w^hich, dissociated from their

place in the poem, have taken theii'

j)lace in the w^orld of song fixed and

imperishable. We need only instance

the ' Bugle song,' 'Tears—idle tears,'

' Homethey brought herw^arrior dead,'

' Sweet and low, sweet and low, wind
of the western sea, etc., etc. Com-
pai-e this poem, however, with Mil-

ton's Mask of Comus. It has been

well said that there is more verisimili-

tude in Homer's mythology, in the

way his Gods talk and act, than in

many a fiction, where the characters

are ordinary mortals, and talk and

act within the limits of ordinary hu-

manity. So there is more ' vi-aisem-

blance,' we conceive, in ' The Comus,'

with all its supernatural machinery,

than in ' The Princess,' wdiere human
beings demean themselves as no hu-

man beings would, not even the niain-

tainers of the rights of women of the

extremest type. Did Tennyson mean
a satire, or burlesque of these very

claims, so eagerly assei'ted among our

neighbours of the Republic 1 We
do not think this is either the expla-

nation or vindication of the poem. The
poem seems to us a blur among the

other compositions of our author ; for

it is too long for a jeti d'esprit, and it

can never take its place among the

serious compositions with which he
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would like to link his fame to a dis-

tant posterity.

We have now to consider Tennyson
uider a diff'ei'ent phase or aspect from

any in which we have hitherto re-

garded him, viz., the philosophic.

Tennyson's mind is subtly philosophic.

Suljjects turn u[) to him, more or less,

in a philosophic point of view. His
figures are philosophic—the very form

in which a thought occurs to him : it

may be no more than a suggestion or

a hint—it is philosophic. In the very

poem, which in other respects is so

unworthy, we have one of the female

students, Melissa, thus described :

—

A rosy bloiifle, and in a c<)lle<^e gown.
That clad her like an A]iril daff-dilly

(Her mother's colour) with her lips apart,

And all her thouu:hts so fair within her eyes,

As bottom iitfates seen to wave and float

In crystal currents of clear morning seas.

Take that other figure in Guinevere

descrilnng the terror of the little gai'-

rulous maiden when in her free talk

she had excited the anger of the

Queen :

When that storm of anger brake
From Guinevere, aghast the maiden rose,

White as her ^eil, and stood before the Queen
As tremulously as foam upon the beach
Stands in a wind, ready to break and fly.

Or again, take the figure referring

to the dark forecast of evil in Merlin
under the temptation of Vivien :

So dark a forethought roll'd about his brain.

As on a dull day in an ocean cave
The blind wave feeling round his long sea hall

In silence.

These are perfect images and involve

a suggestion of analogy truly philoso-

phic. The song ' Tears—idle tears
'

in the ' Princess ' is essentially philoso-

phic, in the train of refiection which
it awakens. And what could be truer

to nature in the song

:

Home they brought her warrior dead :

than the placing the child upon the

knee of the bereaved wife and mother,

when every other expedient had been
inefiectual to unlock the fountain of

her tears ?

Tennyson, however, is more pro-

foundly philosophic than in the use of

such images, or than simply in the de-

lineation of a particular passion. He
deals directly with the great prololems

of life and of moral exi\ in such poems
as the ' Vision of Sin,' 'TheTwo Voices,

and in many parts of ' In Memoriam.'
We do not say that he penetrates

mor deeply into these questions than

many of our ordinary ethical writers.

But he often throws an interesting

light over them, derived from the

higher instinct or reason which seems
to reside in the poetic mind. The
priest has not yet appeared who is to

lift the veil of Isis. But even the

statue of Memnon may emit a sound
like a chord of music, when struck by
the beams of the morning sun. Of
such a charactei- we take to be thn

verses in 'In Memoriam,' so vague and
meaningless, and yet not without a

profound suggestiveness, addressed to

the Son of God :

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust :

Thou niadest man, he knows not why ;

He thinks he was not made to die ;

And thou hast made hmi : thou art just.

Thou seemest human and divine,

The highest, holiest, manhood thou :

Our wills are ours, we know not how ;

Our wills are ours, to make them thine.

Again :

vet we trust that somehow good
Will be the final goal of ill,

The Jiangs of nature, sins of will.

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood ;

That nothing walks with aimless feet

;

That not one life shall be destroyed,

Or cast as ralihish to the void.

When God hath made the pile complete.

That not a worm is cloven in vain •

That not a moth with vain desire

Is shrivelled in a fruitless fire,

Or but subserves another's gain.

Behold we know not any thing ;

I can but trust that good shall fall

At last- far off- at last to all.

And every winter change to spring.

So runs my dream : but what am I ?

An infant crjing in the night :

An infant crving for the liiiht

:

And with no language but a cry.

I quote the following verses for

their poetry as well as their philo-

sophy :

1 falter where I firmly trod.

And falling with my weight of cares

Upon the great world's altar stairs

That slope through darkness up to God,
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I stretch lame hands of faith, ami grope,

Aud ttather dust and chaff, and call

To what I feel is Lord of all,

And faintly trust the larger hope.

In 'The Tision of Sin,' we have an

allegorical representation of the seduc-

tive power of evil, with the miserable

consequences thereupon, and this is

followed up with something like an in-

timation, similar to that contained in

the stanzas we have just quoted, of a

remedy for all the ills of life, of sin

itself, somehow in a future state of

being, whether that ^-iew can be vin-

dicated or not. There may be some

who would question the theology of

the view, whatever may be said of its

philosophy. We do not enter upon

the particular question. We quote

the passages simply as illustrating the

peculiar tendency of Tennyson's mind.

We know not if much approach is

made to the solution of the gi'eat

problem of evil in the poem, 'The Two
Voices.' That problem, we are afraid,

is a wall of adamant against which we
knock our heads in vain. But the

con\"iction thatgood predominates over

evil, that there is more good than e\al

in the universe, that it is better to

bear the evil that may befall, in view

of the good that may await us, that

the Stoical principle—that when the

house smokes we are at liberty to

abandon it, is as false as it is foolish

—all this is admirably brought out

in the poem, and we could not conceive

a finer combination of philosophy and

poetiy than in the concluding stanzas

:

1 ceased, and sat as one forlorn,

Then said the voice, iii quiet sconi,
' Behold, it is the Sabbath morn.'

And I arose, and 1 released

The casement, and the light increased
With freshness in the dawning east.

Like soften'd airs that blowing steal,

Wlien meres begin to uncongeal.
The sweet ci.urch-bells began to peal.

On to God's house the people prest

;

Pa-ssing the place where each must rest.

Each enter'd like a welcome guest.

One walk'd between his wife and child.

With nieasvu'd fontfall firm and mild,
Aud nuw and then he gravely smiled,

The prudent partner of his blood
Lean'd on hiiii, faithful, gentle, good.
Wearing the ruse of womanhood.

And in their double love securp,
The little maiden \valk"d demure.
Pacing with downward eyelids pure.

Those three made unity so sweet,
ilj' frozen heart began to beat,
Remembering its ancient heat.

I blest them, and they wander"d on
;

I spoke, but answer came there none ;

The dull and bitter voice was guue.

A second voice wa-s at my ear,

A little whisper silver-clear,

A murmur, ' Be of better cheer.'

As from some blissful neiglihourhood,
A notice faintly understood,
' I see the end, and know the good.'

A little hint to solace woe,
A hint, a whisper breathing low,
' I may not speak of what 1 know.'

Like .li^olian harp that wakes
No certain air, but overtakes
Far thought with music that i' makes ;

Such seem'd the whisper at my side ;

' Whatisltthouknowest, sweet voice?' I cried.
' A hidden hope,' tlie voice replied.

So heavenly toned, that in that hour
From out rcy sullen heart a p^wer
Broke, like the rainbow from the shower.

To feel, altho' no tongue can prove.
That every cloud, that sjirtads above
And velleth love, itself is lo\e.

And forth into tlie fields I went.
And Nature's living motion lent

The pulse of hope to discontent.

I wonder'd at the bounteous hours,
The slow result of winter showers

;

You scarce could see the grass for flowers.

I wonder'd, while 1 paced along :

The woods were filled with song.
There seem'd no room for sense of wrong.

So variously seem'd all things wrought,
I marvell'd how the mind was brought
To anchor bj- one glooiuj- thought

;

And wherefore rather I made choice
To ciimmunewith that barren voice,

Thau him that said, 'Rejoice I rejoice !'

Tennyson's reign as Laureate is al-

most commensurate with Victoria's

reign as Queen. His Laureateship has

been signalised with some fine com-
po.sitions. His Poems are dedicated to

the Queen in felicitous verse. His
lines on the opening of the Crystal

Palace, at the great Exhil>ition of

1851, are remarkable for the blending

of thoughtand fancy, gi'aceful allusion,

and delicate compliment, all woven
together by a thread of most exquisite

poesy. His lines of welcome to Alex-

andra are exceedingly happy and
beautiful. All the world rang with

'The Charge of the Light Brigade.'

His ' Ode on the Death of the Duke
of Wellington ' is a striking composi-
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tion, certainly worthy of the great

man whose achievements it celebrates,

and whose character it delineates. The
pomj) and variety in the structure of

the verse—its long resoun<ling lines

and briefer stanzas—-suit admirably

the varying moods and thoughts of

the contemplative mind, as the body
is borne along in procession till it is

laid in the proudest Mausoleum which

the world could provide. Only Tenny-

son coiild write such an ode, with its

realism, with its sober views, its just

appreciation, its nice recognition of all

that was distinguishing in the greatest

soldier of his time : the notice of his

companion in death and in sepultui'e,

Tlie greatest Sailor since the world bea-an

—

is peculiarly appropriate ; and the

])oem concludes with a sublime sim-

plicity worthy of the poet and the oc-

casion. The later ])oems of Tennyson
we cannot pretend to overtake. We
would have liked to have noticed many
others which we liave not introduced

into our criticism. Our object has

been to '^Uscriminate some of the pecu-

liarities of a poet who has been the

subject, as we conceive, of more un-

discriminating laudation than any
other poet in our British calendar, but

whose name is worthy of the highest

eulogium, and will continue gathering

reputation with the world's increasing

knowledore and advancinfr refinement.

THE BAR OF OXTABIO EIGHTY YEARS AGO.

Second Paper.

D. B. READ, Q. C.

"TT/^ITH the thermometer at 84"

V V Fahrenheit in the shade I am
asked to write more on the subject

which heads this article. What am I

to do ? In the first place, the caption

of eighty years ago is inappropriate if I

refer to incidents occurring less than

eighty yeai's ago. In the next place, it is

vacation time when all feel at liberty

to take a holiday or sleep. The reader

doubtless remembers what the great

Dramatist has to say on this subject

—it will be found in * As you like

it ' in the colloquy between Orlando

and Rosalind, in which Orlando asks

a question and gets his answer thus :

RosALixn. — I'll tell you who time ambles withal,

who time trots withal, who time i^alloi^s witlial, and
who time stands still withal. *«);«
Orlando.—Who stays it still withal ?

Rosalind.- With lawyers in the vacation ; for

they sleep between Term and Term and they per-
ceive not how time moves !

However there is nothincr like mak-

ing an attempt to surmount difficul-

ties, even if you fail. In order to

meet the ditficulties of the present

case I apply to amend the caption.

As all lawyers know under the Ad-
ministration of Justice Act power is

given to the- Court to amend by turn-

ing Plaintiff into Defendant and De-
fendant into Plaintiff, iia fact to so alter

the parties and otherwise amend that

a suit may be turned inside out. The
slight amendment I ask is to add
' with continuances ' to the original

caption and that granted I will pro-

ceed to I'efer to matters heretofore

alluded to, connected with the old Bar
which may interest the professional if

not the lay reader. So far as can

be ascertained from the records in Os-

goode Hall, members were first ad-

mitted to the Bar under the new
order of things, following the passing
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of the Acts of the regulating the

practice of the hiw passed 9th July,

1777, in Trinity Term, 1797, when
he foliowing gentlemen were admitted

to the Bar :

1. Bartholomew Crannel Beardsley,

2. James Clarke,

3. RoViert Isaac Jeffrey.

4. Jacob Fannand,
5. Nicholas Hagerman,
6. Angiis Macdonnell,

7. Allen McLean,
8. John McKay,
9. Walter Roe,

10. Alexander Stinant,

11. Samuel Sherwood,
ll*. Timothy Thomson,
13. John White.

Who was the first admitted to the

Roll of Barristers of the gentlemen
above-named, or if any others were
called to the Bar before them can not

be ascertained, as the first Banisters'

Roll is not among the parchments in

the archives of the Courts. The first

Roll there, begins with the names of

gentlemen admitted to the Bar in 1808.

The information as to those admitted

in Trinity Term, 1797, is not obtained

from the original Rolls, but from the

Journals of the Law Society. As the

Roll of 1808 is still preserved, what
has become of the Rolls from 1797 to

1808 1 Were they burned or destroy-

ed by the incendiary hand of the in-

vaders in 1813 1 Dr. Scadding in his

interesting and instructive work, ' To-

ronto of Old,' in referring to the site

of the first House of Parliament thus

writes :
' It was nearly on the site of

this rather hard-featured building (an

old house near the Don) that the first

House of Parliament of Upper Canada
stood, huml)le but commodious struc-

tures of wood built before the close of

the 18th century, and destroyed by
the incendiary hand of the invader in

1813. They consisted, as a contem-

porary document sets forth, of two
elegant halls, with convenient ofiices

for the accommodation of the Legis-

lature and the Courts of Justice. The

library and all the papers and i-ecords

belonging to these iiiditutioiis were
consumed.

'

The Parchment Roll of 1808 bears

a very mottled appearance, and it is

not impossible it was saved while
its ancestor perished in the flames.

The Law Society shortly after their

organization saw the necessity of hav-
ing a head, or Treasurer, as he was
called (following the English prece-

dent), to their body, and appointed

Angus Macdonnell to that ottice. He-
was the first ajjpointed Treasurer of
the Society, a collateral relative of his

now holds a responsible position in Os-

goode Hall. Angus Macdonnell was ap-

pointed Treasurer in the list year of

the reign of King George the Third,

A.D. 1801. He was an uncle to

John Macdonnell, whose name figures

prominently and holds high place in

both the legal and military histoiy of

Canada. John Macdonnell wasadmitted
a student of the law on the 6th April,

1803, and called to the Bar in Easter

Term, 1808. He rose rapidly in his

profession, and became Attorney-Gen-
eral, which ofiice he filled to the time

he was killed in the engagement on
Queenston Heights, while in attend-

ance on Genei-al Brock as Provincial

Aide-de-Camp.

The Battle of Queenston Heights
was fought on 13th October, 1812. The
Americans had a greatly superior

force to the British, and the death of

those two brave men, the beloved

General Brock and Attorney-General

Macdonnell, spurred on the troops, both

regular and militia, to increased efforts

in the cause of their country. I have

now in my possession a history of the

war, written by David Thompson, of

the Royal Scots. This book was
written in the year 1822, shortly

after the conclusion of the war, and

doubtless contains a truthful ac-

count of the Battle of Queenston.

After describing the manner in which

General Brock and Col. Jno. Macdon-
nell, his Aide-de-Camp, met their death,

he says :
—

' The British regulars and
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militia charged in rapid succession

against a force far exceeding their

own, until they succeeded in turning

the left flank of their column, which

rested on the summit of the hill—the

event of the day no longer apjjeared

douljtful.' At the close of the day the

battle had been fought and won.

The names of Brock and Macdonnell

will ever live in the memories of Can-

adians, the one as that of a gallant

general, the other as that of a man of

law. Provincial Aide-de-Camp to so

distinguished an officer, who fought

by his side till death deprived his

country of his military and profes-

sional services.

In the same Trinity Term, 1808,

that John ^lacdonnell had ])een called

to the Bar, three other gentlemen,

afterwards distinguished in Canadian
annals as judges, whose names are

familiar to the public and the Bar,

were admitted as students of the law.

I refer to the name of Archibald

McLean, who became Chief Justice,

and to the names of Jones Jones and
Christopher Alexander Hagerman,
Judges of the Court of Queen's Bench.

The se(pnd Treasurer of the same
Society was D'Arcy Boulton, appoint-

ed to that office at the Chambers of

the Attorney-General, on the 5th of

March, 1806.

William Warren Baldwin was the

next Treasurer, and appointed in Mich-
aelmas Term, 52nd Geo. III., A.D.
1812. There was no Convocation of

Benchers from this date down to

Michaelmas Term, 56th Geo. III.,

25th February, 1815. The cause of

this hiatus of three years was, doubt-

less, occasioned by the war, which
during that period raged with the

United States, familiarly known as

the war of 1812. An incident oc-

curred at the meeting on the 28th of

February, 1815, which is not likely

to occur again in the annals of the

Canadian Bar. A member of the So-

ciety, who had been admitted as a

student in 48th Geo. III., was on
this day, 25th of February, 1815,

made a Barrister, Solicitor-General,

and Benclier. This may be called

pretty rapid promotion at the bar.

The incident i)roves in what esteem

John Beverly Ilobinson, afterward.s

Sir John Beverly Ilobinson and Chief

Justice, must have been held when he
was called upon in one day to fill the

three important offices.

The record in the Journal of the

Law Society stands thus :

—

' The next meeting after Michael-

mas Term, 52nd Geo. III. (1812), was
not held till Hilary Term, 1815,

D'Arcy Boulton, Attorney-General,

presided, and John Beverly Eobinson
called to the Bar.

' Present

:

' D'Arcy Boulton, Atty.-Gen.
' John Beverly Robinson, Sol. -Gen.
' Timothy Thompson,

|

' Allan McLean, \ Esquires.'

' Wm. W. Baldwin, )

The name of Sir John Beverly E.ob-

inson stands prominently forward as

one of the most distinguished Judges

that ever adorned the Canadian Bench.

His urbanity of manners when coming
in contact with the bar—his high sense

of justice and right—his patience, all

combined to make him equally beloved

by the public, the bench and the bar.

His patience was often sorely tried. I

remember a remarkable instance in

which a witness so tried this virtue of

his that judicial dignity at length com-

pelled him to order the witness to the

cells fortwenty-fourhours. L'pwards of

twenty years ago in a Crown case at

the County of ISTorthumberland Assizes,

the case being tried in the court-room

on the hill outside of the Town of Co-

boiu'g, one Weller had been subpoenaed

ab a witness for the crown. This

Weller was no I'elation to William
Wellei', the coach proprietor of that

name, so well known to Canadians

of that day, and whilome Mayor of

Cobourg, nor so far as I am aware

was he a relative of the celebrated

Samivel Veller, so familiarly known
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to readers of the Pickwdck papers,

though from his manners it might

reasonably be supposed he bore some

affinity to that renowned individual.

Mr. Weller, to whom I refer, was

a fisherman of the carrying place

at the head of the Bay of Quinte.

It was the custom in those days when
a person had trespassed on the sup-

posed rights of the fishermen that he

should be punished ; but not to wait

for the law's delay, they generally took

the law into their own hands by mak-

ing the unlucky offenders run the

gauntlet, as it was called ; that is,

a double line of fishei'men was formed,

the culprit placed at the head and

ijiven a chance to run between the

lines to the opposite extremity if he

could without receiving a sound bas-

tinadoing from the fishermen, each of

whom was armed with his oar or other

weapon, with which to belabour the

gauntlet runner. The prosecutor in

the ci'own case had been served in some

such way and the prisoner put on his

trial for the offence—it was deemed
necessary to make Mr. Weller a ci'own

witness, though it was strongly sus-

pected that he was himself impli-

cated. Mr. Weller was of the true cut

of a carrying-place fisherman ; he was
in fisherman's dress, long black un-

kempt hair flowing over his shoulders

and parted in the middle. Before

the trial came on the prisoner's

friends had leari;ed that Mr. Weller

was to be a crown witness, and they

deemed it necessary in the interests of

the prisoners that he should be treated

to something stronger than raspberry

vinegar before taking the stand, and

treated him accordingly till his bi-ain

became so excited that he would inter-

lard whatever he had to say with pro-

testations, strange oaths and modern
instances. The case came on, the

court-house full, the Chief Justice, Sir

John Robinson, presiding, the witness

Weller called to the stand, which was
an elevated one just to the right of

the fn-esiding judge—then this scene

occurred

:

Crown Counsel (to Witness).-—What
is your occupation, witness 1

Weller (Witness).—Well, when I

am at home I am a fisherman—-down
at the carrying-place.

Crown Counsel.—Relate what oc-

curred there on the day in question

between the prisoner and the prosecu-

tor.

Witness.—A good deal occurred
;

the prosecutor was there, I was there,

and I guess a good deal more was
there.

Crovii Counstl.—State Avhat hap-

pened ?

Witui'ss.—

D

n it, can't you
wait (hic-cup) ? and I'll tell you all

about it

Chief-Justice.—Witness, remember
you are in a Court of Justice, and
you are not to swear.

Witness.—Well, go on !

Crown, Counsel:—State now what
occurred 1

Witness.—Oh I what occurred. Well,

d n it, you know !

!

Chief-Justice.—I have told you be-

fore you were not to swear. I am
afraid you have been drinking, wit-

ness. I advise you to be cautious, or

you will get into trouble. I will

commit you if you swear again.

Witness—Judge, you can fine, but

you can't commit ! !

!

Chief-Justice.—Be careful, witness.

The ends of justice require that what
you know of the matter should be

given in evidence, but if you swear

again the Couit will cei-tainly commit
you.

Crown Counsel.—Now, witness, be

calm. I just want you to relate what
took place.

Jfitness.—Well, the Pris., that is

we, not the Pris., made the prosecutor

run the gauntlet, that we did—yes,

by (a very large oath), we made
him run the gauntlet, we did by •

(another great oath).

At this stage the Chief-Justice

could not endure it any longer, and so

ordered the Sheriff to commit witness

Weller to the cells for twentv-four
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hours for contempt of Court, where-
upon Mr. Weller, looking down upon
the audience from his elevated posi-

tion, exclaimed in aloud voice audil)le

to the whole Court). ' Well ! Ha"nt
I brought my fish to a pretty mar-
ket !

'

The Chief Justice felt that the wit-

ness had been tampered with, and for

a long time patiently endui'ed his in-

solence, till at last the propriety of the

law absolutely required that he should

send Mr. Weller to the cells, and so

the witness ' stepped down and out.'

Sic exit, Mr. Weller !

Before concluding, I wish to say

something about Osgoode Hall itself,

I mean the material structure. I

will not bind myself to do this,

however, if the thermometer goes

up to 10-4° as it has shown itself in

some parts of the Province this sum-
mer. In the meantime I will touch

upon a lighter subject, and say some-

thing concei-ning the law students.

They belong to a class to which all the

barristers except those licensed in

1797 have belonged, and we must not

desjjise the day of small things. Down
to the year 1825 the curriculum for

law students was not very severe. In
the Law Society's Journals under date

of July 1st, 1825, is this entry :

—

' Whereas no small injury may be

done to the education of that portion

of the yoiith of the country intended

for the profession of the law by con-

fining the examinations to Cicei'o's

Orations, and it is advisable further

to promote the object of the 16th

Rule of this Society, passed and ap-

proved of in Hilarv Term, 60 Gao. III.

it is unanimously resolved that in

future the student, on his examina-
tion, will be expected to exhibit a gen-

eral knowledge of English, Grecian,

and Roman history, a becoming ac-

quaintance with one of the ancient

Latin poets, as Virgil, Horace, or Ju-
venal, and the like acquaintance with

some of the celebrated prose works of

the ancients, such as Sallust or Ci-

cero, Otiiciis as well as his orations, or

any author of eqvial celebrity which
may be adopted as the standard books
of the several district schools, and it

is also expected that the student will

show the Society that he has had some
reasonable portion of mathematical
instruction.'

Even with this Amended Curricu-

lum, the student of the present day
may well exclaim, ' 0, Fortunate

Puer !
'

In this year of grace, the curricu-

lum is based on the University model,

and woe betide the student that loi-

ters by the way !—let him scrutinize

the seal of the Law Society, and he
will there find a column surmounted
by the figure of a little animal, whose-

example he must follow if he wish to

succeed.

The seal of the Law Society has

more significance and has given birth

to much more deliberation than it or-

dinarily gets credit for. In the

Journals of the Law Society to which
I have so frequently to refer, under
date of the 13th November, 1823,

there is this record :

—

'At a Convocation of the Law So-

ciety at the Chambers of the Treasurer,

the Attorney-General procured at the

request of the Society a seal upon
the shield whereof are engraved the

following arms and motto :—In the

centi-e of the shield is a Doric column
modestly indicating the state of the

legal erudition of the Society in its

fh-st establishment and at the time of

its incorporation, ready to receive at

a future day its embellishment from
the finished models of the ancient and
learned societies in England, sur-

mounted by a beaver always occupy-

ing a compartment in the armorial

bearings of Canada, and forming an
appropriate emblem in the seal, des-

cri^jtive of the industry of the profes-

sion. On the dexter side of the shield

is represented the figure of Hercules,

and on the sinister side the figui-e of

Justice, with the scales in her right

hand and a sword in her left, and are

intended to place in a prominent view
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that spirit of justice and fortitude

which constituted the character of its

members. The words, "Magna Charta

Angiite," inscribed upon the ribbon

floating round the column indicate the

foundation upon which Canadian li-

berty is estal:)lished. Upon the exte-

rior circle is inscrilied the words, " In-

corporated, 1822," which seal is unan-

imously adopted and declared to be the

seal of the Law Society of Upper
Canada.

'

The thei-mometer is down a little, so

I think I may venture now to write

something about Osgoode Hall. It is

a noble structure ; its interior archi-

tectural beauty is much admired by
writers both at home and from abroad

;

it has none of that ancient grandeiir

of the old Law Coiirts at Westmin-
ster Hall, but possesses a native fresh-

ness appropriate to a new country.

The Law Society in the olden time

used to hold their convocation at divers

places—if not Justices in Eyre, they

were at least Benchers in ' Eyre,' now
cropping out in the Parliamentary

Library, now at the Attorney-Gener-

al's office, then at the Court House, or

at the Treasurer's private office—they

had no abiding place. The necessity

of a permanent house came to be felt,

but how to obtain it was the question.

At a meeting of Benchers of the

Law Society of Upper Canada, held

at the Chambers of the Treasurer, on

the tirst day of Michaelmas Term, in

1st year of the reign of Geo. IV., it

was ' resolved that the Society do ap-

jDly a sum not exceeding .£500 in the

erection of a building for the use of

the Society, to be called " Osgoode

Hall," on the site opposite the church

lately purchased by them.'

I confess, without the aid of Dr.

Scadding's ' Toronto of Old,' I could

not have known what site was here

referred to. It is so contrary to the

generally received notion that lawyers

would locate their hall directly oppo-

site a church that one would hardly

believe it. Besides the resolution in

its terms does not make it very clear

whether it was the site for a hall or

the church which was purchased. I

must refer to Dr. Scadding to clear

this matter up. He gives us this de-

scription :

—

' OsfiOODE Hall.

' The east wing of the existing edi-

fice was the original Osgoode Hall,

erected under the eye of Dr. W. W.
Baldwin, at the time Treasurer of the

Society. It was a plain square mattei-

of-fact brick building, two stories and
a half in height. In 1844-46 a cor-

responding structure was erected to

the west, and the two were united by
a building between, surmounted by a

low dome. In 1857-60 the whole

edifice underwent a renovation, the

dome was removed, a very handsome
facade of cut stone, reminding one of

the interior of a Geneose or Roman
palace, was added, with the court

rooms, library and other appurten-

ances, on a scale of dignity and in a

style of architect\iral beauty sur-

passed only by the new Law Courts

in London,' etc., etc.

The edifice, called by Dr. Scadding

the original ' Osgoode Hall,' must be

the east wing of the present Osgoode
Hall at the head of York Street ; this

being so, the original resolution before

referred to as passed 1st Geo. IV.,

A.D., 1820, was not carried out, as

the site thei-e spoken of was oj^posite

a church, and was lately pui'chased by
tlie Society, whereas the present Os-

goode Hall is on land purchased of

Sir John Robinson in 1828, or about

that time, for £1000, as shewn by
the resolutions of Easter Term, 2nd
May, 1828, which I set forth below as

transcribed from the Law Society

Journals.

The subject of acquiring a site and
erecting a permanent hall seems to have

first occupied the attention of Bench-

ers in 1825 and down to 1828, when
the present site was purchased. There

seems to have been a contest raging

in the Benchorial Convocation as to
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whether the site should be near the

Don, rttPiussel Square, or in the west

near the Government House. The
west seems to have cariied the day,

as the following series of resolutions

show, and which I think, even at the

expense of being pronounced tedious

to give, is a matter of interest to all

barristers if not to the general reader.

' coxvocatiox,
' 18th day of Xovemeer, 182-5.

' The subject of entjuiry for a site

for a Hall and the erection of suital^le

buildings having been taken into con-

sideration, the former minutes read and
the matter discussed.

' It was unanimously resolved that

the Treasurer do draw up a brief state-

ment of the intention of the Society

immediately to appropriate its funds

towards the erection of a hall, and its

disposition to accommodate the Court

of King's Bench, with all necessary

apartments, according with the impoi-

tance and dignity of its functions, if

the funds of the Society could be

aided by a reasonable grant of money
on the part of the Province, and that

the Government and Judges should

approve of such a measure of inviting

funds in order not only to secure more
immediate and ample accommodation,
Vjut also to erect a building worthy of

the Province and its seat of Govern-
ment. And such statement be pre-

sented to the Judges as soon as prac-

ticable, and that the treasurer may
assure them of the willingness of the

Society to pledge themselves to the

extent of £2,000 towards this de.sir-

able object.

'W. W. Baldwin,
' Treas.

' The statement having been accord-

ingly drawn up by the Treasurer and
shewn to the Judges in Court and ap-

proved l)y them, was presented to the

Judges on the Bench.
' K T. 7 Geo. IV. On motion of

the Atty.-Gen. it was unanimously
resolved. That the Treasurer do pre-

pare a draft of a memorial to His Ex-
cellencv Sir Peregrine Maitland, Lieut.

-

Governor, and representing on tlie j)art

of the Society, the great disadvantage

they labour under by the want of

Vjuildings wherein to transact business,

collect and depo.sit a library and to ac-

commodate the youth studying the pro-

fession. That learning from public re

port that the new buildings for the

contemplated Parliament House are

to be built on Simcoe Place, they hope
His Excellency will not consider them
unreasonable in soliciting a grant of a
portion of the old site of the Public

Buildings now abandoned, and that in

the event of his favotirable reply to

their memorial the Society would lose

no time in commencing such a build-

ing as would be ornamental to the

town as well as convenient to them-
selves.

' W. W. Baldwin,
' Treds.^

' :\Iich. T. 7 Geo. IY. The Treas-

urer submitted a plan of the elevation

of a building as a hall for the use of

the Society, upon which he was reques-

ted to proceed with the plan and pro-

cure an estimate of the left wing.
' Hil. T. 7 Geo. IY. Mr. Ridout k

Mr. McAuley ex'd. the Treasurer's ac-

counts, by which examination it ap-

peared that the funds of the Society

immediately available amount to

£18.39 106^ \U.
' The Atty. -General

;
Benchers

Jonas Jones, Esquire j entered ct

Archibald McLean, Esq
\

took their

John Eolph, Esq.
J

seats.

' Whereupon General Convocation
having met pursuant to the resolution

of Tuesday, the 2nd instant, and the

Treas. having laid before the Society

the above general statement of its

funds, the Society discussed the sub-

ject of the application to the use of

the Society. Wherefore, after consi-

deration, upon the motion of the Atty.-

Gen. it was unanimously resolved,

' That the Society is very gi-ateful

for the grant of six acres of land
which they are informed the Honour-
able the Executive Council have re-

commended to be made forthepui-poses
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of the Society, but as in tlieir applica-

tion no definite opinion was expressed

as to the quantity which would enable

the Society to carry their object into

effect, and as they have been given to

understand that the most favourable

disposition existed to comply with

theii' wishes, it is expedient that the

Treasurer should, on behalf of the

Society, represent to His Excellency

that if the grant could be extended to

any convenient tract between fifteen

and twenty acres it would be much
more suitable to the purposes con-

templated.'

The Treasurer then laid before the

Society the plan prepared and executed

by him : agreeably to the request

made of him last Michaelmas Term,

but without an estimate, which could

not be obtained at present, sufiicient

time not having been had for that part

of said request.

The plan ha\'ing been inspected and

considered, it was unanimously re-

solved :

—

' That William W. Baldwin, Esq.,

the Pi-esident and Treasurer, do ob-

tain an estimate of the expense of

building the south wing of the plan

submitted by him ; this estimate to

be separate from the portico and
vestibule in one amount, and for the

hall, library, &c., in the second

amount. That he do submit the plan

to His Excellency the Lieut. -Gover-

nor, and also to the Honourable the

Judges of the King's Bench, for their

consideration as to the accommoda-
tion proposed for the Court and oflices

appendant in the north ving; and it is

further resolved that in case the

Honble. the Judges of the King's-

Bench and the Exec. Govt, give any
assurance on their part that the plan,

so far as regards the Court of Kings
Bench, will be pursued with eflect on

their part, the said Treas. shall lay

the estimate to be obtained before

the Society in the next Term, for

their final approbation, before con-

tract be entered into. It is also fur-

ther resolved that a further estimate

be made and procured of the Expense
of building the Court and range of

Chambers between the wings, as in

the design.

' E. T.'S, Geo. IV. The Treasurerhav-
ing laid before the Society a diagram
of the Surveyor-General of the plot of
land wherein his Excellency has been
pleased to recommend the gi-ant of

this site for the use of the Society,

and the Society having inspected the

same, and selected that part therein

the most suited to their purpose,

directed the Treasui-er to communi-
cate such their selection to the Honour-
able the Exec.-Coimcil, and request

their acquiescence in the same.

'AV. W. Baldwin,
' Treas.'

' Mich. T. 8, Geo. IY., Nov. 1827.

The Treasurer reported that he had
as yet received no definite answer
from the Exec. Council relative to the

application of the Society, for the

selected part of the land described in

the diagi'am alluded to in the proceed-

ings of the Convocation held the 23rd

day of April last, upon which, after

some deliberation, it was deemed most
prudent to suspend that application

for the present, and that in the mean-
time the Aty.-Gen. be requested to

enquire how far the applicatio.i for a

site in Russell Square might be accept-

able to the Government."
'Hil. T. 8 Geo. IV., 11 Jany., 1828,

Criminal Court House.

'The Society dii'ects the Treas. to

request,the Atty.-Gen. in their name to-

renew the application for the portion

of ground at the site of the old govt,

buildings.
' W. W. Baldwix

• Treas
'

'T. T. 9 Geo 4.

' A site for erection of a hall was

described and enquiry as to value of

those oftered by Mi-. Mercer and Mr.

Attnif. was recommended.
' T. T. 2 May, 1828. It was unan-

imously resolved that the pui-chase of

6 acres of land from the Attorney

General in front of his Park lot be-
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earned into eftect without delay, the

sum agreed for by the Society with

him being £ 1 000. Resolved also that

the Attorney-Genei-al, the Solicitor-

General, Arch. Baldwin, Mr. Ridout

and Mr. McAuly be a committee of

management for apjiroving a plan,

making cvdverts, and superintending

the erection of a building
' W. W. Raldwix

' Treas.^

' T. T. 9 Geo 4. At Con. held on
26th day of June, 1828. Present :

'William W. Baldwin, Treas.

John B. Robinson Esq, Aty-Gen..

Henry John Boulton Esq., Sol Gen.

John Rolph, Esq.
' The necessity of building a hall and

chambers for the use of the Society

was discussed.

'The Att. General proposed that a

a hall and buildings sutticient for the

present purposes of the Society, not to

exceed £3000 in expense, and to form
the central edifice of future buildings,

to be extended laterally as the increase

of the Society may hereafter require,

should be undertaken.
' The Solicitor-General proposed a

smaller Imilding, which might cost
about j£700, to be built near to the
street, for the present purpose of the
Society, and at a future day answer-
ing some other subordinate use of the
Society.

'The propo.sal of the Attorney-Gene-
ral was api)roved, and a plan to that
extent for that purpose was desired to
be obtained.'

Having thus given some history of
students, Barristers, and Benchers,
with a little Judicial seasoning, I think
I may conclude ; and as 1 began this
continued article on the Bar of Onta-
rio eighty years ago by giving the
name of the first registered barrister,

so far as the journals shew, I may
conclude by giving the name of the
oldest living barrister of Ontario, so far
as proofs are aflforded by the same
ponderous tomes which seem to con-
tain the arcana of the early legal his-

tory of our Province. The oldest
living barrister I believe to be Andrew
Norton Buell. He was admitted a
student in Hilary Term, .57th Geo.
III., 15th January, 1817, and called
to the Bar in Michaelmas Term, 1823.

MA CHAMBRETTE.

File est belle, elle est gentille !

Toute bleue, a nion r6veil,

Elle a le feu qui sciiitille

De chaque brillant soleil

!

Elle a la pale lumiere
Des etoiles de la lutit,

Et Teiicens Ue ma jiri^re

Qui s'eleve et qui s'eiifuit.

Oui, c'est la, dans ma chambrette,
Que je prie et parle a Uieu ;

Oh I quelle grace secrete

Se r6pand eii ce doux lieu !

Dans ce petit sanctuaire,

Chaque meuble, chaque objet,

Devieiit pour moi le siijet

D'un peiiser qui salt me plaire.

C'est le chant de nion oiseau

Dont la douce nielodie

Charme tant ma reverie,

Lui doiine un essor si beau ;

C'est aussi men secretaire

Sachant tonjours nie distraire

Lorsqu'un nuage Iey:er

Vient en passant m'affliger ;

II est la s<ire cachette

8

Du plus intime secret
Comme a ma mere discrete,
Je lui dis tout sans rein-et

;

Mais si je taris la source
De mes heureux souvenirs,
Ou si I'ennui dans sa course
Vient provoquer mes si.upirs,

De suite c'est la lecture.
Les livres ne manquent pas,
Si ni'in coeur veut les appas
De tout ce que la nature
A de grand et d'enchanteur
C'est le ' R6cit d'une soeur.'
Oh ! quel admirable 'buvrage
II a bien le pur langage
D'un coeur vrai. de I'idAal,

De la sainte po6sie.

Puis vient apres, le jouri al

De la reveuse Eugfenie,'
Dont le style original
R6v^le un si beau g6i ie.

* Le " Recit d'une scEur.' par Madame de Craven
et le Journal de Mile Kugfenie de Guerin.

'
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Mais c'est assez vous conter

Mon doux trfisor littferaire,

Je lie saurais bien chanter
Ces flpurs de mon etagere ;

Et oepeiidant je voudrais,

Je voudrais, 6 ma chambrette,
Dire dans machaiisoniiette
Tous tes gracieux attraits,

Ainsi que fait I'alouette

Et chaque gentil oiseau,

Pour le |ietit nid d'herbette

Qui fut hier sou berceau.

<5u6bec, 1S70.

(Trandation.)

MY LITTLE ROOM.

Thou hast charms- for me alone,

Little chamber, all my own
;

Thou dost wear the hues I prize.

Vying with the azure skies ;

Thou hast just such gentle lig-ht

As the stars that deck the night

;

The sweet incense of my prayer
Unto heaven thou dost bear ;

For 'tis here 1 hold converse
V\ith Hini who rules the universe.

Then what sweet, refreshing grace
Is diffused througliout the place,

Changing it into a shrine.

Of God's holy will the sign.

Every object that I see

Brhigs a plea.-ant thought to me.
Hark ! my bird, with spirit free.

Utters such sweet melody
That on fancy's wings along
1 am wafted with its song.

And if ever 'neath a cloud
Of melancholy I am bowed.
To my desk I can repair

And indict my sorrows there.

'Tis the safest confidant

Of the woes the mind which haunt.
Safe as is a mother's breast

To her daughter's sad unrest.

If of memory the source
Lose its freshness and its force ;

If to weariness a prey

—

Shall I sigh my hours away?
No I within my little room
There is what can chase the gloom.
Books of memory take the place

And of sadness leave no trace.

All that to the sentient heart
Can quick sympathy impart
With what nature doth contain,

Grand and fair, in her domain.
In tlie ' Sister's Tale' I find.

Offspring of a noble mind ;

Language pure and purpose high,

A true soul's holy poesie.

Next, delighted T peruse
Eugenie's sweet, dreamy muse,
Whose rapt st^le is like no <)ther.

Save that of her poet-brother

—

Mental twins of wondrous birth.

Lost, alas I too soon to earth.

Over books like these I pore.

Dearest of my clas.--ic store.

Flowers of exquisite perfume
Make thee fragrant, little room.
But I cannot number all

The delights within my call.

Though I fain wc.uld sing the rest,

A< the lark its dainty nest

Praises vvi.h its gladsome notes,

As aloft in air it floats :

And each other gentle bird.

As it upward soars, is heard
AVarbliiig forth, where'er it roam,
Tlie praises of its humble home.

Jons Reade.

THIS beautiful little poem, so full

of freshness and promise, was
published in the Journal de I'lnstruc-

tion Fvhlique of the Province of

Quebec, in November, 1870, under
circumstances peculiarly sad. The
authoress, iSIiss Marie Catherine Hen-
riette Adeline Chauveau, daughter of

the Hon. P. J. (). Chauveau, the pre-

sent Sheritf of Montreal, but then

Minister of Education, was married

on the 25th of October, 1870, to Wil-

liam Scott Glendonwyn, Esq., of Par-

ton, Kircudbright, Scotland, Lieuten-

ant in the 69th Eegiment. She left

Quebec with her husband on the 16th

of November, for Bermuda, and arri-

ved there on her birthday, the 25th,

when she was just nineteen years of

age. A few days after her arrival

she was taken ill with typhoid fever,

and died on the 17th of December.

Mr. Glendonwyn started with the re-

mains for Quebec, but fell ill of the

same disease at Halifax. On the 6th

of January, how^evex", the remains

reached Queliec and were temporarily

placed in the Bellevue Cemetery. The
sad event had a terrible effect on Mrs.

Glendonwyn's eldest sister, who died

on the 13th of March follo^ving. The
two sisters, with a younger one, who
had died some years before, were in-

terred in the chapel of the Ursuliiie

Convent, and a beautiful monument
of white Carrara marble, the work of

Mr. Marshall Wood, was erected to

their memory. It consists of three

figures in alto-relievo, representing

Faith, Hope and Charity, each of

them bearing a resemblance to one of

the sisters.

Four years later, Mrs. Chauveau,
who had been severely shattered in

health by these successive bereave-

ments, was laid beside her daughters.

Another sister, who was a nun in the

Congregation of Notre Dame, Mont-
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rreal, a lady of marked alulity and
extraordinary iwwer as a teacher, fol-

'ioNved in seven months.

The poem, " Ma Chambrette," was
written by Madame Glendonwyn a

few months before her marriage. Her
father, the Hon. P. J. 0. Chauveau,
j^ublished it, as ah'eady mentioned, in

the November number of the Jour-

nal de VInstruction Puhlupit, of

which he was then officially editor-in-

chief, without his daughter beintj

aware of it, and thinking to surpi-ise

her by showing it to her in print,

Pro^lence had ordered otherwise.

She never saw it. The next number
of the Journal contained the announce-
ment of her death. We have pre-

sented it to our readers with the in-

itials and the date, as it was first pub-
lished eight years ago. The aim of

the translation has been to preseiwe,

as far as possible, the spirit and girlish

freshness of the original.

EUROPEAN PORCELAIN,

BY MRS. FRANCIS RYE.

' Take thou this clay, with thrice refined art,

Mix, model, fire it. All the world arhuires

Vour SSvres or Dresdeii, fragile, delicate.

Translucent like the linings of a shell.

Or maiden's fing-ers seen athwart a fire.

'Tis Viraiely done I and yet forjret not thou
The meed of praise due Nature's alcheraj-,

AVhich, long before thy potter's wheel was planned,
'Wrought from such clay as this such flowr's as

these.

Fragile and fair, droopiugly delicate,

And tinted with more glorious excellence
111 all their sweet profuseuess, than your skill

Could lavish, though a life-time were employed,
Upon one saucer for a king.'—F. R.

T^HE admiration for china, which in

later days almost amounted to a

passion, took its rise in the year 1497,

when the passage to India and China,

by the Cape of Good Hope was dis-

covered. It is hardly possible for us

now-a-days, when all countries are so

easily accessible, to imagine what a

change of thought and feeling must
have been wrought ; what a store-

house of knowledge was opened, and
what new ideas of men and things

were acquired by the finding out of

this passage.

From that time, earthenware, no
matter how beautiful, was held in

contempt when compared with the

porcelains of China and Japan ; and
though only the very wealthy and
noble could procure specimens, yet its

very rarity, and the fact of its being
till then unknown in Europe, made it

the more desirable to be the envied
possessor of an article of the new and
admired material. The pure white
porcelain of Fokien, which when held
up to the light disclosed designs of
flowers, bii-ds and tishes ; the blue and
white porcelain of Nankin ; and the
sea-green and highly glazed porcelain
of King-te-tching—each and all of
these weie the oVijects of intense de-
sii-e to the connoisseur and collector.

It was not till three centuries after

the way to China was opened that
porcelain was manufactured in Europe,
and great indeed was the excitement
when it was first successfully produced.

During the eighteenth century the
mania for china was at its height, and
almost every author of the period al-

luded to it in some way. In the fol-

lowing lines we see how it was re-

garded by fashionable women at that
time.

' Then flash'd the li\iug light'ning from her eves,
And screams of horror rend th' affrighted skies!
Not louder shrieks to pitying Heav'n are cast,
When husbands, or when lap-dogs, breathe their

lasi
;

Or when rich china vessels, fall'n from high.
In glittering dust and painted fragments lie !'
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In this nineteenth century, the ad-

miration for china has hardly decreased

or fallen off from the high pitch to

which our ancestors cairied it ; old

pieces of Dresden, Sevres, or Italian

china charm and delight us in much
the same manner as the vases and

dishes from China, or the delicate egg-

shell paste cups and lacquer bottles

of Japan attracted the attention of

our sires when lirst imported.

The chief porcelains of Europe are

those of Dresden, Sevres, and Chelsea,

where the most important manufac-

tories were established, and though

mai.y other cities also produce por-

celain, yet they cannot claim the same

attention as these three.

Dresden.-—The first true European

porcelain was that manufactured at

Meissen, near Dresden, in Saxony,

from which last-named town it derives

its name. In the year 1700, during

the Electorate of Augustus II., two

alchemists, Johan Bbttcher and

Tschirnhaus by name, discovered the

way to make porcelain.

At fii-st they only produced a red,

hard, ware like jasper, and a brownish

red ware, highly glazed and orna-

mented with gold and silver ; but

about fifteen years later they found

out how to make true white porcelain

by the mixture of two clays.

This discovery so much delighted

the Elector, and so anxious was he to

become a patron of art, and at the

same time to prevent any one else

from getting acquainted with the se-

cret, that he immediately shut up
Bottcher, the real discoverer, in the

strong Castle of Meissen, which from

that time forward became his work-

shop, his dwellbig-house, and event-

ually his grave. ' Geheim his ins Grab,'

secret even to the Grave, was the in-

scription over the entrance to his pri-

son, but yet, in spite of all the sur-

veillance of Avigustus, the precious

and carefully guarded method leaked

out thi'ough a runaway foreman who
lost no time in carrying his news to

A^ienna, from whence the knowledge

of the porcelain manufacture spread

to Italy, France, and England.

Hoi'oldt, Kandler, and Marcolini

are the names of the principal artists

who at different times were employed
in the manufactory at Dresden in

painting and gilding the china, and in

modelling its groups and figures.

Dresden china is generally orna-

mented with designs of birds and
flowers, frequently on a white or gros

bhu gi-ound. Occasionally conversa^

tion subjects after "VVatteau were
painted on vases and cups, and single

figures with raised flowers are also

characteristic of this porcelain. All

genuine specimens are marked with

the arms of Saxony, the two crossed

swords.

In 1718 Vienna had a manufactory
of its own, under the patronage of

Maria Theresa, and in 1751 porcelain

was manufactured at Bei'lin, where it

was patronized by Frederick thedreat.

Venice, Naples, Florence, and Turin

soon set up similar establishments

with various marks generally im-

pressed in the paste. Besides these

marks, the porcelain of these different

manufactories have no particular cha-

ractei-istics, all of them being more or

less like that of Dresden, after which
they were modelled.

Sevres.— The most beautiful and
costly of porcelain is without doubt

that manufactured at Sevres. It had

its origin at St. Cloud, where thei-e

was a manufactory in 1695. At first

the makers only imitated oriental por-

celain, and though many of the ingre-

dients were the same as those em-

ployed in the true Sevi-es, yet it was
many years before the real pate tendre

made its appearance. From St. Cloud

the manufacture was carried to Chan-

tilly, and from there to Vincennes in

1745, until at last it settled at Sevres,

where the porcelain is still produced.

The exqui.site }.dte tendre was com-

posed of several materials, of which

clay is only one ingredient—the whole

chemically combined. It is called soft,

on account of its being very easily
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fused, and also because it can be cut

by any sharp instrument. It was only

made for fifty years, its manufacture
discontinuing for lack of appreciation

and want of artistic taste, which was
just then at a low ebb.

It was succeeded by the pate dure,

called the real porcelain, and made of

only two clays, kaslin, which is a sili-

cate of aluminium, and petuntse. It

could not be easily fused, and its glaze

was sufficiently hard to prevent its

being scratched. It is not nearly so

beautiful as the pate tendre, in which
the colours are deeper and richer and
melt as it were into the porcelain.

The soft kind is also a great deal rarer

and required much greater care and
delicacy in the workmanshij). The
glaze was more brilliant and perfectly

smooth and even throughout, and
many of the specimens have decora-

tions on them as mellow and rich as

the finest oil painting.

The two sorts are most easily dis-

tinguished, the hard kind having a less

finished look ; the surface, even in the

finest specimens, being rougher, and the

colours being separate from the ground-
work, whilst little or none of that de-

liriously graduated loss of colour into

the body of the work, which is seen

in the old pa^e tendre, is perceptible

in the later production.

At one time the soft porcelain was
sold almost exclusively to Royalty,

and enormous prices, nearly as great

as those demanded for it at the pre-

sent time, were asked for it ; but at

the period of the Revolution, a great

deal of it was exported to England by
noble families, who were anxious to

save their worldly goods from general

destruction.

George the Fourth, when Prince

Regent, was a great patron and col-

lector of the soft porcelain, and it was
he who formed the nucleus of the va-

luable collection now in the possession

of the Queen. A great deal of it was
smuggled over into England, and sold

to London dealers, by a man named
3enoit. Another thing that made this

porcelain more easily obtainable by
the English was the depraved taste of

the French under the Empire. No-
thing was fashionable or sought after

then in France V)ut weak imitations of

classical subjects without the true spi-

rit of the antique. Xature was no
longer copied, but stilted nymphs and
semi -classical groups were painted in-

stead. The directorship of the manu-
factory became vacant, and ^I. Alex-

andre Brongniart was appointed to the

post. Brongniart was a great chemist

but nothing of an ai-tist, and he en-

deavoured only to perfect the sub-

stance and paid no attention to deco-

rative beauty.

The description of a specimen of

each kind of porcelain, the hard and
the soft, may not be uninteresting.

For the pate tendre we will take a vase

in the possession of the Neville family,

of a deep blue colour, ending at the

to]) in leaf-shaped ornaments, which
turn over to form the handles, whilst

the body of the vase is painted with

landscapes. Nothing could be simpler

or more chaste than this ; the idea of

the leaf-formed handles is fine.

For the imte, dure we wall take a

vase and cover belonging to F. Davis,

Esq. Mars, Venus, and Cupid, hold-

ing a buckler, are painted on a green

ground, a warlike trophy forms the

background ; the borders are gilt

acorns and oak leaves, the plinth is

ormolu, and round the neck is a dou-

ble cord Avith tassels hanging down
each side. No comment need be made
on this—the sad degradation of taste

speaks for itself ; the cord and tassels

are an awful climax.

The gros bleu, the bleu de roi, and
the famous rose dto Barri, are the fa-

vourite colours in the Sevres porcelain.

The rose du Barri^-as originally called

the rose du Pompadour, as it was dis-

covered in the time of the first mis-

tress of Louis XV., but when the re-

nowned Countess du Barri became the

reigning favourite, the colour changed

its name out of compliment to her.

Besides Her Majesty, the Duke of
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Portland and the Marquis of Bath I

have good collections of Sevres china.

Enylish.—The earliest manufacto-

ries in England were those established

at Bow, Chelsea, Derby, and Worces-

ter. The porcelain made there was

more or less copied from that of

Dresden and St. Cloud and displayed

but little originality. A close observer

can of course detect the difference,

even -svithoiit finding it necessary to

look for the mark of each manufac-

toi-y.

Besides these four just mentioned

there were manufactories at Plymouth,

Bristol, Nantgarw and Swansea in

Wales, but they existed but a short

while, the works from various causes

coming to an end after a few years'

duration.

There was greater originality dis-

played in these last manufactories, but

specimens of their work are very rare

and difficult to obtain.

The works at Chelsea were estab-

lished in 1745, and flourished till the

year 1765, when they were closed and

and all the moulds, models and designs

transferred to Derby. At Chelsea,

as at Dresden, the process of making

the porcelain was kept a profound

secret and the artists employed were

carefully watched and guarded.

There is a story current that a

youth determined to discover the

secret, and for that purpose, hung
about the factory doing odd jobs and

endeavouring as much as possible to

attr^act the notice of the managers.

This he soon did, and as he feigned

idiotcy and was really a very good

actor, the principal thought him a

harmless sort of lad enough and al-

lowed him to go in and out whenever

he pleased. He took, of course, every

advantage of this unwonted liberty

and made himself thoroughly master

of every detail of the workmanship.

After learning in this way all he re-

quii'ed for his purpose he decamped

and the harmless idiot boy was never

more seen in that neighbourhood. It

is said that he either himself set up as

a manufacturer of porcelain or sold the-

secret to those who did.

The mark on Chelsea china is an
anchor, usually painted in gold or

colours. The designs on this porcelain

are not very good owing to the

general decline of tme artistic feel-

ing at this time. The decorations

are chiefly in the Watteau and pseudo-

classical style. Some very fine ex-

amples of old Chelsea were lent to the

South Kensington Mviseum, London,
in the year 1862, by well-known col-

lectors. Amongst others w^ere some
very beautiful groups. One, lent by
the Queen, is specially remarkable, it

represents a group on a claret-coloured

gi'ound, with golden borders. From
an archway formed of scroll-work a

shepherd steps out, and discovers a

sleeping shepherdess with sheep,

lambs and flowers by her side. Cupid

is seen above, and surmounting all is

a watch set in a frame of raised flowers.

Gros bleu, claret and pink are colours

often employed in this porcelain. In
the Foundling Hospital, London, is an

enormous Chelsea vase, considered a

masterpiece of its kind.

The manufactory at Bow existed

at the same time as that at Chelsea.

It did not, however, survive the eigh-

teenth century and has no pai-ticular

characteristics capable of description

in a short paper such as this.

A figure in white porcelain of a

comedian with a three-cornered hat, a

court di-ess and a sword, in the pos-

session of Lord Arundel, of Wardour,

is probably of Bow manufacture, but

it is extremely difficult to determine

satisfactorily what pieces actually did

come from Bow, as no mark can be

absolutely attributed to this porcelain.

That made at Derby called ' Crown
Derby' was established in 1751, by
William Duesbury. After the Chelsea

moulds were sent to Derby the mark
of the anchor was united to the D of

the Derby establishment, and later

still the mark was a crown and a cross

with a dot in each angle, underneath

which was the D, and sometimes only^
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the crown and the D. Some of tlie

single figures made of this porcelain

are very delicate and admirable.

Eustic youths and little maidens with

lambs or dogs in white china are

favourite subjects.

The establishment at "Worcester

still exists. It was founded in 1751 by

Dr. Wall, and purchased from him in

1783 by Mr. Flight, under whose name
it flourished till 1839 when it united

to another manufactory in the same
citv, belonging to Mr. Chamberlain.

The early marks were a crescent,

sometimes the letter JV only, and

sometimes a fretted sqiiai-e in blue,

designed from the Chinese. There

were a few specimens of the Worcester

china in the loan exhibition of the

South Kensington Museum, in most of

which dark blue was much used.

The European manufacturers would
do well if they copied the Orientals,

not only {as they have already done)

in the materials employed in making
the tihina, but in carefully studying

the depth and richness of colour at-

tained byJapanese and Chinese artists,

and to which they have never yet

reached. The pdte tendre of Sevres

comes the nearest to the Oriental in

point of colour, but still it is far be-

hind its model, though I think it

must be allowed that a few of the

tints vised in that porcelain quite

come up to the beauty of the Oriental

colours.

With regard to design, the artists

of China are certainly crude and stift",

but they make up for that in delicacy

of detail and beauty of shape. The
designs of the Japanese are better, and
it is getting now to be seen that they

are very thoughtful and well reasoned

out.

The outlines, unfortunately, ofmany
of the imported vases and jars are

very frequently marred by the bad

taste shown in the gold and silver

settings, which settings are due to their

European possessors. At present much
larger prices are given for rare ex-

amples of Sevres, or even Majolica

ware, than are given for those of china,

though the latter are often moi'e truly

artistic. The finestspecimens of Chinese

porcelain are manufactured at King-

te-Ching, but the ordinary large jars

so often seen come from Canton,—

a

modern manufactory. From Canton,

also, we have the greater number of

cups, plates, vases, kc, which are iiow

so easily obtamed, but the workman-
ship is very inferior, and the decoi-a-

tions more grotesque than beautiml.

However, even in the cheapest little

things, the Chinese display an adapta-

bility, both as to colours and design,

seldom seen amongst Europeans.

The imperial yellow is the finest of

all the colours used by Chinese manu-
facturers, and they esteem it so highly

that it is only employed for the Em-
pei'or and the guests at the Palace. A.

most beautiful ruby is also a favourite

colour with them, and is seen occa-

sionally on the outer sides of saucers

and plates.

No house of any pretensions is now
considered to be furnished without its

cabinet or shelf of valuable china, and
great is the excitement when any espe-

cially beautiful is announced for sale.

Enormous are the prices asked and
eagerly given by collectors, and it be-

comes yearly more and more difficult

for a lady who is a true china lover

and assiduous seeker after rare speci-

mens to be

' Mistress of herself, when iihina falls.'
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EOUND THE TABLE.

THE notion that the industrial

prosperity of a countiy rests

solely vipon the adoption, by its rulers,

of a policy of free trade or of protec-

tion is a wide-spread and, to some ex-

tent, a delusive one. So wide-spread

is it that the weal or woe of a coun-

try is thought to be bound up in the

tariff, irrespective of all other circum-

stances that affect national prosperity

and international trade. Particularly

is this the case in Canada, where the

Government, whether holding thought-

ful and well-reasoned views on the

subject or the reverse, is held respon-

sible for, at least, the continuance of

' bad times ' when trade depression

has unfortunately fallen upon the

country. Unfortunately, too, the

question itself of Free Trade and Pro-

tection has been made so much the

pet hobby of politicians who, for sel-

hsh ends, take up one side or other of

the subject, that, abstractly, its dis-

cussion gets little justice, and all sorts

of crudities and inconsistencies creep

into the public mind with regard to

the respective meiits of its rival ar-

guments. Amid the haze which this

ever self-interested discussion of the

subject has thrown up, it may be of

moment to the serious student of its

problems to dip into Prof. Fawcett's

recent lectures, now issued from the

press, in which the arguments on both
sides are concisely and clearly dealt

with, though, of course, with very de-

cidedly expressed conclusions infavour

of Fi-ee Trade. And, just at present,

when there is so much general indus-

trial and commercial stagnation, it may
be important to learn—in the case of

England, at any rate,where the depres-

sion of trade has largely, and now for

a length of time, existed, how the argu-

ment for Free Trade can be effect-

ively held while the industries of all

other countries are supposed to be

shooting their over-jiroducts into its

home markets, as well as into those

for which England has hitherto been

the sole manufacturer. And, on the

other hand, equal interest will natur-

ally be felt in seeing whether in coun-

tries that accept Protection as their

policy, the Protective system is work-

ing out to economic advantage, and
to their material prosperity and ad-

vancement. The chapter upon Com-
mercial Depression will best help to

solve the riddle ; and no one can read

it, we think, without being very sen-

sibly impressed with the fact • that

Free Trade principles, however sev-

erely they are put to the test by the

cia'cvimstances of the times, are not,

by any means, in danger. In the

main, the chapter confines itself to the

discussion of contrasts between the

countries of Great Britain and the

United States ; the representatives

of the two rival systems ; though

comparisons are also drawn between

the commercial condition of England,

under Free Trade, and that of other

countries, such as Germany, France

and Russia, where restrictive tariffs

are maintained. Without endorsing

the conclusions Prof. Fawcett comes

to, in weighing the respective merits

of the fiscal systems of England and

the United States, the facts he elicits

with regard to their respective mdus-
tries and trade, and to the danger

either country may be considered to

run in upholdmg the policy each has

adopted, are both significant and in-

structive. Of course, the commercial

depression being common to both

countries at present, it is diificult
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readily to come to a conclusion with

respect to the merits of the system

either country has followed. That

-the weight of argument, however, is

in favour of England's free-trade

policy, Px'of. Fawcett substantially
j

insists upon, as he considers that the

severity of the trade depression is

greater in the United States than in

England, while there is less reason

for this considering the great natui'al

resources of the United States and the

other advantages that country posses-

ses over England. One prevalent and
mischievous idea the Professor gets

rid of, by the conclusive argument of

iignres, viz : that American industries

are killing off the trade of England
;

and no little handle has been made of

this erroneous notion among thePai'ty-

economists in Canada who exultantly

point to the circumstance as the result

of a protectionist policy. We have

been so much accustomed to hear of

this boast on the y)art of Americans
themselves—that England's trade is

being ruined by United States compe-
tition—that even the logic of figures

is slow to convince one.

But the figures Prof. Fawcett quotes,

are taken, of course, from authentic

sources, and are not to be belied.

Moreover, to those who have read the

recent lugubrious axticles in the N. Y.

Herald on the export trade of the

United States—a trade that that

otherwise boastful journal speaks of,

in its manufacturing features, as being

pitiful in amount—the citations of

Prof. Fawcett cannot be challenged.

Theii- testimony is that nine-tenths of

the volume of the American export

trade is of agricultural produce, and
the raw material of England's manu-
factures; and of tho tenth but a

trifling proportion is of manufactured
goods. To take the figures, in com-
parison with the English Export trade

in manufacture.s for the year 1876,

the relative values is thus stated

:

For England, one hundred and twenty-

nine millions sterling ; for the Uni-
ted States, four millions sterling

!

The figures may well allay the vague

alarm that unfamiliarity with the

facts here stated has occasioned, and
the statement may also reassure any

sensitive lover of the Mother Country
that England's decadence has not yet

set in.

Other erroneous notions prevalent

with respect to England's danger in

ex^)orting vastly more than she im-

ports. Prof. Fawcett satisfactorily re-

plies to, as well as in combatting

many heresies Avhich attach to the

doctrines of Free Trade and Protec-

tion. But I will not discuss these

—Some recent remarks from a friend

at ' the table ' on the subject of ham-

mocks, lead me to discourse a little

longer on the same subject, having a

somewhat intimate acquaintance with

the particular hammock to which he

i-efers, and a very high appreciation of

the luxury of a hammock as a retreat

for holiday hours. One could hardly

indeed imjtrove upon such an easy un-

dulating, flexible couch, which, swing-

ing between eaith and sky, seems to par-

take more of the ethereal nature of the

air than of the solid hardness and im-

mobility of earth. With the sweet air

blowing freely about you, and interlac-

ing boughs of oak and pine making a

waving canopy above—far more beau-

tiful than any velvet canopy of state

—

and the blue river rushing beneath,

sparkling with golden sunshine, or

with silvermoon-beams, or rosy with the

crimson flush of evening, you feel for

the time being raised out of the earthly

sphere of moitals into that of the

birds that are twittering about you, or

singing even song from boughs high

overhead. I only wonder hammocks
are not far more commonly seen and

do not figure far more largely in our

modern light literature. In the United

States they have within the last few

years, become a ' feature ' to a consid-

erable extent. Every one who has

not already done so should read that

exquisite little romance of a hammock
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hj Aldrich, the story of the girl in

blue in whom we become almost as

much interested as did the hero of the

story, and who turns out, almost as

much to our disgust as to his, to have
been no girl at all, but only a phantom
creature of his friend's brain—mis-

chievoiisly improvised to tiy how far he
could interest another in an illusion.

AYe sympathise heartily with the youth
who wakes from 'love's young dream'
to find his afi'ection—wasted on a non-
existent ideal—thro^vTi back on him-
self, and feel that he is at least as much
to be pitied as the lovers of Greek
fable who were liable to see the lady
of their choice suddenly converted into

a laurel or some equally unresponsive
object. A fable which, perhaps, finds

its I'eal counterpart in many a mar-
I'iage, entered upon with glowing an-

ticipations, all the ideal qualities in

the lover's mind beiiig freely discount-

ed to the credit of the particular Dul-
cinea in question, when lo ! the wed-
ding ring breaks the spell, and the

lover wakes to find that the girl of his

imagination was as non-existent as

was the maiden in ' diaphanous blue

'

of Aldrich 's story, and that the wife

he has taken ' for better or for worse

'

is somebody very diflerent indeed.

But to return to our hammocks. Few
hammocks, in this Canada of ours,

could be more charmingly placed.

Overhead, interlacing boughs of feath-

ery pine and glossy oak make a hun-
dred fans catchingevery fugitive breeze

that comes their way. To the left

almost under the hammock, a cliflP,

some eighty feet high shelves down to

the rushing blue St. Lawrence below.

In front, the clifi" curves round to the

right, fringed here and there with pine

and cedar, while beyond it the eye

ranges on to one wooded point after

another, curving greenly around shel-

tered bays ; and to islet after islet,

set like green feathery nests in the

blue river. Whichever way you turn

your head you can count islands till

you have to stop, because your eye

grows confused in the misty distance.

Every moment, too, the changing light

varies the scene, brightens some dis-

tant point, brings out some distant

island into bold relief, gives a deeper
blue to some distant sti'etch of river,,

or reproduces with photographic ac-

curacy, every tint and shade of the

foliage on the bank in the calm water
below. The river currents, too, are a
perpetually shiftLug study. They are
to the ri^er what the fleecy clouds

floating overhead are to the air. Every
changing current makes its mark upon
them, the ripples noiselessly travelling

over the glassy river keep the recoi-d

of every shifting breeze, until the

breeze rises into a gale and then the-

snowy crests of the waves here and
there show in bold relief against the

blue. Animate nature around is inter-

esting as well as inanimate. The rook,,

cawing his hoarse complaints from
the top of some angular weather beaten

pine ; the robin piping his pathetic

little refi-ain, the whip-poor-will going

through his monotonous catch with a

perseverance and determinationworthy
of a devotee telling his beads, are only

a few of the many sounds that suggest

the wide world of bird and beast life,

interests, hopes and fears that lies out-

side our arrogant self-absorbed human-
ity, or a sharp chirr-chirr salutes your
ear and you see a frisky ' chipmunk,'^

full of important business, scrambliiig

vip and down your pine, bustling about

from bi'anch to branch like an astute

marketer, and finally tossing down a

specially fine fir cone, to carry it off

and eat it at leisure, or—who knows
—store it up for winter use. While
you are still watching the chipmunk,,

you hear a choi'us, the plash of oars,

and looking down, see far below you, a

boat gliding through the azure waves

beneath, making a deep green double

of itself and its passengers ; or you

catch through the waving boughs, the

gleam of a white sail, and presently a

graceful little yacht sails by in quiet

dignity—a contrast strong enough ta

the noisy, pviffing steam-yachts and
' propellers ' that are ever and anon
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dashing past, while twice a day the

gi-eat paddles of the ' royal mail line
'

are heard long before the approach of

the stately steamers, usually crowded
just now, with tourists. Misguided
mortals ! They fondly imagine that

by steaming past through a single

channel, they ai-e seeing the Thousand
Islands. A good many American
travellers, however, are better advised,

and have built summer retreats on the

islands of the American channel,

where they may enjoy the cool river

breezes, and a temporary retiuii to

the primitive open air life which
seems so especially grateful to the

tired denizen of nineteenth century

city life. Here they can cruise, fish,

lounge and loaf to their hearts con-

tent, and go back with braced health

and spirits, and the care-wrinkles

smoothed out, for a little while at

least. On our own islands a few
houses are planted here and there,

where these have happened to be pri-

vate property. The Government has

acted wisely and generously in reserv-

ing the mass of our islands for public

use. Long may they remain public pro-

perty, so that the modest tent of the

camper-out, who cannot buy an island

or build a house, may blossom out

among the green foliage, and his boat

may cruise in and out among the

A\dnding island channels. Only let

the camper-out, in return, forbear to

injure the foliage that makes the

beauty of the islands, and see that no
careless cinders or reckless match
light fires that would soon desolate a

little earthly paradise ! F.

—Have you read George Eliot's new
poem ? No 1 Then don't attempt it

until the weather grows less enervat-

ing, for it is harder than German me-
taphysics. I have wrestled with it

for hours, and intend returning to it in

December. My strongest feeling, ex-

cept weariness, is regret that this Col-

lege Breakfast Party's talk should

have been reported in distractingly

condensed, bewilderingly transposed,

and learnedly worded blank ver.se,.

instead of in the author's compact and

lucid prose. I have read that she be-

lieves herself to appear at her best in

poetry, and fails to account for the

greater popularity of her prose. If

we were all George El lots we would

agree with her in this, but, as we are

not, most of us prefer the prose. She

has thrown away an opportunity of

giving the world a discussion on the

problems of life that wouhl have

quickened the pulses of all reading

and thinking people, and given a fresh

impetus to philosophic studies. As it

is, she has buried the germs of her

thought so efiectually that few will

attempt its discoveiy, and fewer still

will succeed in finding half of what

the author intended to express. There

were half-a-dozen students inthe party,

and it is to be feared that their break-

fast was not digested. Such table-talk

is rare, and, from a hygienic point of

view, undesirable. The students are

appropriately named after characters

in ' Hamlet.' Young Hamlet is like

the Prince of Denmark and many
modems,

' Questioning all thingrs, and yet half convinced,

Credulity were better.'

His experience, when he
' Resolved to wear no stockings and to fas-t

With arms extended, waiting- ecstasv,
^

But ge^ing cramps instead a&d needing change,

may or may not be that of many

others. I have no experience to ena-

ble me to judge of its probaliility.

Horatio, another of the party, is a

man after the author's own heart,

—

' Quick to detect the fibrous spreading roots

Of character that feed men's theories.

Yet cloaking weaknesses with charity.

And ready in all service >ave rebuke.'

Then there were ' Osric, spinner of

fine sentences,' ' discur.sive Eosen-

cranz,' ' grave Guildenstern,' ' Laer-

tes, ardent, rash, and radical,' and
' The polished Priest, a tolerant listener,

Disposed to yive a hearing to the lost,
^

Arid breakfast with them ere they went below.

It is possible, on the theory that all

things are possible, that some of you

will see nothing of a sarcastic charac-

ter in these descriptive touches ot-

hers. They talked and talked.
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' None saifl, " Let Darkness be," but Darkness was.'

How like other metaphysical and
theological disjiutations this one was ?

Osric's defence of a butterfly, disregard

of causes and consequences, and Laer-

tes' argument in favour of a more
earnest view of life, are followed by
the Priest, from whose easy lesson in

theology I quote the following :

—

' Who is he of your late philosophers
Takes the true name of Being to be Will ?

I—nay, the Church objects naug-ht, is content

:

Reason has leached its utmost negative,
Pliysii; and nietaphysic meet in the inane
And backward shrink to intense iirejudice

—

Miikinii' their alisolute and homogene
A loaded relative, a choice to be
Whatever is—supposed, a What is not.'

And then, in reply to Hamlet, he
argues that man's 'sense of need,'
' the hunger of the soul,' requires

' that exercise of soul
Which lies in full obedience.'

Obedience to the Church, of course
—the one authority which simply
says, Obey. How obey what asserts

no absolute claim 1

' Take inclination, taste—why, that is you,
No rule above you. Science. Reasoning
On nature's order—they exist and move
Solely by disputation.'

His argument, hardly easy reading

enough for August, culminates in the

claim that
' the body of the Church

Carries a presence, promises, and gifts

iS'ever disproved—whose arcunient is found
In lasting failure of the search el.-evvhere

For what it holds to satisfy man's need-'

Then the Priest left :—
•Brief parting, brief regret—sincere, but quenched
la fiunes of best Havana, which consoles
For lack of other certitude.'

Hamlet, in answer to the sneers of

'GuUdenstern, defends the Chu.rch :

—

Science, whose soul is explanation, halts
With hostile front at mystery. The Church

' Takes mysterv as her empire, brings its wealth,
Of possibility to fill the void
Twixt contradictions—warrants so a faith
Defying sense and all its ruthless train
Of arrogant " Therefores."
The church explains not, governs- feeds resolve
By vision fraught with heart-experience,
And human }'earning.'

Guildenstern assails the Priest's system
as one by which all superstitions and
tyrannies could be justified ; Laertes

will bow to nothing but the higher

good within ; and Rosencrantz sneers

at Laertes for his warmth, wants to

know if he has seen this human good
which he would make supreme, and
satirizes civilization :

—

' The age of healthy Saurians well supplied
\^ ith heat and prey will balance well enough
A human age where maladies are strong.

And pleasures feeble ; wealth a monster gorged
'Mid hungry populations ; intellect

.\l)roned in laboratories, bent on proof
That this is that, and both aie good for nought
Save feeding error through a weary life ;

While Art a"nd Poesy struggle like poor ghosts
To hinder cock crow and the dreadful light,

Lurking in darkness and the charnel-house.'

But I will quote you no more of it.

Take a cool day and read it. 1 ad-

vise it, not only for itself, but as a

preparation for what is to come, for

Hamlet,
' Drowsy with the mingled draughts

Of cider and conflicting sentiments,

. . . dreamed a dream so luminous
He woke (he says) convinced ; but what it

taught
Withholds as yet.'

The vision that convinced the ques-

tioning Hamlet will not fail to interest

us all. I am glad to hear that it is

' luminoiis,' and am sorry I cannot say

so much for ' A College Breakfast

Party.' J. L. S.

CUEEEI^T LlTEPvATUEE.

General Di Cesnola's great work on
Cyprus* has appeared at a very op-

portune moment. The new British

possession has provoked a vast

deal of enquiry and has sent many

* Cyprus ; its ancient cities, tombs and temples. A
narrative of researches and excavations during ten
years' residence in that Island. By General Louis
rAL.M.\ Di Cks.nola. New York, Harper & Bros. ; To-
ronto, Hart J: Rawlinson.

people to the Encyclopaedias and Gaz-

etteers and kindred works for inform-

ation. But none of these sources

have yielded a tittle of what the

seeker wanted. The island has long

been a misknown country. The books

about it have been few and generally

so high in price that only those pos-

sessing large means were in a position
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to purchase them. General Di Ces-

nola, who has been ten years in Cy-
prus, yielding at length to an often

repeated request of his friends to pub-

lish his ex])eriences, has come forward

in the very ' nick of time.' His superb

work,—-for it is unquestionably one

of the handsomest books ever published

—suj)plies a want which has long been

felt, and the recent political changes

in the island have combined to make
it an imperative need. At the close

of the American war General Di
Cesnola, who took an active part

therein, was sent by President Lincoln

to Cyprus as American Consul He
spent over ten years in the countiy

and indulgine; his natural taste for ex-

ploration and excavation, it was not

long before he began to make exten-

sive researches in the territory. The
stupidity of the Turkish Govei-nment,

the cupidity of his assistants, the lack

of enthusiasm which his subordinates

sometimes exhibited, all did their part

to throw obstacles in the Generals
way. But undeterred by these cir-

cumstances he continued working
and exploring and excavating. Hav-
ing no other resources but his own im-

mediate means to draw upon, his

labour was necessai-ily slow, and as he
proceeded he found it extremely costly.

He was constantly harassed by mis-

understandings with the Governor-

General, the Custom House authori-

ties, and other officers of the Turkish
Empire. And even after he had paid

an immense sum for the ground, and
an equally large figure for the privil-

ege of digging, he found to his chagrin

that he could not obtain at any price

a firman by means of which he could

ship his treasures to England and the

United States. Indeed authority came
one day absolutely prohibiting him,

as American Consid, from expoi-ting

his cases, and a Turkish man-of-war,

anchoi-ed in front of his residence,

backed with her guns the mandate of

the Ottoman. But, the General tells

us with considerable humour, how he

succeeded in outwittinir his tormentors

at last. He followed strictly the verv
letter of the despatches which had been
sent to the Customs people. As
American Consul he was powerless :

but as Russian Consul he removed his

enormous collection and shipped it off

before the very eyes of all the discom-
fitted pashas in the Island. The whole
book is as fascinating as a romance.
At the outset we are prepared to look
for faults of style, for the author in-

forms lis that he has not a veiy good
acquaintance Avith the English tongue.
But this becomes quite a feature in

the story as the nai-rative proceeds. It

imparts a zest to the pleasing charac-

ter of the whole. General Di Cesnola
indulges in no idle theories. He forms
no estimates and makes no rash spec-

ulations. He tells simply the story

of his life in Cyprus, the adventures
he passed through, the nature of his

work, and the scope and character of

his 'finds.' Some forty pages of in-

troductoiy matter prepai-e the reader
for what follows. A complete and
succinct history of the Island is relat-

ed and much valuable information
conveyed The book proper then
begins and no time is lost in moraliz-

ing.

The discoveries are extremely valu-

able and rich, and a list of them is

given at the end of the volume. The
engravings are very interesting, and
form, perhaps, the most attractive

feature in the book. They are en--

graved in the very highest style of the
art. The book on the whole is quite

sumptuous looking and occupies a place

in literature peculiarly its own. The
appendices might have been fuller, and
the index should have been larger

;

but these little faults scarcely detract

much from the value of the book as a
whole. It is a masterly performance

;

and Cyprus and her institutions, her
people, her products, her natural
characteristics, her value as a com-
mercial and military port, are all de-

tailed at length and in an exceedingly

happy and often tei-se way. We
commend Cyprus ; its ancient cities, •
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tombs and temples, for the informa-

tion which it contains, the scholarly

character of the observations which

the author from time to time makes,

the rich descriptive passages which

illumine the letter-press, the gorgeous

plates and the general excellence of

the volume. The Harpers have ex-

celled themselves in this late issue

from their press.

Mr. Benjamin has succeeded in

making a very interesting book and

imparting a good deal of valuable in-

formation in his recent account of the

'Atlantic Islands.'* He discusses these

Islands as places of resort for the in-

valid as well as for the pleasure-seeker,

and none are included which are sub-

ject to malaria, yellow fever, and zy-

motic epidemics. The volume is, in

fact, a most attractive guide-book,

arranged on an entirely new basis, and

written in the delightful style of the

thorough literary artist. Mr. Benja-

min is a true poet, and the bits of de-

scriptive writing which occur at fre-

quent intervals in the work before us

i-eveal his genuine love for nature, and

the animaf life which one finds in the

forest glade. Official documents and

other data have been carefully con-

sulted, and the greatest pains have

been taken with reference to the

healthy character of the regions de-

scribed. Invalids, sportsmen, plea-

sure-seekers and tourists generally

will be rewarded by a perusal of Mr.

Benjamin's book. It is handsomely

illustrated, and the appendix is full

of valuable matter, and sets forth the

advantages which each Island possesses.

Our own readers will find much inter-

est, we believe, in the portions which

deal directly with Nova Scotia, Prince

Edward Island, and Newfoundland,

about each locality of which a vast

amount of information is very plea-

santly conveyed We quote a few

* The Atlantic Islands as resorts of Health and
Pleasure. By S. G. W. Benmamin. New York,

iHirper & Brot'herB ; Toronto, Copp, Clark & Co.

lines here to show the tasteful style of

the author

:

' A lovely bay is the bay of Pictou.

As one enters, Prince Edward Island

skirts the northern horizon, a low, pale

line ; nearer rises Pictou Isle, red-

clifi^ed and wood tufted. On the left

is the spit lying in front of the port,

sustaining a striped light-hovise. In
the distance, gray and dreamy, a mile

or two down the bay, are the spires of

Pictou topping the slope of a range of

hills. Fi'om the summit of these hills

the traveller who climbs them is re-

warded by one of the most beautiful

and extensive water views on the con-

tinent : the broad bay of Pictou, in-

vading the land with many steel-hued

winding arms and creeks, and studded

in turn with islets ; the flashing surf

on the bar ; the green rolling land

fading in a golden haze illimitably to-

ward the setting sun ; the dark-purple

Gulf of St. Lawrence spreading as

illimitably toward the east, with rose-

ate clitis skirting the offing like phan-

tom islands—all contribute to com-

pose a picture inexhaustible in its

variety and the satisfying character of

its attractions.'

Cape Breton is very fully described,

and with equal power. The book is

readable in every part, and it is in no

place dull.

Ml-. Longfellow's ' Poems of Places
'

have already reached the twenty-third

volume, and in a few weeks this

splendid series of the choicest poems

in the language, will be completed.

Three volumes, taking up the poetry

of Asia* have just been published,

and Africa and America will appear

at an early day. In the three attrac-

tive little books now in the hands of

the public, the poet-editor has con-

trived to include almost every piece

of good poetry that has been written

on the subject. We notice but one or

* Poems of Places, Asia, in three volumes, edited

by H. \V. LoNQKELLOW. Boston, Houifhton, Osgood
& Co. ; Toronto, A. Piddington.
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-two omissions and these will hardly

be missed inasmuch as poems on the

.same topics appear. A glance at the

scope of this work and the wide field

in which so many of our greater poets

have travelled is a study by itself,

and calls to mind much that is worthy
of thought. Mr. Longfellow's sources

of supjily appear to l>e inexhaus-

tible, and as a result we have
.some of the richest treasures in the

realms of poesy. He has levied on
the works of Landor, Thomas Moore,
Lord Byron, Milton, Shakespeare, Lord
Lytton, Pope, Bayard Taylor, Tasso,

Bryant, Campbell, Willis, Whittier,

Benjamin, Barry Cornwall, Mathew
Arnold, Dr. Holmes, Sir William
Jones and others of more or less note,

besides drawing largely from his own
writings. It was a happy idea from
the first, these Poems of Places, and it

has been well carried out. The books
are neat and pretty. They are of

convenient size, ahd the material of

which the letter-press is composed is

always high in character.

Mr. John Morley, the editor of

The Fortnujhthj Recieio^ has under-

taken the editorship of a series of

.short book?, so admirable in their

character that we have no hesitation

in cordially recommending them to

everybody. The title of the series is

* English Men of Letters,' and the sev-

eral gentlemen who have been en-

gaged to furnish the letter-press

are Goldwin Smith, Leslie Stephen,

•J. A Froude, Wm. Black, Prof.

Huxley, Principal Shairp, Mark Pat-

tison, R. H. Hutton, the Dean of

St. Paul's, and others of almost equal

pi-ominence. These books ai-e destined

to occupy a field all their own. They
ai'e copious, independent and ahvays
excellent. The volume before us

—

the first of the series—is Mr. Leslie

Stephen's Life of Samuel Johnson, *

* English Menof Letters, edited by Jon.v Morley ;

.Samuil Johnson, by Leslie Strpiie.v. New York,
Harper iiBros. , Toronto, Copp Clark & Co.

and it is in the fullest sense, a delight-

ful book. The very cream of Bos-
well's biogi-aphy is given, as well as a
number of things we do not find in

this chief of biographens. Mr. Ste-

phen is one of our greatest living critics

and scholars, and his estimates of John-
son, Goldsmith, Bosu ell and the other
literary celebrities of the last century,

invest his jiages with peculiar interest

and liveliness. The book is full of

anecdote and stoiy and good things

generally. It is suitable for every
class of reader and even the man who
hasBoswell by heart will find a wealth
of new material in Stephen which
will surprise and delight him at every
turn. Fifteen books are announced
for immediate j)ublication and as these

discuss many of the great names in

English Literature, the reader will do
well to take them as they come out.

Scott and Gibbon Avill follow Johnson,
and presently Mi-. Goldwin Smith's

Cowper and Wordsworth will appear.

Lovers of the Ceramic art will find

in 'The China Hunters Club '* a little

volume much to their taste. A large

amount of curious information is given
in an attractive way. The youngest
member, who relates the experiences

of the club, possesses a good deal of

natural ability, some skill as a story-

teller, and an al)undanceof knowledge
about old China and that kind of pot-

tery which, it seems, delighted our fore-

fathers many years ago. The mania has
become very fashionable, and that some
of our best poets have not escaped the
fever, Mr. Longfellow's ' Keramos

'

will show. Mr. W. C. Prime, whose
large volume, ' Pottery and Porce-
lain,' is a treasure in its way, assists

the youngest member by writing the
introduction to her book, and Mi-.

Prime vouches for the truth of tie
statements therein recorded. The pic-

tures are carefully executed, and the

* The China Hunters' Club, by the You\oest
Membek. New York, Harper & Brothers ; Toronto,
Copp, Clark i: Co.
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letter-press, while always interesting

and amusing, is sometimes invested

with a certain dry humour of its own.

One can get an admirable idea of

Homer, the man and the poet, from

reading Mr. Gladstone's clever bro-

chure* on the subject. The author of

Juventus Mundi has managed his ma-

terial well, and in the compass of a

brief booklet of some hundred and

fifty pages has contrived to furnish

his readers with something pertinent

on almost every phase in the great

Greek's careei*. Students and others

will find this primer a genuine vade

mecuvi.

' Safar-Hadgi 't wUl afford to the most

inveterate novel reader a new delight.

It abounds in accounts of the most

terrible cruelties, which the author

never fails to describe at a length

which is positively disgiisting. But
having said this much, our objection

to the story ends. It is most graphic,

most interesting and most spirited.

Fiction is enriched by the introduc-

tion of at least two perfectly original

portraitures, and the incident is al-

ways striking, and the descriptive

portions ai"e bold and fresh. There is

a good deal of dramatic force in the

book, and the glimpses we get of

Ai*abic life and character will add

largely to the world's knowledge of

these peoples. The scene of this ro-

mance is laid in Samarcand, and the

dramatis personce comprise Russians,

Arabs, Turks, Turcomans, Persians

and other Eastern peoples. A love

story is deftly worked into this his-

torical legend, and the adventures

through which the leading characters

pass are quite exciting and are told

with great skill.

* Homer, by the Riii-ht Hon. Wm. E. Gladstone.
Kew York, I). Appleton & Company ; Toronto,
Hart & RawHnson.

t SafarHadgi ; or, Russ and Turcoman—Collec-
tion of foreign authors—from the French of Prince
LrBOMiRSKi. New York, D. Api)letou & Co., To-
ronto, Hart & Rawlinson.

The Appletons are doing a particu-

larly good work by publishing at a

cheap rate some of the finest things

in literatvire in their series of Handy
Volumes.* The stories to be found in

this list of books are always of great

merit, while the essays and glimpses

of travel are from practised and schol-

arly hands. Among those on our ta-

ble at this moment are two or three

volumes which are worthy of more
than a mere passing notice. The first

comprises that brilliant bit of theatrical

gossip and biography ^\hich so recent-

ly enriched the pages of Temple Bar.

It is divided into eleven chapters, and
much new light is thrown over the

old lights of the British stage. We
are told all that one cares to know
about the theatrical life of Burdage,

the Gibbers, Garrick, Macklin,— ' the

Jew that Shakespeare drew,' Peg Wof-
fington, the Kembles, the great Sid-

dons, Cooke, the Keans, Charles

Young, Mrs. Jordan and their con-

temporaries. Stage reminiscences are

always entertaining, and the present

sketches are very delightful reading.

Mr. Julian Hawthorne's clever little

sketch—for it is only a sketch—of

' Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds ' is

a very neat piece of writing, and the

dramatic element is quite skilfully

maintained throughout. The story is

rather surprising at the finish and apt

to disappoint some readers, who
are un})repared for the denouement
which concludes the adventure at

Kohl stein. Mr. Dale's ' Impressions

of America ' are timely and clever.

" Thos " is a pleasantly written

little story of Canadian life and cha-

racter. The scene is laid in ^Montreal

and vicuiity.

* Seir Haiidij Volutne Serieg, Nos. 9, 10, 11, 12,

13. New York, D. Appleton & Co.; Toronto,
Hart & Rawlinson.

t Thus, a simple Caiiaflian story by George-
Graham. Montreal, Lovell Printinj; anU Publishing
Co.
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THE WOOD TUETLE.

BY EDGAR FAWCETT.

aIRT with the grove's aerial sigh,

In clumsy stupor, deaf as fate.

Near this coiled naked root you lie,

Imperiously inanimate

!

Between these woodlands where we met
And your grim languor, void of grace,

My glance, dumb sylvan anchoret.

Mysterious kinsmanship can trace.

For in your chequered shape are shown
The miry black of swamp and bog.

The tawny bi'own of lichened stone.

The inertness of the tumbled log !

But when you break this lifeless pause

And from your parted shell outspread

A rude array of lumbering claws,

A length of lean dark snaky head

;

I watch from sluggish torpor start

These vital signs, uncouth and strange,

And mutely murmur to my heart

:

' Ah me ! how lovelier were the change

' If yonder tough oak, seamed with scars,

Could give some white wild form release,

With eyes amid whose wistful stars

Burned memories of immortal Greece !

'
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CHESTER AND THE DEE.

BY BLANCHE MURPHY.

-^..
-^^^

THE DEE ABOVE BALA.

THE history of Chester is that of a

key. It was the last city that

gave up Harold's unlucky cause and
surrendered to William the Conqueror,

and the last that fell in the no less un-

lucky caxise of the Stuart king against

the Parliamentarians. In much ear-

lier times it was held by the famous
Twentieth Legion, the Vcdens T^icirix,

as the key of the Roman dominion in

the north-west of Britain, and at pres-

ent it has peculiarities of position, as

well as of architecture, which make
it unique in England and a lodestone

to travellers. Curiously jjlanted on
the border of the newest and most
bustling: manufacturinsf district inEnsr-

land, close to the coalfields of North
Wales, the mines of Lancashii'e, the

quays of its sea-rival Liverpool andrthe
mills of grimy, wealthy Manchestea, it

still exercises, besides its arti-stic end
historic supremacy, a bond Jidc ec le-

siastical sway over most of these new
places. It is the first ancient cit}' ac-

cessible to American travellers, many
of whom have given practical tokens
of their affectionate remembrance of

it by largely subscribing to the fund
for the restoration of the cathedi-al, a

work that has already cost some
eighty thousand pounds.

The neighbourhood of Chester is as

suggestive of antiquity and foreigners
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as the city itself. Volumes miijjlit be

written about the quaint, Dutch-like

scenery of the low rich land reclaimed

from the sea ; the broad, sandy estuary

of the Dee, with the square-headed

peninsula, the Wirrall, which divides

this quiet river f)-om the noisy Mersey

;

the Hoylake, Parkgate and Neston
fisher-folk on the sandy shores, with
their queer lives, monotonous scratch-

ing-up of mussels and cockles, a never-

failing trade, their terms of praise

—

' the biggest sci-at,' for instance, ' in

all the island,' being the form of com-
mendation for the woman who can

with her rake at the end of a long pole

scratch up most shellfish in a given

time ; the low, fertile green pastures,

the creamy cheese and the eight yearly

cheese-fairs. The city itself is the most
foreign-looking in all England, and the

inhabitants have the good taste to be

proud of this. The river Dee—Mil-

ton's ' wizard stream ' — celebrated

both by English and Welsh bards, is

not seen to as much advantage under
the walls of the Roman ' camp' (castra

= Chester) as elsewhere, but its bridges

serve to supply the want of fine sce-

nery, especially the Old Bridge, which
crosses the river just at its bend, and

whose massive pointed arches took the
place, when they were first built, of a
ferry by which the city was entered
at the ' Ship Gate,' whence now you
look over ' the Cop ' or high bank on
the light side of the stream, and view,
as from a dike in Holland, the re-

claimed land stretching eight miles
beyond Chester, though the resem-
blance ceases at Saltney, Avhere behind
the iron-works tower the Welsh hills

—Moel-Famman conspicuous above
the rest—that bound the Vale of
Clwyd.

The Dee is more a Welsh than an
English river. It rises in the bleak
mountain-region of Merionethshii-e, the
most intensely Welsh of all counties,

above Bala Lake, which is commonly
but incon-ectly called its source.

Thence it flows through the Vale of
Llangollen, famous in poetry, and wa-
ters the meadows of Wynnestay, the
splendid home of one of Wales's most
national representatives. Sir Watkin
William Wynn, and only beyond that
does it become English by flowing
round and into Cheshire. On a very
tiny scale the Dee follows something
of the 'course of the Ehine : three
streamlets combine to form it ; these
unite at the village of Llanwchllyn,
and the river flows on, a mere moun-
tain-torrent, past an old farmhouse,
Caer-gai, lying on a desolate moor at
the head of Bala Lake, and through
the lake itself, after which its sceneiy
alternates, like the Ehine's below
Constance, between rocky gorges and
flat moist meadows dotted with ham-
lets, churches and towns. Bala

—

otherwise Lin-Jegid and Pimblemere
(' Lake of the Five Parishes ')—has
some traditional connection with the
great British epic, or ratlier with its

accessories—the Morte d'Arthur—of
which Tennyson has availed himself
in Enid, mentioning that Enid's gen-
tle ministrations soothed the wounded
Geraint

As the south west that blowing Bala Lake
Fills all the sacred Dee.

'

Arthur's own home, according to
Spenser, was at the source of the
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Dee : Vortigern's castle was near by

on the head-waters of the Conway
;

and ' under the foot of Rauran's

mossy base ' was the dwelling of old

Timon, where Merlin came and gave

to his care the wonderful infant

who was to become the Christian

Hercules of Britain. ' Rauran ' is the

mountain which in Welsh is Ai-ran-

Pen-Llin, and which Avith its rocky

shelves overlooks the yews of Bala's

churches and the unaccustomed shade

trees which the little town boasts in

its principal streets. The lake, quiet

and hardly visited as it is now, has

gi'eat resources which are likely to be
called vipon in the future, and a survey

was made ten years ago with a view
of supplying Liverpool, Manchester,

Blackburn, Birkenhead, etc., with

water whenever a fresh demand for it

should arise. This would imply the

building of a breakwater at the nar-

row outlet of the lake, the damming
up of a few mountain-passes, and the
' impounding ' of a tributary of the

Dee below the lake—the Tryweryn,
which has an extensive drainage-area

;

but these works are still only projected.

There is scarcely an English brook
that has not some historical associa-

tions, some poetical reminiscences,

some attractions beyond those of sce-

nery. Wherever water, forest and
meadow were combined, an abbey was
generally planted. Bala Lake, with
its fishing-rights, once belonged to the

Cistercian abbey of Basingwerk, while

the Dee j ust above Llangollen was the

property of the abbey of Valle Crucis,

whose beautiful ruins still stand on its

banks. Before we reach them we pass

by the country of the Welsh hero,

Owen Glendower, from whom are de-

scended many of the families of this

neighbourhood and others—the Vau-
ghans, for instance ; l^y Glendower's

prison at Corwen, and the Parliament
House at Dolgelly, where he signed a

treaty with France, and where the

beaiitiful oak carving of the roof would
alone repay a visitor for his trouble in
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getting there. The Dee is for the most

part wanting in striking natural fea-

tures, but here and there steep rocks

enclose its foaming waters; deep banks

covered with trees break the rugged

shore-line ; a village, such as Llan-

derfel with a tumbledown bridge, lies

nestled in the valley ; and coracles

shoot here and there over the stream.

These [irimitive boats, basketwork
covered with hides, or, as used now,

canvas coated with tar, are propelled

by a paddle, and are much used for

netting salmon. I^ear Bangor the

fishermen are so skilful that they gen-

ei-ally win in the coracle-races got up
periodically by enthusiastic revivalists

of old national sports.

Llangollen Vale has a beauty of its

own, the family likeness of which to

that of all valleys in the hearts of

mountains makes it none the less wel-

come. The picturesqueness of thatched

houses and a dilapidation of masonry
which onlv age makes beautiful, marks

the diflfei-ence between this valley and
the Alpine ones with their trim, clean

toy houses, or the Transatlantic ones

with their square, solid, black log

huts and huge well-sweeps ; otherwise

the fresh greenery, the purple moun-
tain-shadows, the subdued sounds, no
one knows whence, the sense of peace

and solitude, are akin to every other

beautiful valley-scene of mingled wild-

ness and cultivation. A traveller can

hardly help making comparisons, yet

much escapes him of the peculiar

charm that hangs round every place,

and is too subtle to disclose itself to

the eye of a mere passer. You must
live at least six months in one place

before its true character unfolds : the

broad beauties you see at once, but it

needs the microscope of habit to find

out the rarest charms. Therefore it is

much easier to descant on the tangible,

striking beauty of Yalle Crucis Abbey
than on the aggi-egate loveliness of

Llangollen Vale ; and perhaps it is

KEMAIXi OF VALLE CRUCIS ABBEY.
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this lack of familiarity that leads no-

velists, poets and others to dwell so

much more and with such detail on
buildings than on natural scenery.

It may not be given them' to undei*-

stand upon how much higher a plane

of beauty stands a bed of ferns on a

rocky ledge, a clump of trees even on
a flat meadow, and especially a tangled

forest-scene or a view of distant moun-
tains in a sunset glow, or the surface

of water undotted by a sail, tlian the

highest effect of man-made beauty, be
it even York Minster or the Parthe-

non. What man does has value by
reason of the meaning in it, and of

course man cannot but fall short of

the perfection of his own meaning

;

whereas Nature is of herself perfec-

tion, and perfection in which there is

no effort. Valle Crucis is hardly a

i-ival of Fountains or Rivaulx. The
Cistercians in the beginning of their

foundation were reformers, ascetic,

and essentially agriculturists. Their

great leader, Bernard of Clairvaux,

the advocate of silence and work, once
said, ' Believe me, I have learnt more
from trees than ever I learnt from
men.' But decay came even into this

community of farmer-monks, and the

JDraise and panegyric of the abbey, as

handed down to us by a Welsh poet,

beti'ay unconsciously things hardly to

the credit of a monastic house, for the

abbot, ' the pope of the glen,' he tells

us, gave entertainments ' like the

leaves in summer,' with ' vocal and
instrumental music,' wine, ale and cu-

rious dishes of fish and fowl, ' like a

carnival feast,' and ' a thousand apples

for dessert.'

The river-scenery changes below
Llangollen, and gives us first a glimpse

of a wooded, narrow valley, then of

the unsightly accessories of the great

North Wales coalfield, after which it

enters upon a typically English phase

—low undulating hills and moist, rich

meadows divided by luxuriant hedges
and dotted with single spreading trees.

The hedge-row timber of Cheshire is

beautiful, and to a great extent makes

up for the want of tracts of wooded
land. This country is not, like the

Midland counties and the great Fen
district, violently or exclusively agx'i-

cultural, and these hedges and trees,

which are gratefully kept up for the

sake of the shade they afford to the

cattle, show a very different temper
among the farmers from that utilitar-

ianism which mai-ks the men of Leices-

tershire,Lincoln,Nottingham, Norfolk,

or Rutland. There even great land-

owners are often obliged to humour
their tenants and keep the unwelcome
hedges trimmed so as not to interpose

OWEN GLENDOVVEK'S PKISON.

two feet of shade between them and

the wheat-crop ; and as often as possi-

ble hedges are replaced by ugly stone

walls or wooden fences. It is only in

their own grounds that landlords can

afford to court picturesqueness, and in

this part of the country the American

who is said to have objected to hedges

because they were unfit for seats

whence to admire the landscape, might

safely sit down anywhere ; only, as

matters are seldom perfectly arranged,

there is verv little to admire but a fiat
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expanse of wheat, barley and grass.

This part of Cheshire has hardly more
diversity in its river-scenery, but the

mere presence of treesand green arbours

makes it a pleasant picture, while here

and there, as at Ovei'ton (this is Welsh,

however, and belongs to Flintshire), a

church-tower comes in to complete the

THE PARLIAMENT HOUSE, DOLGELLY.

scene. Here the Dee winds about a

good deal, and receives its beautiful,

dashing tributary, the Alyn, which

runs through the Vale of Gresford and

waters the park of Trevallyn Old Hall,

one of the loveliest of old English

homes. Its pointed gables and great

clustering stacks of chimneys, its mul-

lioned and diamond-paned windows,

its finely-wooded park, all realize the

stranger's ideal of the antique manor-

house. This neighboiu'hood is studded

^^dth country-houses in all styles of

architecture, from the characteristic

national to the uncomfortable and cold

foreign type. Houses that were meant
to stand in ilex-groves under a purple

sky and a sun of bronze look forlorn

and uninviting under the grey sky of

England and amid its trees leafless for

so many months in the year : home
associations seem'impossible in a porti-

coed house suggestive of outdoor living

and the relegation of chambers to the

use of a mere refuge from the weather.

For many of these places are no more

than villas enlarged, and might be set

down with advantage to themselves in

the Regent's Park in London, the very

acme of the commonplace. On the

other hand, all the traditional associa-

tions that go with an English hall pre-

suppose a national style of architecture.

Even florid Tudor, even sturdy 'Queen

Anne,' can stand in juxtaposition with

groups of horses, dogs and huntsmen

;

Christmas cheer and Christmas weath-

er set them ofi" all the better ; leafless

trees are no drawback ; the house looks

warmer, cosier, more home-like, the

worse the blast and rush without. A
roarincf fire is natural to the huge

hall fireplace, while m a mosaic-paved
' ante-room ' or a frescoed ' saloon ' it
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looks foreign and out of place. Many
an odd Welsh and English house has

unfortunately disappeared to make
room for a cold, unsuccessful mons-

trosity that reminds one of a mam-
moth railway-station or a new hotel

;

and when Welsh names are tacked

on to these absurd dwellings the con-

ti'ast is as painful as it is forcible.

Such, for instance, is Bryn-y-Pys, on

the Dee—a house you might guess to

belong to a Liverpool merchant who
had trusted to a common builder for a

comfoi-table home. Overton cottage,

on the other hand, fills in with its

walks and plantations an abrupt bend
of the river, and the view from the up-

going road at its back is very lovely,

though the scene is purely pastoral.

Overton Churchyard is one of the
' seven wondere ' of North Wales : it

has a very trim and stately appearance,

not that ragged, free if melanoholy,

outspreadedness which distinguishes

many country cemeteries, that unpre-

meditated luxuriance of creepers and
flowers, blossoming bushes and gi-asses,

that make up at least half of one's

pleasant reminiscences of such places.

How much more interesting to tind an
old tomb or quaint ' brass ' under the

temple of a wild rosebush or in the

firm clasp of an ivy-root than to walk
up to it and read the inscription newly
scraped and cleaned by the voluble at-

tendant who volunteers to show you
the place ! The great elms by Over-

ton Church and the half-timbered and
thatchfd houses crowding up to its

gates somewhat make up for the splen-

dour of the coped wall and new monu-
ments in the churchyard. A scene

wholly old is the Erbistock Ferry,

which one might mistake for a rope-

ferry on the Mosel. The cottage looks

like the dilapidated lodge of an old

monasteiy, and here, at least, is no
trimness. Two walls with a flight of

steps in each enclose a gi-ass terrace

between them, and trees and bushes
straggle to the edge of the river, hard-

ly keeping clear of the swinging rope.

Coracles are sometimes used for feny-

ing—also punts. Bangor is a familiar

name to students of church histoiy,

and to those who are not, the startling

IN THE VALE OF LLANGOLLEN.
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tale of the massacre of twelve hundred

British monks by the Saxon and
heathen king of Northumbi'ia, who
conquered Chester and invaded Wales
in the seventh centuiy, is repeated by
the local guides. At present, Bangor
is interesting to anglers and lovers of

LLAKGOLLEN.

curiosities—to the former as a good

salmon-ground, and to the latter for

the quaint verses, which, though trivial

in themselves, borrow a value from

the date of their inscription and the
' laws ' to which they refer. They
are on the wall of the lower story of

the bell-tower :

If that to ring you would come here,

You must ring well with hand and ear ;

But if you ring in spur or hat,

Fourpence is always due for that ;

But if a bell you overthrow,
Sixpence is due before you go ;

But if you either swear or curse,
Twelvepence is due

; I'ull out your purse.

Our laws are old, they are not new :

Therefore the clerk must have his due.
If to our laws you do consent,
Then lake a bell : we ai-e content.

Farndon Bridge and Wrexhanj
Church (the latter looks like a small

cathedral to the unpractised eye) are

the last Welsh points of attraction be-

fore the Dee becomes quite an English

river. Malpas {inauvais pas='' bad
step '), on the English bank, is signifi-

cantly so-called from its situation as a

border town : the rector, too, might
consider it not ill-named, as regards

the odd partition of the church tithes,

which has been in force from time im-

memorial, and has given rise to an ex-

planatory legend concerning a travel-

ling king whom the resident curate

wisely entertained in the absence of

the rector, receiving for his guerdon a

promise of an equal share in the in-

come, not only for himself, but for all

future curates. In the upper rectory

(the lower is the curate's house) was
born Bishop Heber in 1783, and in

the early years of this century, before

missionarj' meetings were as common
as they are now, the young clergyman
wrote on the spur of the moment, with

only one word corrected, the well-

known hymn, ' From Greenland's

Icy Mountains.' A missionary ser-

mon was announced for Sunday at

Wrexham, the vicarage of Heber's
father-in-law, Shirley, and the want of

a suitable hymn was felt. He was
asked on Saturday to write one, and
did so, seated at a window of the old

vicarage-house. It was printed that

eA'ening, and sung next day in Wrex-
ham Church. The original manuscript

is in a collection at Liverpool, and the

mingled with British dash. The view
of the city is fine from the Aldford

road (or Old Ford, where a Boman
pavement is sometimes visible in the

bed of the stream, with the cathedral

and St. John's towering over the peaks,

and gables that shoot up above the

walls. The mention of the ford brings

to mind a famous crossing of the river

during the civil wars. It was just be-

fore the battle of Bowton Moor, which
Charles I. watched from the tower that

now bears his name ; and Sir Marma-
duke Langdale, one of his leal soldiers.
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wishing to send the king notice of his

ihaving crossed the Dee at Farndon
Bridge and pressing on the Parliamen-

tarians, bade Colonel Shakerley con-

\^ey the message as speedily as pos-

printer who set up the type when a

l:>oy was still living at Wrexham with-

in the last twenty years.

The river now makes a turn, sweep-

ing along into English ground and
making almost a natural moat round
Chester, the great Eoman camp whose
form and intersecting streets still bear
the stamp of Roman regularity, and
whose histoiy long bore traces of

the influence of Roman inflexibility

sible. The latter, to avoid the

long circuit by the bridge, gallop-

ed to the Dee, took a wooden
tub used for slaughtering swine,

employed a ' batting-staff", used
for the batting of coarse linen,' as

•an oar, put his servant in the

tub, his horse swimming by him,
and once across left the tub in

-charge of the man while he rode

to the king, delivered his message
and returned to cross over the

same way.

Eaton and Wynnestay are the

grandest of the Dee country-

seats, though not the most inter-

esting as to architecture. The ^-

former, like many Italian houses,

has its park open to the public, and
is an exception to the jealously-

guarded places in most parts of Eng-
land, but its avenues, rather formal

though very magnificent, are approach-

ed by lodges. The Wrexham avenue
leads to a farm-house called Belgrave,

and here is the christening-point of

the new, fashionable London of socie-

ty, of novelists and of contractors.

Another like avenue leads to Pulford,

where there is another lodge : a third

leads from Gi'osvenor Bridge to the

deer-])ark, and a fourth to the village

of Aldford. The hall is an immense
pile, stiikingly like, at first glance, the

Houses of Parliament, with the Vic-

toria Tower (this in tiie hall is one
liimdred and seventy feet high, and

built above the chapel), and the style

is sixteenth-century French, florid and
costly. The plan is pei'haps unique in

England, and comfort has been at-

tained, though one would hardly be-

lieve it, such size seeming to swamp
everything except show. The descrip-

tion of the house, as given by a visitor

there, reads like that of a palace :

' The hall is an octagonal room
in the centre of the house about
seventy-five feet in length and from
thirty to forty broad : on each side,

at the end farthest from the entrance,

are two doors leading into anterooms
—one the ante-drawing-room, and the

^V^^-r
%:"^--r--'-

other the ante-dining-room ; each is

lighted by three lai-ge windows, and
is thirty-three feet in length : they are

fine rooms in themselves, and well-pro-

portioned. From these lead the draw-

ing-room and the dining-room respec-

tively, both exceedingly grand rooms,

ingenious in design and shape, each

with two oriel windows and lighted by

three others and a large bay window :

this suite completes the east side. The
south is occupied by the end of the

drawing-]-oom and a vast library—all

en suite. The library is lighted by four
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bay windows, thi'ee flat ones, and a

line alcove, and the rest of the main
building to the west is made up of

billiard and smoking rooms, waiting-

hall, groom-of-chambers' sitting and

bed rooms, and a cai"pet-room, besides

the necessary staircases. This com-

pletes the main building, and a cor-

ridor leads to the kitchen and cook's

oflices : this corridor, which passes over

the upper part of the kitchen, branches

oflfinto two parts—one leading to an
excellently-planned mansion for the

family and private secretary, and ano-

ther leading to the stables, which are

arranged with great skill. The pony
stable, the carriage-horse stable, the

riding horses, occupy different sides,

and throvigh these are arranged, just

in the right places, the rooms for livery

and saddle grooms and coachmen. The
laundry, wash-house, gun-room and
game-larder occupy another building,

which, however, is easily approached,

and the whole building, though it ex-

tends seven hundred feet in length,

is a perfect model of compactness.

Great facilities are given to any one

who desires to see it.' The mention
of a * mansion for the family ' shows
how the associations of a home are lost

in this wilderness of maguiticence : in-

deed, I remember a remark of a per-

son whose husband had three or four

country-houses in England and Scot-

land and a house in London, that ' she

never felt at home anywhere.'

The farms in this neighbourhood are

mostly small, the average being seventy

acres, and some are still smaller, though
when one gets down to ten, one is

tempted to call them gardens. Graz-

ing and daiiy-work are the chief in-

dustries. Farther inland, beyond the

manufacturing town of Stockport, is a

house of the Leghs, an immense build-

ing, more imposing than lovely in its

exterior, but one of the most individual
and pleasant houses in its interior as

well as in its human associations. It

has been altered at various times, and
bears traces, like a corrected map, of

each new phase of architecture for

several hundred years. The four sides

form a huge quadrangle, entered by
foreign-looking gateways, and the
rooms all open into a wide passage
that runs rovind three sides of the
building, and is a museum in itself.

Old and new are just enough blended

to produce comfort, and the stately

old-English look of the drawing-room,,

with its dark jJanelling and tapestry,

is a reproach to the pink-and-white,

plaster-of-Paris style of too many re-

modelled houses. Outside there is a

garden distingiiished by a heavy old

wall overrun with creepers, dividing

two levels and making a striking ob-

ject in the landscape ; and beyond
that, where the country grows bleak

and begins to remind one of moors,

there are the last survivors of a unique
breed of wild cattle, which, like the

mastiffs at the house, bear the name
of the place. The present house must
trust entirely to associations for its in-

tex"est, having been built in 1809, be-

fore much taste was applied to restore

old places, but the old castle in the

park dates from the middle of the

thirteenth century. The park is not

unlike that of Arundel, but the views
from the ruin are finer and more va-

ried. The counties of Carnarvon,
Denbigh, Flint, Cheshire and Lanca-
shire are spread out around it, and the

ruin itself is beautiful and extensive.

The road from Hawarden to Bough-
ton is exceedingly grand : we come
upon one of the widest panoramas of

the Dee and one of the most tyjiical

of English country scenes. A vast

sweep of country unsurpassed in rich-

ness spreads along the river on the

Cheshire side : sixty square miles of

fields and pastures are in sight, with

elms, sycamores, and formal rows of

Lombardy poplars. Wherever the

trees cluster in a grove they usually

mark the site of a country-house or a

cherished ruin, like this one of old

Hawarden, where one enormous oak
tree sweeps its bi-anches on the ground
on every side, and forms a canopy
whence you can peer out, as through
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the delicate tracery of a Gothic win-

dow, at the landscape beyond. The
mouth of the Dee is visible from this

road, whence at low water it seems re-

duced to a huge sandbank, through
which the tii-ed river trickles like a

bi'ook. The dun sky and yellow sands

and gray sea, with the island of Hil-

bree, a counterpart of Lindisfarne

both in its legend of a recluse and its

continual alternation twice a day be-

tween the state of an island and a pen-

insula, make a picture pleasant to look

back upon. Hence too come the shoals

of cockles and mussels that go to de-

light Londoners. Then the open-sea

fishing, the lithe boats that seem all

sail, the wide waste of waters, with

the point of Air and the Great Orme's
Head walling it in on the receding

Welsh coasts, the remembrance of the

shipwreck a little beyond the mouth
of the Dee which led to Milton's poem
of Lycidas (containing the phrase
' Avizard stream ' which has become
pecidiar to the Dee),—all claim our

notice, and it seems impossil)le that

we are so few miles from Manchester
and so far from the historic, romantic

times of old.

The ' city of the legions ' still bears

traces of the Roman dominion, more
proud of them than were the spii'ited

Britons in the days when these walls

and other Roman buildings meant sub-

jection to a foreign power. The walls,

which are nearly perfect, now provide

a pleasant walk for the citizens, a sur-

face five or six feet broad, with a coped
parapet or iron raUing on either side,

and trees almost as old as the walls

overshado^\'ing some parts of them.

The old gates have been destroyed or

removed, and three modern archways
now pierce the walls ; but the memory
of the ancient city defences lingers in

the names of some of the principal

streets—Northgate, Foregate, Bridge-

gate, Watergate streets, etc. The Dee
was approached by two of these gates,

one of which opened at the lower end
of Bridge street on the old bridge,
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which still remains, while ^\"atergate

street was similary connected with the

river. Here stands the same old tower
j—"Water Tower—which in mediseval

times served to defend the gate. A
|

Eoman column and Lase, like that dis-
:

covered in Bridge street, stand near it

among the formal evergreens, and a

strange low huilding, seemingly entire,

which distinguishes this opening, is

called by antiquaries a hypocaust or

Roman warming apparatus. The walls

of the tower still exhibit ii-on staples,

showing that ships were anciently

moored at this place, but the river has

considerably receded since these were
i

used, for even during the ciA-il wars

there was a wide space between the

tower and the shore. Another of the

old towers, the Phcenix, now called

King Charles's Tower, is memorable

as the spot whence Charles I. watched

the defeat of his troops by Cromwell

on Eowton Heath or Moor. It is ap-

proached by a small stone staii-case

with a wooden railing, and is only '

large enough to hold a dozen men.
,

The ruins of St. John's, the old Nor-
;

man cathedral—the church to which

King Edgar, before it had become a

bishop's seat, rowed up the liver with

six Welsh kings as his oarsmen, him-

self steering the barque—are very im-

posing, although here and there im-

provements of questionable taste have

been added. The new park laid out

ai'ound them sets them ofl' to great ad-

vantage, and though the date of the

architectvii-e of Harold's chapel dis-

proves the legend attached to it, one

is none the less glad to be reminded of

the obstinate love and loyalty of Eng-

lishmen to the unsuccessful hero o
;

the battle of Hastings. He was said

to have fled to Chester, and lived as a

hermit in a chapel near this cathedral :

as to his widow, her stay in Chester

after her husband's defeat and death

is an historical fact. Harold shared

the same poetical fate as Ai-thur, Char-

lemagne and Barbarossa, and for over

a century he was believed by the peo-

ple to be alive and plotting. Higden,

the chronicler of St. AVerburgh's Ab-
bey (the church wliich since Henr>"

YIII. has been the cathedral, and it-

self stood on the site of an older church

dedicated in Roman and British times

to Saints Peter and Paul), naturally

adopted the legend and versified it. In

Saxon times, though the city was in-

cluded in a large diocese, St. Chad,

which ruled all the kingdom of Mer-
cia, it was practically independent, and
in the possession of various monastic

houses. Of these, the gi'eatest was the

abbey of St. Werburgh. Its shrine

was the goal of pilgrimages, and is said

to have been endowed by the daughter

of King Alfi-ed. The present build-

ing dates from the days of William

Eufus, when Hugh d'Avranches—or

Lupus, as he was surnamed—earl of

Chester, and one of the Conqueror's

old companions, became a monk in his

newly-endowed abbey, which he peo-

pled ^^-ith Benedictine monks from

Bee in Normandy. Thus, sturdy Brit-

ish Chester is connected ecclesiastically

with the fii'st two and perhaps great-

est archbishops of Canterbury, Lan-
franc and Anselm, both of whom were
successively abbots of Bee, and the

latter of whom spent some time with

Lupus in Chester. In the north tran-

sept and along the north wall of the

nave are remains of masonry said to

belong to that precise period. The
restoration, both of the exterior, whose
warm red coloiu'ing (sandstone of the

neighbourhood) is not one of its least

attractions, and of the interior, has

been thoi'ough and careful : all old

things, such as a Cjuaint boss in the

Lady Chapel representing the murder
of Saint Thomas a Becket, have been
carefully handled, and new things,

when introduced, are strictly in keep-

ing with the old.

The old episcopal palace, enlarged

from the abbott's house after the Ref-

ormation and the raising of the abbey
into a cathedral church, still presents

some of the oldest Norman remains :

it is now being altered to suit the

needs of the cathedral school, a foun-
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dation of JrJcuiy YIII. for twenty-four
boys, from whom were to be chosen

tlie cathedral choristers. This, like

all other old foundations of the kind,

has grown and become enriched. An-
thony Trolloi)e's Warden gives a good
picture of the abuses and anomalies

resulting from the \inforseen increase

of the funds of such institutions. One
of the chief benefit ; still retained by
Chester cathedral school is a yearly

exhibition to either university. The
old city schools of English boroughs,

as well as the almshouses and hospi-

tals dating from mediteval times, are

among the most interesting and cha-

racteristic English foundations, and
the old guilds or trade companies,

with their property, privileges and in-

signia, no less so. In Chester there

are still nominally twenty-four of the

latter, though scarcely any have any
property or importance except that of

the goldsmiths, who have an assay-

master and office, and claim the ex-

amination of all plate manufactured

and for sale in Chester, Cheshire, Lan-

cashire, and N'orth Wales. They also

have, or had, the old historic mace of

the city corporation, which was first

displayed in 1508 at the laying of the

foundation-stone of the unfinished

south-western tower of the cathedral,

was taken with the sword by the Par-

liamentarians during their occupation

of the staunch royalist city, and after-

ward restored at the end of the war.

The sword dates from Richard II. 's

reign, when he gave it to the city just

before his disgrace at Flint Castle, a

little lower down the Dee. In 1506,

Henry YII. expressly ordained that

the mayor of Chester and his suc-

cessors ' shall have this sword cari'ied

before them with the point upward in

the presence of all the nobles and lords

of the realm of England.' It seems

incredible that such a relic as the

mace should have been made over to

a goldsmith in exchange for 'new
plate,' but such was the fact, and the

present one dates only from 1668, and
was a gift from Charles, earl of Derby,

' lord of Man and the Isles,' who was.

mayor of Chester for that year.

The gi-eatest ])eculiarity of Chester

—greater even than its Roman walls.

—lies in its sunken streets and the

famous 'Rows.' These are unique in

England, and indeed in Europe. Like-

nesses to them are seen in Berne,

Utrecht and Thun, but nothing just

the same, nothing so evidently syste-

matic and prearranged, is to be fovmd
anywhere. The principal streets, espe-

cially the four great Roman ones that

quartered the camp, are sunk and cut

into the rock, while the Rows are on
the natural level of the ground. The
reason for this has been a standing

problem to antiqi;aries. Some have
supposed that the excavation of the
streets dates from Roman times, and
was only due to the necessity of mak-
ing work for the soldiers during long
periods of inaction. The effect is most
singular. Hardly any description

brings its satisfactorily before the eve
of one who has not seen it. The best

which I have met with, and a much
better one than I should be able to

give from my own experience, is that

of a German traveller, J. G. Kohl :

' Let the reader imagine the front wall

of the first floor of each house to have
been taken away, leaving that part of

the house completely open toward the

street, the upper part being supported
by pillars or beams. Let him then
imagine the side walls also to have
been pierced through, to allow a con-

tinuous passage along the first floors of

all the houses. ... It must not be
imagined that these Rows form a very
regular or uniform gallery. On the

contrary, it varies according to the

size or circumstances of each house
thi-ough which it passes. Sometimes,
when passing through a small house,

the ceiling is so low that one finds it

necessary to doff" the hat, while in

others one passes through a space as

lofty as a saloon. In one house the

Row lies lower than in the preceding,

and one has in consequence to go dowTi

a step or two ; and perhaps a house or
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two farther one or two steps have to

\>e mounted again. In one house a

handsome, new-fashioned iron railing

fronts the street ; in another, only a

mean wooden paling. In some stately

houses the supporting columns are

strong, and adorned with handsome
antique ornaments ; in others, the

wooden piles appear time-worn, and

one hurries past them, apprehensive

that the whole concern must top-

ple down before long. The ground

doors over which the Rows pass are

inhabited by a humble class of trades-

men, but it is at the back of the Rows
themselves that the principal shops

are to be found. . . . The Rows are

in reality on a level with the surface

of the ground, and the carriages rolling

along Ijelow are passing throngh a

kind of artificial ravine. The back

wall of the ground floor is everywhere

formed by the solid rock, and the

courtyards of the houses, their kitch-

ens and back buildings, lie generally

ten or twelve feet higher than the

street.

'

The Rows are connected with the

streets by staircases, and sometimes,

when a lane breaks through the gal-

lery entirely, there are two flights of

stairs for the wayfarer to pass over.

Many of the houses have latticed win-

dows and strongly clasped doors, such

as are seldom seen elsewhere in Eng-
land except in old churches and towers.

The gable ends of most houses facing

the lanes are turned outward, and or-

namented with strong woodwork cu-

riously painted. The colours are quite

traceable yet in many houses. There

are also texts of Scripture and good

common-sense mottoescarved or paint-

ed over some of the doors, especially of

shops and inns. The lanes are veiy

intricate and irregular: one of them,

St. Werburgh's street, gives a glimpse

of the cathedral, to which it leads.

The Rows have served for trade, for

shelter and for defence : they were
considered a point of vantage during

the siea:e. and were also useful as ga-

thering-places for serious consultation.

In those days, however, little shops

along the outer edges of the footways

themselves wei-e more numerous than

they are now, and the shops within the

shelter of the Rows were not glazed,

but closed at night with shutters,

which in the day were fastened with
hooks above the heads of the people.

The siege tried the city sorely, and
the streets wert disputed foot by
foot

;
yet the old half-timbered houses

in the Foi-egate street date farther

back than the time when Sir William
Brereton,the Pai-liamentarian general,

was quartered there and received mes-

sages of defiance from the mayor, to

whom he had sent proposals of sui*-

render and compromise. The city did

not surrender until the king himself,

despairing of his cause, sent the cor-

poration word to make terms unless

relieved within ten days.

We have already alluded to the

Cop, or high bank, on the right side

of the Dee, with the distant view of

the Welsh mountains.

At Flint, Fi-oissart places an in-

cident which shows the sagacity, if

not the personal fidelity, of a dog. A
greyhound (notoriously the least afiec-

tionate of all dog-kind) belonging to

Richard II., and who was known never

to notice any one but his master, sud-

denly began to fawn upon Bolingbroke
and make ' to hym the same fi'iendly

countenance and chere as he was wonte
to do to the kynge. The duke, who
knew not the grayhounde, demanded
of the kynge what the grayhounde
wolde do. " Cosyn," quod the kynge,
" it is a greit good token to you and
an evyll sygne to me," " Sir, howe
knowe you that ? " quod the duke. " I

knowe it well," quod the kynge. " The
grayhoundemakethyou chere this daye

as kynge of England, as ye shalbe, and
I shalbe deposed. The gi-ayhounde

hath this knowledge naturallye : there-

fore take hym to you : he will foUowe
you and forsake me. "

'
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THE HAUNTED HOTEL.

A MYHTERY OF MODERN VENICE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Chapter XXI.

LORD and Lady Montbarry were
received by the housekeeper

;

the manager being absent foi- a day or

two on business connected with the

affairs of the hotel.

The rooms resei'ved for the travel-

lers on the first floor were three in

number ; consisting of two bedrooms
ojjening into each other, and communi-
cating on the left, with a drawing-

room. Complete so far, the arrange-

ments proved to be less satisfactory in

reference to the third bedroom requir-

ed for Agnes and for the eldest daugh-

ter of Lord Montbarry, who usually

slept with her on their travels. The
bed-chamber on the right of the draw-

ing-room was already occupied by an
English widow lady. Other bed-cham-

Ijers at the other end of the corridor

were also let in every case. There
was accordingly no alternative but to

place at the disposal of Agnes a com-

fortable room on the second floor.

Lady Montbariy vainly complained of

this separation of one of the members
of her travelling party from the rest.

The housekeeper hinted that it was
impossible for her to ask other travel-

ler'- to give up their rooms. She could

only express her regret, and assure

Miss Lockwood that her bed-chamber

on the second floor was one of the

best rooms in that part of the hotel.

On the retirement of the housekeep-

er. Lady Montbarry noticed that Ag-

nes had seated herself apai-t, feeling

apparently no interest in the question

of the bedrooms. Was she ill % No;
she felt a little unnerved by the rail-

2

way journey, and that was all. Hear-
ing this, Lord Montbarry proposed

that she should go out with him, and
try the experiment of half an hour's

walk in the cool evening air. Agnes
gladly accepted the suggestion. They
directed their steps towards the square

of St. Mark, so as to enjoy the breeze

blowing over the lagoon. It was the

first visit of Agnes to Venice. The
fascination of the wonderful city of

the waters exerted its full influence

over her sensitive nature. The pro-

posed half hour of the walk had passed

away, and was fast expanding to

half an hour more, before Lord Mont-
barry could ]jersuade his companion
to remember that dinner was waiting

for them. As they returned, passing

under the colonnade, neither of them
noticed a lady in deep mourning, loiter-

ing in the open space of the square.

She started as she recognised Agnes
walking with the new Lord Mont-
barry—hesitated for a moment—and
then followed them, at a discreet dis-

tance, back to the hotel.

Lady Montbarry received Agnes in

high spirits—with news of an event

which had happened in her absence.

She had not left the hotel more
than ten minutes, before a little note

in pencil was brought to Lady Mont-
barry by the housekeeper. The writer

proved to be no less a person than the

widow lady who occupied the room on
the other side of the drawing-room,

which her ladyship had vainly hoped
to secure for Agnes. Writing under
the name of Mrs. James, the polite

\vidow explained that she had heard
from the housekeeper of the disap-
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pointment experienced by Lady Mont-

barry in the matter of the rooms.

Mrs. James was quite alone ; and as

long as her bed-chamber was aiiy and

comfortable, it mattered nothing to

her whether she slept on the first or

second floor of the house. She had

accordingly much pleasure in propos-

ing to change rooms with Miss Lock-

wood. Her luggage had already been

removed, and Miss Lockwood had

only to take possession of the room

(Number 13 A), which was now en-

tirely at her disposal.

' I immediately proposed to see Mrs.

James/ Lady Montbarry continued,

' and to thank her personally for her

extreme kindness. But Iwas informed

that she had gone out, without leav-

ing word at what hour she might be

expected to return. I have wi-itten a

little note of thanks, saying that we

hope to have the pleasure of person-

ally expressing oui- sense of Mrs.

James's courtesy to-morrow. In the

meantime, Agnes, I have ordered your

boxes to be removed downstairs. Go !

—and judge for yourself, my dear,

if that good lady has not given up

to you the prettiest room in the

house
!

'

With these words, Lady Montbarry

left Miss Lockwood to make a hasty

toilet for dimier.

The new room at once produced a

favourable impression on Agnes. The

large window, opening into a balcony,

commanded an admirable view of the

canal. The decorations on the walls

and ceiling, were carefully copied from

the exquisitely graceful designs of

Raphael in the Vatican. The massive

wardrobe possessed compartments of

unusual size, in which double the

number of dresses that Agnes posses-

sed mighthave been conveniently hung

at full length. In the inner corner of

the room, near the head of the bed-

stead, there ^\as a recess which had

been tui'ned into a little dressing-room,

and which oi)ened by a second door on

the inferior staircase of the hotel, com-

monly used by the servants. Noticing
these aspects of the room at a glance,

Agnes made the necessary change in

her dress, as quickly as possible. On
her way back to the drawing-room she

was addressed by a chambermaid in

the corridor who asked for her key.
' I will put your room tidy for the

night, Miss,' the woman said, ' and I

will then bring the key back to you in

the di-awing-room.

'

While the chambermaid was at her

work, a solitary lady, loitering about
the corridor of the second story, was
watchingher overthe bannisters. After
awhile, the maid appeared, with her pail

in her hand, leavingthe room byway of

the dressing-room and the back stairs.

As she passed out of sight, the lady on
the second floor (no other, it is needless

to add, than the Countess herself) ran

swiftly down the stairs, entered the

bed-chamber by the principal door, and
hid herself in the empty side compart-

ment of the wardrobe. The chamber-
maid returned, completed her work,

locked the door of the dressing-room

on the inner side, locked the principal

entrance door on leaving the room,

and returned the key to Agnes in the

drawing-room.

The travellers were just sittingdown
to their late dinner, when one of the

chUdi'en noticed that Agnes was not

wearing her watch. Had she left it

in her bed-chamber in the hurry of

changing her dress? She rose from
the table at once, in search of her

watch ; Lady Montbarry adA^sing her,

as she went out, to see to the security

of her bed-chamber in the event of

there being thieves in the house.

Agnes found her watch, forgotten on
the toilet table, as she had anticipated.

Before leaving the room again, she

acted on Lady Montbarry 's advice, and
tried the key in the lock of the dress-

ing-room door. It was projiei-Jy se-

cured. She left the bed-chamber,

locking the main door behind her.

Immediately on her departure, the

Countess, oppressed by the confined

air in the wardrobe, ventured on stej)-
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piiig out of her liidiiig-place into the

empty room.

Enteriug the diessiug-room on tip-

toe, she listened at the door, until the

silence outside inforjued her that the

corridor was empty. Upon this, she

unlocked the door, and passing out,

closed it again softly ; leaving it to all

appearance (when viewed on the inner

.side) as carefully secured as Agnes had
seen it when she tried the key in the

lock mth her own hand.

While the Montbarrys were still at

dinner, Henry Westwick joined them,

arriving from Milan.

When he entered the room, and
again when he advanced to shake hands
with her, Agnes was conscious of a

latent feeling which ^secretly recipro-

cated Henry's unconcealed pleasure on
meeting her again. For a moment
only, she returned his look : and in

that moment her own observation told

her that she had silently encouraged

him to hope. She saw it in the sud-

den glow of happiness which over-

spread his face ; and she confusedly

took refuge in the usual conventional

enquii'iesrelating to the relatives whom
he had left at Milan.

Taking his place at the table, Heniy
gave a most amusing account of the

position of his brother Francis between
the mercenary opera-dancer on one

side, and the unscrupulous manager
of the French theatre on the other.

Matters had proceeded to such extre-

mities, that the law had been called on

to interfere, and had decided the dis-

pute in favour of Francis. On win-

ning the victory the English manager
had at once left Milan, recalled to

London by the afiairs of his theatre.

He was accompanied on the journey

back, as he had been accompanied on

the journey out, by his sister. Re-

solved, after passing two nights of ter-

ror in the Venetian hotel, never to en-

ter it again, Mrs. Xorbuiy asked to be

excused from appearing at the family

festival, on the ground of ill-health.

At her age, travelling fatigued her,

and she was Sflad to take advantage of

her brothers escort to return to Eng-
land.

While the talk at the dinner-table

llowed easily onward, the evening-time

advanced to night—and it became ne-

cessary to think of sending the chil-

dren to bed.

As Agnes rose to leave the room,
accompanied by the eldest girl, she

observed with surprise that Henry's
manner suddenly changed. He looked

serious and pre-occu2)ied ; and when
his niece wished him good night, he
abruptly said to her, ' Marian, I want
to know what part of the hotel you
sleep in 1

' Marian, puzzled by the

question, answered that she was going

to sleep as usual, with ' Aunt Agnes.
Not satisfied with that reply, Heniy
next inquii'ed whether the bedroom
was near the room occupied by the

other members of the travelling party.

Ajiswering for the child, and wonder-
ing what Henry's object could possibly

be, Agnes mentioned the polite sacri-

fice made to her convenience by Mrs.
James. ' Thanks to that lady's kind-

ness,' she said, ' Marian and 1 are only
on the other side of the drawing-room.'

Henry made no remark ; he looked in-

comprehensibly discontented as he
opened the door for Agnes and her
companion to pass out. After wish-

ing them good night, he waited in the
corridor until he saw them enter the

fatal corner-room—and then he called

abi'uptly to his brother, ' Come out,

Stephen, and let us smoke !

'

As soon as the two brothers wei-e at

liberty to speak together privately,

Henry explained the motive which
had led to his strange inquiries about
the bedrooms. Francis had informed
him of the meeting with the Countess
at Venice, and of all that had followed

it ; and Henry now carefully repeated
the narrative to his brother in all its

details. ' I am not satisfied," he added,
' about that woman's jiurpose in giving
up her room. Without alarming the
ladies by telling them what I have
just told you, can you not warn Aoiies
to be cai-eful in securing her door 1

'
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Lord Montbarry replied, that the

warning had been already given by

his wife, and that Agnes might be

trusted to take good care of herself

and her little bedfellow. For the rest,

he looked upon the stoiy of the Coun-

tess and her superstitions as a piece

of theatrical exaggeration, amusing

enough in itself, but quite unworthy

of a moment's serious attention.

While the gentlemen were absent

from the hotel, the room which had

been already associated with so many
startling circumstances, became the

scene of anotherstrange event in which

Lady Montbarry's eldest child was

concerned.

Little Marian had been got ready

for bed as usual, and had (so far) taken

hardly any notice of the new room.

As she knelt down to say her prayers,

she happened to look up at that part

of the ceiling above her which was

just over the head of the bed. The
next instant she alarmed Agnes, by

starting to her feet with a cry of

terror, and pointing to a small brown

spot on one of the white panelled

spaces of the carved ceiling. ' It's a

spot of blood
!

' the child exclaim-

ed. ' Take me away ! I won't sleep

here I

'

Seeing plainly that it would be use-

less to reason with her while she was

in the room, Agnes hurriedly wrapped

Marian in a dressing gown, and car- '

ried her back to her mother in the

drawing-room. Here, the ladies did

their best to soothe and reassure the

trembling girl. The effort proved to

be useless ; the impression that had

been produced on the young and sensi-

tive mind was not to be removed by

persuasion. Marian could give no ex-

planation of the panic of terror that

had seized her. She was quite unable

to say why the spot on the ceiling

looked like the colour of a spot of

blood. She only knew that she should

die of terror if she saw it again. Un-
der these circumstances, but one alter-

native was left. It was arranged that

the child should pass the night in the

room occupied by hei- two younger sis-

ters and the nurse.

In half an hour more, Marian was
peacefully asleep with her arm round
her sister's neck. Lady Montbarry
went back with Agnes to her room to

see the spot on the ceiling which had
so strangely frightened the child. It

was so small as to be only just ]>ei'-

ceptible, and had in all probaliility

been caused by the carelessness of a

w^orkman, or by a dripping from water
accidentally spilt on the floor of thfe

I'oom above.
' I really cannot understand why

Marian should place such a terrible

interpretation on such a trifling thing,'

Lady Montbarry remarked.
' I suspect the nurse is in some way

answerable for %hat has happened,'

Agnes suggested. ' She may quite

possibly have been telling Marian some
tragic nurseiy story which has left its

mischievous impression behind it. Per-

sons in her position are badly ignorant

of the danger of exciting a child's im-

agination. You had better caution

the nurse to-morrow.'

Lady Montbaj.'ry looked round the

room with admii-ation. ' Is it not

prettily decorated V she said. ' I sup-

pose, Agnes, you don't ]nind sleeping

here by yourself 1

'

Agnes laughed. * I feel so tired,'

she replied, ' that I was thinking of

bidding you good-night, instead of go-

ing back to the drawing-room.'

Lady Montbarry turned towards
the door. ' I see yom- jewel-case on
the table,' she resumed. ' Don't for-

get to lock the other door there, in the

dressing-room.

'

' I haA^e already seen to it, and tried

the key myself,' said Agnes. ' Can I

be of anv use to you before I go to

bed r ^

' No, my dear, thank you ; I feel

sleepy enough to follow your ex-

ample. Good night, Agnes—and plea-

sant dreams on your flrst night in

Venice.

'



THE HA UNTEI) HOTEL. 533

Chapter XXIJ.

HAVING closed and secured the

door on Lady Montbarry's de-

parture, Agnes put on her dressing-

gown, and, turning to her open boxes,

began the business of unpacking. In
the liurry of making her toilet for din-

ner, she had taken the tir^t dress that

lay uppermost in the trunk, and had
thiown her travelling costume on the

bed. She now opened the doors of

the wardrobe for the first time, and
began to hang her dresses on the hooks

in the large compartment on one side.

After a few minutes only of this

occupation, she grew weary of it, and

decided on leaving the trunks as they

were, until the next morning. The
oppressive south wind which had
blown thi'oughout the day, still pre-

vailed at night. The atmosphei'e of

the room felt close ; Agnes threw a

shawl over her head and shoulders,

and, opening the window, stepped into

the balcony to look at the view.

The night was heavy and overcast?

nothing could be distinctly seen. The
canal beneath the window looked like

a black gulf, the opposite houses were
barely visible as a row of shadows,

dimly relieved against the starless and
moonless sky. At long intervals, the

warning cry of a belated gondolier

was just audible, as he turned the cor-

ner of a distant canal, and called to

invisible boats which might be ap-

proaching him in the darkness. Now
and then, the nearer dip of an oar in

the water told of the viewless passage

of other gondolas bringing guests back
to the hotel. Excepting these rare

soimds, the mysterious night-silence of

Venice was literally the silence of the

grave.

Leaning on the parapet of the bal-

cony, Agnes looked vacantly into the

black void beneath. Her thoughts*'e-

verted to the misei'able man who had
broken his pledged faith to her, and
who had died in that house. Some
change seemed to have come over her,

since her arrival in Venice ; some new

influence appeared to be at work. For
the first time in her experience of her-

self, compassion and regret were not

the only emotions aroused in her by

the remembrance of the dead Mont-
barry. A keen sense of the wrong that

she had suffered, never yet felt by that

gentle and forgiving nature, was felt

by it now. She found herself think-

ing of the Ijygone days of her humilia-

tion almost as harshly as Henry West-
wick had thought of them—she who
had reVjuked him the last time he had
spoken slightingly of his brother in

her presence ! A sudden fear and
doubt of herself startled her physically

as well as morally. She turned from
the shadowy abyss of the dark water

as if the mystery and the gloom of it

had been answerable for the emotions

which had taken her by surprise. Ab-
ruptly closing the window, she threw

aside her shawl, and lit the candles on

the mantelpiece, impelled by a sudden

craving for light in the solitude of her

room.

The cheering brightness round her,

contrasting with the black gloom out-

side, restored her spirits. She felt her-

self enjoying the light like a child !

Would it be well (she asked her-

self) to get ready for bed ? No I The
sense of drowsy fatigue that she had
felt half an hour since was gone. She

returned to the dull employment of

unpacking her boxes. After a few
minutes only, the occupation became
irksome to her once more. She sat

down by the table, and took up a guide-

book. ' Suppose I inform myself," she

thought, ' on the subject of Venice ?

'

Her attention wandered from the

book, before she had tui'ned the first

page of it.

The image of Heiuy West^\'ick, was
the present image in her memory now.

Recalling the minutest incidents and
details of the evening, she could think

of nothing which presented him under
other than a favoui-able and interest-

ing aspect. She smiled to herself softly,

her colour rose by fine gradations, as

she felt the fiill luxury of dwelling on
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the perfect truth and modesty of his

devotion to her. Was the depression

of spirits from which she had suffered

so persistently on her travels attribut-

able, by any chance, to their long

separation from each other—embit-

tered perhaps by her own vain regret

when she remembered her harsh re-

ception of him in Paris ? Suddenly

conscious of this bold question, and of

the self-abandonment which it implied,

she returned mechanically to her book,

startled by the unrestrained liberty of

her OAvn thoughts. What lurking

temptations to forbidden tenderness

find their hiding places in a woman's
dressing-gown, when she is alone in

her room at night ! With her heart

in the tomb of the dead Montbarry,

could Agnes, even think of another

man, and think of love ? How shame-

ful ! how unworthy of her ! For the

second time, she tried to interest her-

self in the guide-book—and once more
she tried in vain. Throwing the book
aside, she turned desperately to the

one resource that was left, to her lug-

gage—resolved to fatigue herself with-

out mercy, until she was weary enough
and sleepy enough to find a safe refuge

in bed.

For some little time, she persisted

in the monotonous occupation of trans-

ferring her clothes from her trunk to

the wardrobe. The large clock in the

hall, striking midnight, reminded her

that it was getting late. She sat down
for a moment in an arm-chair by the

bedside, to rest.

The silence in the house now caught

her attention, and held it—held it dis-

agreeably. Was everybody in bed

and asleep but herself ? Surely it was
time for her to follow the general

example? With a certain irritable

nervous haste, she rose again and un-

dressed herself. ' I have lost two
hours of rest,' she thought, fro^vning

at the reflection of herself in the glass,

as she arranged her hair for the night.

' I shall be good for nothing to-

morrow !

'

She lit the nii^'it - linht, and ex-

tinguished the candles—with one ex-

ception, which she removed to a little

table, placed on the side of the bed
opposite the side occupied by the arm-
chair. Having put her travelling-box

of matches and guide-book near the
candle, in case she might be sleepless

and might want to read, she blew out

the light, and laid her head on the
pillow.

Tlie curtains of the bed were looped

back to let the air pass freely over her.

Lying on her left side, with her face

turned away from the table, she could

see the arm-chair by the dim night-

light. It had a chintz covering—re-

presenting large bunches of roses

scattered over a pale green ground*

She tried to weary herself into drowsi-

ness by coiinting over and oves again

the bunches of roses that were visil^le

from her point of view. Twice her

attention was distracted from the

counting, by sounds outside—by the

clock chiming the half-past twelve
;

and then again, by the fall of a pair

of boots on the upper floor, thrown
out to be cleaned, and with that bar-

])arous disregard of the comforts of

others which is observable in humanity
when it inhabits an hotel. In the

silence that followed these passing dis-

turbances, Agnes went on counting

the roses oif the arm-chair more and
more slowly. Before long she con-

fused herself in the figures—tried to

begin counting again—thought she

would wait a little first—felt her eye-

lids drooping, and her head sink-

ing lower and lower on the pillow

—

sighed faintly—and sank into sleep.

How long that first sleep lasted she

never knew. She could only remem-
ber, in the after-time, that she awoke
instantly.

Every faculty and perception in

her passed the boundary line between
insensibility and consciousness, so to

sp^ak, at a leap. Without kno^\-ing

why, she sat up suddenly in the bed,

listening for she knew not what. Her
head was in a whirl ; her heart beat

furiously, without any assignable cause.
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But one trivial event liad happened
(luring the interval while she had been

asleep. The night-light had gone out;

and the room, as a matter of course,

was in total darkness.

She felt for the match-box, and
paused after finding it. A vague
sense of confusion was still in her

mind. She was in no hui'ry to light

the match. The pause in the dark-

ness was, strangely enough, agreeable

to her.

In the quieter flow of her thoughts

during this interval, she could ask

herself the natural question :—What
cause had awakened her so suddenly,

and had so strangely shaken her

nerves ? Had it been the influence of

a dream ? She had not dreamed at

all—or, to speak more correctly, she

had no waking remembrance of hav-

ing dreamed. The mystery was be-

yond her fathoming : the darkness

began to oppress her. She struck the

match on the box, and lit her candle.

As the welcome light difl'used itself

over the room, she turned from the

table and looked towards the other

side of the bed.

In the moment when she turned,

the chill of a sudden terror gripped

her round the heart, as with the clasp

of an icy hand.

She was not alone in the room !

There—in the chair at the bedside

—there, suddenly revealed under the

flow of light from the candle, was the

figure of a woman reclining. Her
head lay back over the chair. Her
face, turned up to the ceiling, had the

eyes closed, as if she was wrapped in a

deep sleep.

The shock of the discovery held

Agnes speechless and helpless. Her
first conscious action, when .she was in

.some degi'ee mistress of herself again,

was to lean over the bed, and to look

closer at the woman who had so in-

comprehensibly stolen into her room
in the dead of night. One glance was
enough : she started back with a cry

of amazement. The person in the

chaii- was no other than the widow of

the dead Montbarry—the woman who
had warned her that they were to

meet again, and that the place might

be Venice?

Her courage returned to her, .stung

into action by the natural sense of in-

dignation which the presence of the

Countess provoked.
'Wake up !

' she called out. ' How
dare you come here? How did you

get in 1 Leave the room—or I will

call for help !

'

She raised her voice at the last

words. It produced no eflTect. Lean-

ing farther over the bed, she boldly

took the Countess by the shoulder

and shook her. Not even this effort

succeeded in rousing the sleeping

woman. She still lay back in the

chair, possessed by a torpor like the

torpor of death—insensible to sound,

insensible to touch. Was she really

sleeping 1 Or had she fainted 1

'

Agnes looked closer at her. She

had not fainted. Her breathing was
audible, rising and falling in deep

heavy gasps. At intervals she ground

her teeth savagely. Beads of per.spi-

ration stood thickly on her forehead.

Her clenched hands rose and fell

slowly from time to time on her lap.

Was she in the agony of a dream or

was she spiritually conscious of some-

thing hidden in the room ?

The doubt involved in that last

question was unendurable. Agnes
determined to rouse the servants who
kept watch in the hotel at night.

The bell-handle was fixed to the

wall, on the side of the bed by which

the table stood.

She raised herself from the crouch-

ing position which she had assumed
in looking close at the Countess; and,

turning towards the other side of the

bed, stretched out her hand to the

bell. At the same instant, she stopped

and looked upward. Her hand fell

helplessly at her side. She shuddered,

and sank back on the pillow.

What had she seen 1

She had seen another intruder in

her I'oom.
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Midway between her face and the

ceiling, there hovered a human head

—severed at the neck, like a head

struck from the body by the guillotine.

Nothing visible, nothing audible,

had given her warning of its ap-

pearance. Silently and suddenly,

the head had taken its place above

her. No supernatiu-al change had
passed over the room, or was per-

ceptible in it now. The dumbly-
tortured figure in the chair ; the

broad window opposite the foot of the

bed, with the black night beyond it

;

the candle burning on the table

—

these, and all other objects in the

room, remain unaltered. One object

more, unutterably hoii'id, had been
added to the rest. That was the only

change—no more, no less.

By the yellow candle-light she saw
the head distinctly, hovering in mid-

air above her. She looked at it

steadfastly, spell-bound by the terror

that held her.

The flesh of the face Avas gone.

The shrivelled skin was darkened in

hue, like the skin of an Egyptian
mummy—except at the neck. There
it was of a lighter colour ; there it

showed spots and splashes of the hue
of that brown spot on the ceiling,

which the child's fanciful terror had
distorted into the likeness of a spot of

blood. Thin remains of a discoloured

moustache and whiskers, hanging over

the upper lip, and over the hoUows
where the cheeks had once been, made
the head just recognisable as the head
of a man. Over all the features death

and time had done their obliterating

work. The eyelids were closed. The
hail- on the skull, discoloured like the

hair on the face, had been burnt away
in places. The bluish lips, pai-ted in

a fixed grin, showed the double row
of teeth. By slow degrees the hover-

ing head (perfectly still when she first

saw it) began to descend towards Ag-
nes as she lay beneath. By slow de-

grees that strange doubly-blended

odour, which the Commissioners had
discovered in the vaults of the old

palace—wliich had sickened Fi-ancis

Westwick in the bed-chamber of the

new hotel—spread its fetid exhala-

tions over the room. Downward and
downward the hideous apparition

made its slow progress, until it

stopped close over Agnes—stopped,

and turned slowly, so that the face of

it confronted the upturned face of the

woman in the chair.

After that there came a pause.

Then a momentary movement dis-

turbed the rigid repose of the dead
face.

The closed eyelids opened slowly.

The eyes revealed themselves, bright

with the glassy film of death—and
fixed their dreadful look on the woman
in the cliaii-.

Agnes saw that look ; saw the re-

clining woman rise, as if in obedience

to some sUent command—-and saw no

Her next conscious impression was
of the sunlight }»ouring in at the win-

dow ; of the friendly presence of Lady
Montbarry at the bedside ; and of the

children's wondering faces peeping in

at the door.

Chapter XXIIL

'""V/^OTJ have .some influence over
-L Agnes. Try what you can do,

Henry, to make her take a sensible

view of the matter. There is really

nothing to make a fuss about. My
wife's maid knocked at her door early

in the morning, with the customary

cup of tea. Getting no answer she

went round to the dressing room—
found the door on that side unlocked

—and discovered Agnes on the bed in

a fainting fit. With my wife's help

they brought her to herself again
;

and she told the extraordinary story

which I have just I'epeated to you.

You must have seen for yourself that

she has been over-fatigued, poor thing,
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hy our long railway jonrneys ; her

nerves are out of order—and she is

just the person to Ije easily terrified

by a dream. 8he obstinately i-efuses,

however, to accept this rational view.

Don't suppose that I have been severe

with her ! All that a man can do to

humour her I have done. I have
written to the Countess {in her as-

sumed name) offering to restore the

room to her. She writes back, posi-

tively declining to return to it. I

have accordingly arranged (so as not

to have the thing known in the hotel)

to occupy the room for one or two
nights, and to leave Agnes to recover

her spirits under my wife's care. Is

there anything more that I can do 1

Whatever questions Agnes has asked

of me I have answered to the best of

my ability ; she knows all that you
told me about Francis and the Coun-

tess last night. But txy as I may I

can't quiet lier mind. I have given

up the attempt in despair, and left

her in the drawing-room. Go, like a

good fellow, and try what you can do

to compose her.'

In those words Lord Montbarry
stated the case to his brother from the

rational point of view. Heniy made
no remark, he went straight to the

drawing room.

He found Agnes walking rapidly

backwards and forwards, flushed and
excited. ' If you come here to say

what your brother has been saying to

me,' she broke out before he could

speak, ' spare yourself the trouble. I

don't want common sense—I want a

time friend who will believe in me.'

' I am that friend, Agnes,' Henry
answered quietly, 'and you know it.'

' You really believe that I am not

deluded by a dream ?

'

' I know that you are not deluded

—in one particular, at least.

' In what particular '?

'

' In what you have said of the

Countess. It is perfectly true
'

Agnes stopped him there. ' Why
do I only hear this morning that the

Countess and Mrs. James are one and

the same person ?
' she asked distrust'

fully. ' Why was I not told of it

last night ?

'

' You foi'get that you had accepted

the exchange of rooms before I reached

Venice,' Henry replied. ' I felt

strongly tempted to tell you, even

then—but your sleeping arrangements

for the night were all made ; I should

only have inconvenienced and alarmed

you. I waited till the morning, after

hearing from my bi-other that you had

yourself seen to your security from any

intrusion. How that intrusion was
accomplished it is impossible to say. I

can only declare that the Countess's

presence by your bedside last night

was no dream of yours. On her own
authority I can testify that it was a

realit}'.

'

' On her own authority ?
' Agnes

repeated eagerly. ' Have you seen

her this morning ]

'

' I have seen her not ten minutes

since.

'

' What was she doing ?

'

' She was busily engaged in writing.

I could not even get her to look at

me until I thought of mentioning

your name.'
' She rememljered me, of course ?

'

' She remembered you with some

difficulty. Finding that she wouldn't

answer me on any other terms, I

questioned her as if I had come direct

. from you. Then she spoke. She not

only admitted that she had the same
superstitious motive for placing you
in that room which she had acknoAv-

ledged to Francis—she even owned
that she had been by your bedside,

watching through the night, "to see

what you saw," as she expressed it.

Hearing this, I tried to persuade her

to tell me how she got into the room.

Unluckil)^, her manuscript on the

table caught her eye ; she returned to

her writing. " The Baron wants

money," she said, "I must get on

with, my play." What she saw, or

dreamed, while she was in your room
last night, it is at present impossible

to discover. But judging by my
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brother's account of hei-, as well as by
what I remember of her myself, some
recent influence has been at work
which has produced a marked change
in this wretched woman for the worse.

Her mind is, in certain respects, un-
questionably deranged. One proof of

it is that she spoke to me of the Baron
as if he were still a living man. When
Francis saw her, she declared that the
Baron was dead, which is the truth.

The United States Consul at Milan
showed us the announcement of the
death in an American newspaper. So
far as I can see, such sense as she
still possesses seems to be entirely

absorbed in one ;tb.surd idea—the idea

of writing a play for Francis to bring
out at his theati-e. He admits that
he encouraged her to hope she might
get money in this way. I think he
did wrong. Don't you agree with me V

Without heeding the question,

Agnes rose abruptly from her chair.

' Do me one more kindness, Henry,'
she said. ' Take me to the Countess
at once.'

Henry hesitated. 'Are you com-
posed enough to see her, after the
shock that you have suffered 1

' he
a.sked.

She trembled, the flush on her face

died away, and left it deadly pale.

But she held to her resolution. ' Yoxx

have heard of what I saw last night?'

she said faintly.

' Don't speak of it !

' Henry inter-

posed. ' Don't uselessly agitate your-

self.'

' I must speak I My mind is full

of horrid questions about it. I know
I can't identify it—and yet I ask my-
self over and over again, in whose
likeness did it appear ? Was it in

the likeness of Ferrari ? or was it— 1

'

she stopped, shuddering. ' The Coun-
tess knows, I must see the Countess !'

she resumed vehemently. ' Whether
my courage fails me or not, I must
make the attempt. Take me to her

before I have time to feel afraid of
it!'

Henry looked at her anxiously.
' If you are really sure of your own
resolution,' he said, ' I agree with
you—the sooner you see her the bet-

ter. You remember how strangely

she talked of your influence over her,

when she forced her way into your
room in London 1

'

' I remember it perfectly. Why
do you ask 1

'

' For this I'eason. In the present

state of her mind, I doubt if she will

be much longer capable of realizing

her wild idea of you as the avenging

angel who is to bring her to a reckon-

ing for her evil deeds. It may be well

to try what your influence can do
while she is still capable of feeling it.

'

He waited to hear what Agnes
would say. She took his arm and
led him in silence to the door.

They ascended to the second floor,

and, after knocking, entered the Coun-
tess's room.

She was still busily engaged in

writing. W^hen she looked up from
the paper, and saw Agnes, a vacant

expression of doubt was the only ex-

pression in her wild black eyes. After

a few moments, the lost remembran-
ces and associations appeared to re-

turn slowly to her mind. The pen
dropped from her hand. Haggard
and trembling, she looked closer at

Agnes, and recognised her at last.

' Has the time come already I ' she

said in low awe-stricken tones. ' Give
me a little longer respite, I haven't

done my writing yet 1'

She dropped on her knees, and
held out her clasped hands entreat-

ingly. Agnes was far from having

recovered, after the shock that she

had suffered in the night : her nerves

were far from being equal to the

strain that was now laid on them.

She was so startled by the change in

the Countess that she was at a loss

what to say or to do next. Henry was
obliged to s}>eak to her, ' Put your

questions while you have the chance,'
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he said, lowering Jiis voice. ' See !

the vacant look is coming over her

face again.'

Agnes tried to rally her courage.
' You were in my room last night

' she began. Before she could

add a word more, the Countess lifted

her hands, and wrung them above her

head with a low moan of horror.

Agnes .shrank back, and turned as if

to leave the room. Heniy stopped

her, and whispered to her to try again.

She obeyed him after an effort. ' I

slept last night in the room that you
gave up to me,' she resumed. ' I

saw '

The Countess suddenly rose to her

feet. ' No more of that,' she cried.

' Oh, Jesu Maria ! do you think I

want to be told what yo\i saw 1 Do
you think I don't know what it means
for you and for me ? Decide for your-

self. Miss. Examine your own mind.

Ai'e you well assured that the day of

reckoning has come at last 1 Are you
ready to follow me back, through the

crimes of the past, to the secrets of

the dead 1
'

She turned again to the writing-

table, without waiting to be answered.

Her eyes flashed : she looked like her

old self once more as she spoke. It

was only for a moment. The old ar-

dour and impetuosity were nearly

worn out. Her head sank ; she sighed

heavily as she unlocked a desk which
.stood on the table. Opening a drawer
in the desk, she took out a leaf of vel-

lum, covered with faded writing.

Some ragged ends of silken thread

were still attached to the leaf, as if it

had been torn ovit of a book.
' Can you read Italian 1

' she asked,

handing the leaf to Agnes.

Agnes answered silently by an in-

clination of her head.
' The leaf,' the Countess proceeded,

' once belonged to a book in the old

library of the palace, while this build-

ing was still a palace. By whom it

was torn out you have no need to

know. For what purpose it was torn

out you may discover for yoiirself, if

you will. Read it first—at the fifth

line from the top of the page.'

Agnes felt the serious necessity of

compo.sing herself. ' Oive me a chair,

she said to Henry. ' And I will do

my best.' He placed himself behind

her chair so that he could look over

her shoulder and help her to under-

stand the writing on the leaf. Ren-

dered into English, it ran as follows :

—

' I have now completed my literary

survey of the first floor of the palace.

At the desire of my noble and gra-

cious patron, the lord of this glorious

edifice. I next ascend to the second

floor, and continue my catalogue or

description of the pictures, decorations,

and other treasures of art therein con-

tained. Let me begin w^ith the corner

room at the western extremity of the

palace, called the Room of the Carya-

tides, from the statues which s\ipport

the mantel-piece. This work is of

comparatively recent execution : it

dates from the eighteenth century

only, and reveals the corrupt taste of

the period in every part of it. Still,

there is a certain interest which at-

taches to the mantel-piece : it conceals

a cleverly constructed hiding-place be-

tween the floor of the room and the,

ceiling of the room beneath, which was

made during the last evil days of thf^

Inquisition in Venice, and which is

reported to have saved an ancestor of

my gracious lord pursued by that ter-

rible tribunal. The machinery of this

curious place of concealment has been

kept in good order by the preselit lord,

as a species of curiosity. He conde-

scended to show me the method of

w^orking it. Approaching the two

Caryatides, rest your hand on the fore-

head (midway between the eyebrows)

of the figure which is on your left as.

you stand opposite to the fireplace,

then press the head inwards as if you

were pushing it against the wall be-

hind. By doing this, you set in mo-

tion the hidden machinery in the wall

which turns the hearthstone on a

pivot, and discloses the hollow place-
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below. There is room enough in it for

a man to lie easily at full length. The
method of closing the cavity again is

equally simple. Place both your hands
on the temples of the figure

;
pull as

if you were pulling it towards you—

•

and the hearthstone will revolve into

its proper position again.

'

' You need read no further,' said

the Countess. ' Be careful to remem-
ber what you have read.'

She put back the page of vellum in

her writing-desk, locked it, and led

the way to the door.

' Come !

' she said ;
' and see what

the mocking Frenchman called, " The
beginning of the end."

'

Agnes was barely able to rise from
her chair ; she trembled from head to

foot. Henry gave her his arm to sup-

port her. ' Fear nothing,' he whis-

pered ;
' I shall be with you.

'

The Countess proceeded along the
westward corridor, and stopped at the
door numbered, Thirty Eight. This
was the room which had been inha-

bited by Baron Eivar in the old days
of the palace : the room situated im-

mediately over the bedchamber in

which Agnes had passed the night.

For the last two days it had been
empty. The absence of luggage in it

when they opened the door, showed
that it had not yet been let.

' You see !

' said the Countess, point-

ing to the carved figure at the fire-

place ;
' and you know what to do.

Have I deserved that you should tem-
per justice with mercy ?

' she went on
in lower tones. ' Give me a few hours
more to myself. The Baron wants
money—I must get on with my play.'

She smiled vacantly, and imitated

the action of writing with her right

hand as she pronounced the last words.

The eflfort of concentrating her wea-
kened mind on other and less familiar

topics than the constant want of mo-
ney in the Baron's lifetime, and the

vague prospect of gain from the still

unfinished play, had evidently ex-

hausted her poor reserves of strength.

When her request had been granted,

she addressed no expi'essions of grati-

tude to Agnes ; she only said, ' Feel

no fear. Miss, of my attempting to

escape you. Where you are, there I

must be till the end comes.'

Her eyes wandered round the room
with a last weary and stupefied look.

She returned to her writing with slow

and feeble steps, like the steps of an
old woman.

Chapter XXIV.

HENEY and Agnes were left

alone in the Room of the Ca-

ryatides.

The person who had written the de-

scription of the palace—probably a

poor author or artist—had correctly

pointed out the defects of the mantel-

piece. Bad taste, exhibiting itself on

the most costly and splendid scale, was
visible in every part of the work. It

was, nevertheless, gi-eatly admired by
ignorant travellers of all classes

;
part-

ly on accoimt of its imposing size, and

partly on account of the number of

variously-coloured marbles which the

sculptor had contrived to introduce

into his design. Photographs of the

mantel-piece were exhibited in the

public rooms, and found a ready sale

among English and American ^nsitors

to the hotel.

Henr}^ led Agnes to the figure on

the left, as they stood facing the empty
fir-e-place. ' Shall I try the experi-

ment,' he asked, ' or will you ?
' She

abruptly drew her arm away from
him, and turned back to the door. ' I

can't even look at it,' she said. ' That

merciless marble face frightens me !

'

Hemy put his hand on the forehead

of the figure. ' What is there to alarm

you, my dear, in this conventional

classical face 1
' he asked, jestingly.

Before he could press the head in-

wards, Agnes hurriedly opened the

door. ' Wait till I am out of the

room !
' she cried. ' The bare idea of
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what you may tind tliero horrifies me !

'

8he looked hack into the room as she

crossed the threshold. ' I won't leave

you altogether,' she said, ' I will wait

outside.

'

She closed the dooi-. Left by him-

self, Henry lifted his hand once more
to the mai'ble forehead of the figure.

For the second time, he was checked
on the point of setting the machinery
of the hiding-place in motion. On this

occasion, the interruption came from
an outbi'eak of friendly voices in the

corridor. A woman's voice exclaimed,
' Dearest Agnes, how glad I am to see

you again !
' A man's voice followed,

oflering to introduce some fi'iend to
' Miss Lockwood.' A third voice

(which Henry recognised as the voice

of the manager of the hotel) became
audible next, directing the house-

keeper to show the ladies and gentle-

men the vacant apartments at the

other end of the corridor. ' If more
accommodation is wanted,' the mana-
ger went on, ' I have a charming room
to let here.' He opened the door as

he spoke, and found himself face to

face with Henry Westwick.
' This is indeed an agreeable sur-

prise, sir !
' said the manager, cheer-

fully. ' You are admiring our famous
chimney-piece, I see. May I ask, Mr.
Westwick, how you find yourself in

the hotel, this time 1 Have the super-

natural influences affected your appe-

tite again ]

'

' The supernatural influences have
spared me, this time,' Henry answered.
' Perhaps you may yet find that they

have afiected some other member of

the family.' He spoke gravely, re-

senting the familiar tone in which the

manager had referred to his previous

visit to the hotel. ' Have you j ust

returned 1
' he asked, by way of chang-

ing the topic.

' Just this minute, sir. I had the

honour of travelling in the same train

with friends of yours who have arrived

at the hotel—Mr. and Mrs. Arthur
Barville, and their travelling com-
panions. Miss Lockwood is with them,

looking at the rooms. They will be
here before long, if they find it con-
venient to have an extra room at their

disposal.

'

This announcement decided Henry
on exploring the hiding-place before

the intex-ruption occurred. It had
crossed his mind, when Agnes left

him, that he ought perhaps to have a
witness, in the not very probable event
of some alarming discovery taking
place. The too-familiar manager, sus-

pecting nothing, was there at his dis-

j)osal. He turned again to the Caryan
figure, maliciously resolving to make
the manager his witness.

' I am delighted to hear that our
friends have arrived at last,' he said.

' Before I shake hands with them, let

me ask you a question about this queer
work of art here. I see photogi-aphs

of it downstaii-s. Are they for sale ]

' Certainly, Mr. Westwick.

'

' Do you think the chimney-piece
is as solid as it looks ?

' Hem-y pro-

ceeded. ' When you came in, I was
just wondering whether this figure

here had not accidentally got loosened
from the wall behind it. ' He laid his

hand on the marble forehead, for the
third time. ' To my eye, it looks a
little out of the perpendicular. I al-

most fancy I could jog the head just

now, when I touched it. ' He pressed

the head inwards as he said those

words.

Asound ofjarring ironw^as instantly

audible behind the wall. The solid

hearthstone in front of the tire-place

turned slowly at the feet of the two
men, and disclosed a dark cavity be-

low. At the same moment, the strange

and sickening combination of odours,

hitherto associated with the vaults of

the old palace and with the bedcham-
ber beneath, now floated up from the
open recess, and filled the room.

The manager started back. ' Good
God, Mr. Westwick !

' he exclaimed,
' what does this mean 1

'

Remembering, not only what his

brother Francis had felt in the room
beneath, but what the experience of
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Agnes had been on the previous night,

Heniy was determined to be on his

(Tuard. ' I am as much surprised as

you are,' was his only reply.

' Wait for me one moment, sir,' said

the manager. ' I must stop the ladies

and gentlemen outside from coming

in.'

He hurried away—not forgetting to

close the door after him. Henry opened

the window, and waited there breath-

ing the purer air. Vague apprehen-

sions of the next discovery to come,

filled his mind for the fii'st time. He
was doubly resolved, now, not to stii-

a step in the investigation without a

witness.

The manager returned with a wax
taper in his hand, which he lighted as

soon as he entered the room.
' We need fear no interruption now,'

he said. ' Be so kind, Mr. Westwick,

as to hold the light. ' It is my busi-

ness to fuid out what this extraordin-

ary discovery means.'

Henry held the taper. Looking into

the cavity, by the dim and flickering

light, they both detected a dark object

at the bottom of it. ' I think I can

reach the thing,' the manager re-

marked, ' if I lie down, and put my
hand into the hole.

'

He knelt on the floor—and hesi-

tated. ' Might I ask you, sir, to give

me my gloves 1
' he said. ' They are

in my hat, on the chair behind you.'

Henry gave him the gloves. ' I

don't know what I may be going to

take hold of,' the manager explained,

smiling rather uneasily as he put on

his right glove.

He stretched himself at full length

on the floor, and passed his right arm

into the cavity. ' I can't say exactly

what I have got hold of,' he said. 'But

I have got it'

Half raising himself, he drew his

hand out.

The next instant he started to his

feet with a shriek of terror. A
human head dropped from his nerve-

less gi'asp on the floor, and rolled to

Hem-y's feet. It was the hideous
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head that Agnes had seen hovering

above her, in the vision of the night !

The two men looked at each other,

both struck speechless by the same
emotion of horror. The manager was
the flrst to control himself. ' See to

the door, for God's sake !

' he said.

' Some of the people outside may have
heard me.

'

Henry moved mechanically to the

door.

Even when he had his hand on the

key, ready to turn it in the lock in

case of necessity, he still looked back

at the appalling object on the floor.

There was no possibility of identifying

those decayed and distorted features

with any living creature whom he had

seen—and yet, he was conscious of

feeling a vague and awful doubt which

shook him to the soul. The questions

which tortured the mind of Agnes,

were now his questions too. He asked

himself, ' In whose likeness might I

have recognised it before the decay set

in ? The likeness of Ferrari 1 or the

likeness of ?
' He paused tremb-

ling, as Agnes had paused trembling

before him. Agnes I The name, of

all women's names the dearest to him,

was a terror to him now ! What was
he to say to her 1 What might be the

consequence if he trusted her with the

terrible trvith ?

No footsteps approached the door

;

no voices were audible outside. The
travellers were still occupied in the

rooms at the eastern end of the cor-

ridor.

In the brief interval thathad passed,

the manager had sufiiciently recovered

himself to be able to think once more

of the first and foremost interests of

his life—the interest of the hotel. He
approached Heniy anxiously.

' If this frightful discovery becomes

known,' he said, ' the closing of the

hotel, and the ruin of the Company
will be the inevitable results. I feel

sure that I can trust your discretion,

sir, so far 1

'

' You can certainly trust me,' Henry
answered. ' But surely discretion has
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its liuiits,' lie added, ' after such a dis-.

oovery as we have made ?

'

The manager understood that the

duty whicli they owed to the com-

munity as honest and law-abiding men,
was the duty to which Henry now re-

ferred. ' I wall at once find the means,'

he said, ' of conveying the remains

privately out of the house, and I will

myself place them in the care of the

])olice-authorities. Will you leave the

room "with me? or do you not object

to keep watch here, and help me when
I return r
While he was speaking, the voices of

the travellers made themselves heard

a;;;vin at the end of the corridor.

Henry instantly consented to wait in

the room. He shrank from facing the

inevitable meeting with Agnes if he

showed himself in the coi-ridor at that

moment.
The manager hastened his departure,

in the hope of escaping notice. He
was discovered by his guests before

he could reach the head of the staii's.

Henry heard the voices plainly as he

turned the key. While the terrible

drama of discovery was in progress on
one side of the door, trivial questions

about the amusements of Venice and
facetious discussions on the relative

merits of Fi-ench and Italian cookery

were proceeding on the other. Little

by little the sound of the talking gi-ew

fainter. The visitors,' having ar-

ranged their plans of amusement for

the day, wei-e on their way out of the

hotel. In a minute or two there was
silence once more.

Henry tmiied to the window, think-

ing to relieve his mind by looking at

the bright view over the canal. He
soon grew- wearied of the familiar

scene. The morbid fusciuation which

seems to be exercised 1>y all horrible

sights, drew him back again to the

ghastly object on the iloor.

Dream or reality, how had Agnes
.--urvived the sight of if? As the ques-

tion passed through his mind, he no-

ticed for the first time something ly-

ing on the floor near the head. Look-

ing closer, he perceived a thin little

plate of gold, with three false teeth

attached to it, which had ajiparentlv

dropped out (loosened by the shock)
when the manager let the he ad fall on
the floor.

The importance of this discovery,

and the necessity of not too readily

communicating it to others, instantly

struck Henry. Here surely was a

chance—if any chance remained—of

identifying the shocking relic of hu-
manity which lay before him, the
dumb witness of a crime ! Acting on
this idea, he took possession of the
teeth, purposing to use them as a last

means of inquiry when other attempts
at investigation had been tried and
had failed.

He went back again to the win-
dow : the solitude of the room began
to weigh on his spii-its. As he looked
out again at tjie view, there was a soft

kngck at the door. He hastened to

open it—and checked himself in the
act. A doubt occurred to him. Was
it the manager who had knocked ? He
called out, ' Who is there ?

'

The voice of Agnes answered him.
' Have vou anything to tell me,
Henry 1

'"

He was hardly able to reply. 'Not
just now,' he said, confusedly. ' For-
give me if I don't open the door. I
will speak to you a little later.'

The sweet voice made itself heard
again, pleading with him piteously.
' Don't leave me alone, Henry ! I
can't go back to the happy people
downstairs.

'

How could he resist that appeal ?

He heard her sigh—he heard the rust-

ling of her dress as she moved away
in despair. The very thing that he
had shrunk from doing but a few min-
utes since was the thing that he did
now ! He joined Agnes in the corri-

dor. She turned as she heard him,
and pointed trembling in the direc-

tion of the closed i-oom. ' Is it so
terrible as that ?

' she asked faintly.

He put his arm round her to support
her. A thought came to him as he
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looked at her, waiting in doubt and

fear for his reply. ' You shall decide

the question for yourself,' he said, ' if

vou will first put on your hat and

c-loak, and come out \\-ith me.

'

She was naturally surprised. ' Can
you tell me your object in going

out 1
' she asked.

He owned what his object was un-

reservedly. ' I want, before all things,'

he said, 'to satisfy your mind and

mine on the subject of Montbarry's

death. I am going to take you to the

doctor who attended him in his illness,

and to the consul who followed him to

the grave.'

Her eyes rested on Henry gi-ate-

fidlv. ' Oh, how well you understand

me !
' she said. The manager joined

them at the same moment, on his way
up the staii-s. Henry gave him the

key of the room, and then called to

the servants in the hall to have a gon-

dola ready at the steps. ' Are ypu

leaving the hotel? ' the manager asked.

' In search of evidence,' Henry whis-

pered, pointing to the key. ' If the

authorities want me, I shall be back

in an hour.'

Chapter XXY.

THE day had advanced to evening.

Lord Montbarry and the bridal

party had gone to the opera. Agnes

alone, pleading the excuse of fatigue,

remained at the hotel. Having kept

up appearances by accompanying his

friends to the theatre, Henry West-

wick slipped away after the first act

and joined Agnes in the drawing-

room.
' Have you thought of what I said

to you earlier in the day ?
' he asked,

taking a chair at her side. ' Do you

agree with me that the one dreadful

doubt which oppressed us both is at

least set at rest \

'

Agnes shook her head sadly. ' I

wish I could agree with you, Heniy—
I wish I could honestly say that my
mind is at ease.'

. The answer would have discouraged

most men. Henry's patience (where
Agnes was concerned) was equal to

any demands on it.

' If you will only look back at the

events of the day,' he said, 'you must
surely admit that we have not been
completely baffled. Remember how
Dr. Bruno disposed of our doubts :

—

" After thirty years of medical prac-

tice, do you think I am likely to mis-

take the symptoms of death by bron-

chitis ? " If ever there was an unan-
swerable question, there it is ! Was
the consul's testimony doubtful in any
part of it ? He called at the palace to

offer his services, after hearing of

Lord Montbarry's death ; he arrived

at the time when the coffin was in the

house ; he himself saw the corpse

placed in it, and the lid screwed down.

The evidence of the priest was equally

beyond dispute. He remained in the

room ^\ith the coffin, reciting the

prayers for the dead, until the funeral

left the palace. Bear all these state-

ments in muid, Agnes ; and how can

you deny that the question of Mont-
barry's death and burial is a question

set at i-est 1 We have really but one

doubt left : we have still to ask our-

selves whether the remains which I

(discovered are the remains of the lost

courier or not. Thei'e Ls the case as

I understand it. Have I stated it

fairly 1

'

Agnes could not deny that he had

stated it fairly.

' Then what prevents you from ex-

periencing the same sense of relief

that I feel ?
' Henry asked.

' What I saw last night prevents

me,' Agnes answered. ' When we
spoke of this subject, after our inquir-

ies were over, you reproached me with

taking, what you called, the super-

stitious view. I don't quite admit

that—but I do acknowledge that I

should find the superstitious view in-

telligible if I heard it expressed by

some other person. Remembering
what your brother and I once were to

each other in the bygone time, I can
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underatiind the apparition makiii;^ it-

self visible to Me, to claim the mercy
of Christian burial, and the vengeance
due to a crime. I can even perceive

some faint possibility of truth i)i the

explanation which you described as

the mesmeric theory—that what I saw
might be the residt of magnetic influ-

ence communicated to me, as I lay be-

tween the remains of the murdered
husband above me and the guilty wife

suffering the tortures of remorse at

my bedside. But what I do not un-

derstand is, that I should have passed

through that dreadful ordeal ; having
no previous knowledge of the mur-
dered man in his lifetime, or only
knowing him (if you suppo.se that 1

saw the apparition of Ferrari), through
the interest which I took in his wife.

I can't dispute your I'easoning, Heniy.
But I feel in my heart of hearts that
you are deceived. Nothing will shake
my belief that we are still as far from
having discovered the dreadful truth

(
To he continued.)

IN VAIN.

BY H. L. SPENCER.

I'
"N vain, in vain, in vain,

Comes the Summer suns again.

With the CloA'er in the meadows and upon the hills the grain,

For the sunlight is a mockery, and the harvesters are slain.

In secluded mountain nooks,

The Mayflowers wake and blow
;

And Violets pale, their breath exhale,

Beside their banks of snow.

By the thorny edge the wilding Rose,

Its leaves put forth again
;

And the Daisy springs by the brookside.

And in the breezy lane.

And the robin comes and builds and sings

Where of old she built and sung

;

And out of my heart I see no change

Since thou, oh heart, wert young.

But in vain, in vain, in vain.

Come the Summer suns again
;

"With the Clover in the meadows, and upon the hills the grain,

For the sunlight is a mockery, and the harvesters are slain.
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ANOTHER VIEW OF MATTHEW ARNOLD'S POEMS.

BY MARTIN J. GRIFFIN.

r
I
^HE place held by Matthew Arnold

-L in modern literature is difficult

to determine. It is a high place of

course ; that is easily accorded. But
we cannot do with Mr. Ai'nold as we
can with most literary men, that is

place him in an}- particular ' school.

'

The high priest of culture declines to

sit on any literary ' fifth form ' at the

feet of any modern teacher. With
that school which cries out, ' Art for

art's sake,' in order that it may out-

rage morality with impunity, he has no

connection. He is equally removed

from that other class, fed on Words-

worth and water, which cries out for

' art only within the limits of moral-

ity,' in order to have an excuse for its

insufferable dulness. In political af-

fairs he is, one thinks, at heart, a Tory

—at least he is strikingly out of ac-

cord with the Shrieking Brotherhood

led by Mr. Goldwin Smith and brought

up in the rear by Mr. Edward Jen-

kins. In social affairs he is out of

tune with the Nineteenth Centuiy civ-

ilization in England, and his critic-

ism of English social life is edged with

scorn. In historical matters he is op-

posed to the Puritan Propagandism

of many modern writers : and would

greatly have preferred that the pro-

gress of English nationality should

have gone on vniinterrupted by that

Commonwealth out of which, so many
writers wish us to believe, come most

of our modern 'liberties.' As a poet

he is too much of an incarnate

Thought to be popular ; but with

those who, like himself, woi-ship in-

tellectual culture ; and who look with

kindly eyes upon him, as the chief

preacher of culture ; the poems of

Matthew Arnold are precious things,

beyond compare with any of their kind

,

produced by any contemporary writer.

One is far from admitting that intel-

lectual culture is the one thing neces-

sary in the world, however : and it is

the misfortune of Mr. Arnold, and the

misfortune of his readers and students,

that he pursues, and encourages others

to pursue. Culture, at the expense of

Faith, which the world wants even
worse than culture, and which, if it

loses it, will be a loss more dangerous

and irreparable than would be the ut-

ter annihilation of the culture of all

the centuries. But he does not en-

gage in the propagandism of doubt or

denial with the fervour and fierceness

of Mr. John -Morley, who seems to

have a personal interest in the des-

truction of Christianity. Matthew
Arnold's doubts are distressing to him

;

there is an undertone of sadness in all

that he sings, at least on the subject

of modern scepticism. And the ad-

vantage of this state of mind is for

orthodox belief, that it leads the dis-

ciples of Mr. Arnold to doubt his

doubts and be distressed at his dis-

tress ; while those whose minds are

more rigidly tutored in orthodox be-

liefs recognize in his sadness and his

longings the pains of a perverted in-

tellect and a wi'ong culture. To cul-

tivate the head at the expense of the

heart is a too common practice ; and
the result is a total loss of domestic

happiness. To cultivate the intellect

at the expense of faith is a character-

istic of this age ; and the result is a

total loss of mental serenity. In some
few of his poems, Mr. Matthew Ar-
nold illustrates this want of serenity,

and shows how much the possession

of it should be prized. I mention
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])articnlarly the ' Stanzas from the

Grande Chartreuse,' a most V)eautifiil,

most musical, most thoughtful poem.

On an autumn evening, when the

wind is up and the rain is driving,

and the mists ai'e whirled above the

valley, the Poet appears before the

Carthusians' world-famed home. Then
he gives a very beautiful picture of

the silent courts where the icy foun-

tains play by day and night, and the

humid corridors where the ' Cowled
forms brush by in gleaming white,'

and the chapel, Avithout an organ,

where the monks

' With white uiilifted faces stand
Passing the Host from hand to hand.'

Eveiything that can add solemnity

to the scene and excite thought in the

reader, or the beholder, is hinted by

the Poet. For a similarly vivid piece

of word-painting you must go to that

most perfect, most artistic poem, the

• St. Agnes Eve ' of Keats. The pic-

tures of the s\iffering Christ upon the

wall ; the floor with its marks of many
years of penitential kneeling ; the

wooden bed that some day will be a

coflin ; the library of saintly and sober

volumes ; the garden with its herbs of

the Alps ; the gi-eat hall with its pil-

grim memories of old days ; the Bro-

therhood with their austere life and

theircalm ways—all these things crowd

the mind of the Poet, the Sceptic Poet,

the Poet of Human Culture, who, for

the first time, finds himself within

these solemn walls and amid these

medieval monks. It is no wonder

that he pauses to ask himself

' And what am I, that I am here ?

'

And then comes the confession, which

rises to the lips of so many thousands

of cultured young men all the world

over ; that his youth was seized by

rigorous teachers who pui-ged its faith

and trimmed its fire, and ' showed me
the high white star of Truth ' accord-

ing to their idea of it ; and, in fine,

impressed the youthful mind with dog-

matic scepticism more relentless and
illil)eral than the doctrines of any or-

thodox school. There is no inhuman-

ity so gross as the inhumanity of

science ; there is no illiberality so

great as the illi>)erality of scepticism
;

and no church requires fi-ora hei- vo-

taries such submission, such self-sacri-

fice, such slavish adherence, and such

blind belief, as modern science re-

quires. All do not submit. Occa-

sionally a soul shrii ks out its protest

in its agony. Occasionally some heai-t

breaks out in passionate song or mel-

ancholy lament. A very slight occa-

sion suffices. It may be some-old-time

hymn that is borne upon the breeze to

passing ears from some ' narrowing

nunneiy walls ; ' it may be the sight

of some grey, grand spire that, age

after age, has pointed its own beauty

out to the silent skies, and has been a

standing protest against those who
scoflT and pass by ; it may be some
such scene as this which Matthew
Arnold witnessed so long ago in his

life ; that touches the springs of feel-

ings that had been hidden by pride or

had grown callous ^v^th disuse ; and
then,—well, then, maybe it is only a

Song that the world gets ; maybe it

is a Soul that God gets.

Now let us listen to the Poet's con-

fession. He asks the forgiveness of

his old masters of the mind for com-

ing here, and protests that he is not

here as their enemy ; and not as the

friend of these cowled Carthusian

forms :

Not as their friend or child I speak 1

But as, on some far northern strand
Thinking- of his own <^ods—a Greek
In pity and mournful awe migrht stand
Before some fallen Runic stone

—

For both were faiths, and both are ffone.

Wandering beticeen ticn world-t, one dead,
The other powerless to be horn.
With nowhere j'et to rest my head
Like these, on Karth, I walk forlorn

Their faith—my tears, the world deride—
I come to shed them at their side.

,
And this is all ! This is the result of

nineteen centuries of culture and cri-

I
ticism, of study and scepticism ! The

: High Priest of Culture finds himself
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only like some Greek who has lost

faith ill his country's gods, and gazes

with melancholy pity at some Runic

stone and finds that two faiths have

died. Matthew Arnold finds that three

have departed. And what position

does he occupy ? He is a ' wanderer

between two worlds, one dead; the

other powerless to be born
;

' the dead

world being the old world of Faith and

God ; the iiew world powerless to be

born, being this world of science and

scepticism, which brings forth nothing,

gives no certitude, fixes nothing but

ordinary natural phenomena. It is

not a position of which the Poet is

proud ; he is pained, not proud ; he

is moved, not hardened. For here be-

fore him is a protest against his belief

that the old world is dead ; and here

is an example of living Faith ! Here

he brings his tears at his own scepti-

cism, to shed them by the side of these

austere and silent Believers. He cries

out

:

Oh, hide me in your gloom profound,

Ye solemn seats of holy paiu !

Take me, cowl'd forms and fence me round
Till I possess my soul asifain ;

Till frae my thoughts before me roll

Not chafed by hourly false control.

The world cries out that their faith

is an exploded dream, a passed mode
of thought that should trouble our

minds no more. But the Poet's heart

is wiser for a moment, and beats in a

different way

—

Ah if it he passed, take away
At least the restless it ss, the piin !

Be man henceforth no more a prey

To these out dated stint's again !

The nobleness of grief is gone

—

Ah leave us not the fret alone !

But, if you cannot give us ease —
Last of the race oi them who grieve

Here leave us to die out with those

Last of the people who believe !

Silent, while years engra^'e the brow
;

Silent—the best are silent now.

And then he goes on to suggest the

inability of the age to deal with the

questions which agitate the sensitive

souls. The same ocean of doubt sur-

rounds the men of this generation

that surroundetl the men of the last

;

and the paths are as trackless as ever.

The outcries of the ' former men ;' the

protests of the sixteenth century, the

persecutions of the seventeenth cen-

tury, the denials and scoffings of the

eighteenth century, and the scientific

unbelief of this age ; all have been

powerless to mitigat ) one pain or add

one joy for humanity

—

What helps it now that Byron bore,

With haughty scorn that mocked the smart.
Through Europe to the yEtolean shore
The pageant of his bleeding heart ?

That thousands counted every groan,
And Europe made his woe her own.

What boots it Shelley ! that the breeze
Carried thy lovely wail away
Musical through Italian trees.

Which fringe thy soft blue Spezzian bay?
Inheritors of thy distress

Have restless hearts one throb the less !

The time may come, says the poet,

when, more fortunate than this age,

men may be gay A\'ithout frivolity and
wise without being hard ; but in the

mean time, let us weep :—
Sons of the world, oh, speed those years
But, while we wait, allow our tears !

Is that all that the age can do, to

alleviate its distress and atone for its

doubts 1 Are tears the best tribute to

Faith, which is rejected 1 Are aimless

tears the sole results of modern civil-

ization 1 There is something unmanly
in the idea. How much more noble

is the picture of Campbell's Last
Man defying the ' darkling ' universe

to
Quench his immortality
Or sh.ake his trust in God !

than this figure of the nineteenth

century man of culture with his finger

in his eye

!

In the mean time the cowled Car-

thusians pi'ay and work, work and
pray within their convent walls ; but
the Poet does not, can not, remain.

He must go out into the world like

the lady of fashion after her yearly

retreat. And that reminds him of

the glimpses of the world which come
to these shy brethren at times. Some-
times it is the sheen of lances and the

waving of warlike banners with which
the mountain solitudes are disturbed.

Sometimes it is a gay hunting partv
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which comes from the valley to the

monastery walls.

The banners tlashiny throu^'li the trees

Make their blood dance, and chain their eyes ;

The buj^le music on the breeze
Arrests them with a charmed f urjirise.

Banner by turns and bujile woo :

Yp shy recluxes follow too .'

But it is no use ; the world woos in

vain these devotees who see in their

shining heavens visions of a splendour

more brilliant than earth can show

;

who hear in their solitudes voices of

sweeter note and deeper meaning than

those of bugle or hunting horn

—

Pass, banners, pass, and bii>rles, cease,

And leave our desi rt to its Peace.

That is it. Leave us to our prayers

and peace. Go forth man of culture

to your strivings in pain and disquiet.

Leave us here, who Believe. Go forth

among those who Doubt. Perhaps
the song you sung and the scene you
have painted may suggest higher

thoughts than yours to some loftier

soul ; and your visit may not have
been in vain.

Felicity of expression is proveibi-

ally a valuable gift. In poets it is, of

course, an essential of theii- art ; and
all possess it in some degi-ee. Keats
was a master of the art of ' fitting apt-

est words to things
;

' and Matthew
Arnold has also a most delicate per-

ception of the fitness of words for

their places. Indeed, he is so very ex-

act and refined iu this matter, that his

use of certain forms of expression and
certain odd I'hymes almost amoimts to

a mannerism. And this exquisite gift

is used ^vith scholarly refinement to

produce a most melancholy impression

on his readers. I have before de-

scribed him as being an incarnate

Thought ; but the thought is a mel-

ancholy one ; and after reading and
re-i'eading his poems, one rises from

the perusal with the idea that the au-

thor is a man with an incurable sor-

row, and a life-long pain. This is not

the true otfice of poetry ; but it is the

sceptical melancholy spirit of this age,

(when for so many thousands of men,

as Keats says,

But to think is to be full of sorrow.

And leaden-eyed despair.

)

that thus impresses a master mind and

makes its highest utterances little ehse

than a prolonged and saddening sigh.

When a man is doubtful of God,

doubtful of the hereafter, doulttful of

the meaning of life, doubtful of the.

mission of man, doubtful of love

;

and certain only that life is hard

and sorrow is sure, and disappoint-

ments inevitable, and the grave an

end of all, what can we expect in

his poetry save a melancholy moan 1

The more thoughtful he is, the

deeper is his pain. "When he sur-

veys his kind, theii- labours, their pains,

their sufferings, their disappointments,

he is not the poet of culture singing of

the great mission of mind ; he is a new
Timon, not railing indeed, not cursing,

not resenting a world's ingi-atitude,

but sorrowing and sighing over the

hardness of fate and the unhappiness

of man. The very topmost heights of

cultare are sadly reached at such a

cost of serenity and happiness. Some
of Mr. Arnold's readers may think*he

is all serene ; but it is not serenity, it

is resignation. Serenity is the product

of confidence. And Mr. Arnold ap-

peal's to be certain of nothing.

Let me illustrate my meaning by
j-eference to some very beautiful and
charactei'istic poems. One is'entitled

' A Farewell,' and has a choice felicity

of expression which is inimitable. The

poet comes to greet and meet his love

in Switzerland, and does meet and

greet her after the fashion of all lovers.

And for a time—hapjiiness. But the

ine^'itable sigh rises at once

—

Days fiew ; ah, soon I could discern

A trouble in thine alter'd air I

Thy hand lav languidly in mine,
Thy cheek was grave, thy S))cech grew rare.

I blame thee not !— this heart I know
To be long loved was ue^•er framed ;

For something iu its depths doth lIow,

Too strange, too restless, too untamed.

Perhaps he is right. Scholars do not
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make good lovers, nor often succeed

in being lastingly loved. We know
that wise thing which Aspasia writes

to Cleone in Landor's beautiful book
-—

' These scholars who seem so quiet

are often the most restless men in the

world.' The poet then goes on to

moralise in his melancholy way. AVo-

men, he says, want in their mates
strength of will and promise of con-

trol, not kindness or gentle ways.

(This is somewhat more cynically put

by Thackeray, who says that women
love best the fellows who broom-stick

them.) And the poet has no such

strength of will ; for, he says.

I too have longed for trenehaut force,

And will like a dividing: spear ;

Have jjraised the keen unscru]juIous course
Which knows no doubt, which feels no fear.

But in the world I learnt, what there
Thou too wilt surely one day prove.
That w:ll, that energy, though rare,

Are yet far, far less rare than love.

Let us weep ; wliat else can we do

but weep at such a melancholy revel-

ation ? Perhaps the hearts of women
in all lands will cry out that it is not

true. All of the poems which relate

to. Switzerland are in this same most
weary and melancholy strain ; and
this melancholy is not the product of

youth, which, when poetic, is always

sad, but it is also the condition of his

mature mind when years have passed

away and the Poet is calm enough to

look ba.ck on the past and rhyme about

it

—

I knew it when my life was young-,

I feel it still, now youth is o'er.

Another characteristic of Mr. Ar-

nold's mind is .scorn. We need hard-

ly in this place go into a dissertation

on the unutterable scorn with which he

has treated the Philistine class in

England, the mercantile middle class

with its strong Pvii-itan element.

Most intelligent readers are aware of

it, and a good many of them, no doubt,

relish it. In his address to Urania,

cold and lofty muse of the shining

stars, he tells us that she smiles not,

sighs not, at the passions of her poetB,

yet she couM love,

Were men but nobler than they are.

Our petty souls, our strutting wits,
Ourlabour'd puny passion-fits

—

Ah, inay she scorn them still till we
ScoiTi them as bitterly as she.

But show her some superhiunan
poet with eyes like stairy lights, and
then she will love and reach out her

heavenly hand

—

Then will she weep : with smiles till then
Coldly she mocks the sons of men;
1111 then her lovely eyes maintain
2 heir pure, untoaceruig, deep disdain.

Surely this must be the veiy poer

of the higher spheres Avho thus ex-

press his vicarious disdain of the

petty sons of men. Surely Urania
has held out her hand !

Let us tiu'n to the poems which ex-

press in various fashions Mr. Ar-
nold's views as to death and the soul

and the hereafter. They are even

more melancholy than the others. In
the beginning I have indicated his

views and fears and pains, when he

compares himself with the Carthusians

of the Grande Chartreuse. In other

poems he has given us deeper hints of

his state of mind on sxibjects the most
serious that can engage the attention

of any man. In a little poem entitled

' The River ' he implores his beloved

to let him weep (Thaddeus of Warsaw
himself does not weep oftener than

Mr. Arnold) on her shoulder

—

Before I die— before the soul
Which now is mine, must re-attain

Immunity from my control
And wander round the world again.

It appears to Mr. Arnold that after

i

death he ^vill become a planet ! If so,

j

it may be his happy fate to be dis-

I covered by some leai'ned German Pro-

fessor, who will ' send him round '

i among the Observatories of Europe,

with a description of his appearance,

and suggestions for a new Latin name.

What better fate could a scholar wish

for than that 1 But it would be un-

fair to represent him as a disbeliever

wholly in God. God is ever on his
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lips, and in his song ; but what God
means ; what He intends ; what laws

He has made ; what His purposes are

with man here and hereafter ; what
man's duty is—except to be ' calm '

and ' quiet ' and do ' work '—Mr.
Arnold does not know. Bis God is a

vague Personage, who created a world
that He does not rule except by
' Nature's ' laws ; who created man,
and gave man no creed or system or

plan of being and dying ; but who will

i-pward us all (for what 1) at some
time or other, some place or other, in

some way or other.

But let us abandon this litany of

Mr. Arnold's characteristics, with

some references to peculiarities more
attractive, characteristics moi'e credit-

able, more ennobling, and more poeti-

cal. His love poems, but for that

undercurrent of sadness which runs

through them all, are very attractive

and most charming specimens of Eng-
lish versification. ' A Memory Pic-

ture ' is a very pleasant little poem
(or would be if the avithor would keep

down the sigh) and contains a picture

in every verse :

—

Paint that lilac kerchief, bound
Her soft face, her hair around

;

lieO under the archest chin
Jloekery ever_ambushed in,

Let the fluttering: fringes streak

All her pale, sweet rounded cheek.
Ere the parting hour go by
Quick, thy tablets. Memory I

I have already referred in this essay

to the melancholy of ' A Farewell
;

'

but its music is more marked than

its melancholy, and when one reads

the opening lines

—

My horse's feet beside the lake,

Where sweet the unbroken moonbeams la3\

one naturally goes on to read the rest,

and one rises from the perusal of the

poem with the measure dancing dis-

creetly in one's mind, as the air of a

piece of music will linger in one's ears

for long after the performance of it

has ceased.

But in these volumes which I turn

over, there are some poems which fas-

cinate one more than most modern

poetry. Of some of them we say

—

they make us see what the author

sees, and more ; of others—they set

us thinking as the author thinks. I

shall take two as specimens of each

phase of the poet's skill and genius.

The first is an elegiac poem called ' A
Southern Night.' It recounts the

death of the author's brother, in

stanzas of such exquisite beauty and
with skill so pure and pei-fect that one

would not undertake the task of

matching this poem in modern verse.

Let me give one extract here :

—

The murmur of this midland de»p
Is heard to night around thy grave,

There where Gibraltar's cannon'd steep

O'erfrowns the wave.

Slow to a stop, at morning grey,

1 see the smoke-crowned vessel come ;

Slotv round her paddles dies aioay
The seething Joam.

A boat is lower'd from her side
;

Ah, gently place him on the bench I

That spirit-^if all have not yet died-
A breath might quench.

The verse emphasized above seems

to me to present as perfect a picture

as the literature of our time can pi-o-

duce ; it is word-painting of the most

exquisite character. And then he goes

on with the inevitable reflection, grace-

ful and wonderfully apt in this case,

that it is odd that a bustling, jaded

Englishman should have so quiet a

grave ; and he says :

—

In cities should we English lie

Where cries are rising ever new.
And men's incessant stream goes by

—

We, who pui-sue.

Our busir.ess with unslacking stride,

Traverse in troops with care-filled breast

The soft Mediterranean side.

The Nile, the East,

And see all sights from pole to pole.

And glance and nod and bustle by,
And never once possess our soul

Before we die.

And now,ha\"ing gone through some
of the moods of this true Poet—for

true Poet he is, though we may not

like a verse here and there,, or a sigh

too much or a doubt too many—we
will before closing give an example or

two of his power of crystallizing the

facts of histoiy and suggesting many
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grave thoughts in a few luies of sweet

and yet stately verse. The poem from

which I will quote is entitled ' Ober-

mann Once More,' and consists of re-

flections on the author of Obermann,
Etienne Pii-ei-t de Senancour, who,
after a chequered life, died in Paris in

1846. The author, the Poet, repre-

sents himself as coming to the Alpine
hut of Obermann, who addresses to

him a poetical dissertation on the

course of human thought and history.

The old Pagan world with its sated

lust and tierce feverish enjoyments is

suggested in a few wonderful verses.

The overflow of the Roman tempest
on the East is then suggested, and we
read :

—

The East bowed dow n before the blast.

In patient, deep disdain :

She let the legions thunder past.

And plunged in thought again.

This is wonderful in its wide sug-

gestiveness. The passive land, which is

the home of all our religion and phi-

losophy, and where all may retire to

end in due time, could not be more
aptly described. The utter powerless-
ness of what we are pleased to call

Western ' Civilization,' to impress it-

self on the Eastern mind has never
been better suggested. The East then
sent out its Man-God to teach the
Roman West to seek solace in its soul.

And the West heard

—

She veiled her eagles, snapped her sword,
Ai.d laid her sceptre down,

Her .stately purple she abhorred,
And her Imperial Crown.

Christianity had its turn tlien, after

the Roman tempest had broken, and
the Eastern lands were at peace

—

And centuries came and ran their race,
And unspent all that time

;

Still,' still went forth that child's dear face.
And still was at its prime.

But after this there comes the in-

evitable suggestion which is flung in

our teeth fi-om so many quarters, that

all this is ended now, and another state

of things exists :

—

Now he is dead I Far hence he lies

In the lone Syrian town :

And on his grave with shining eyes,

The S} rian stars look down.

And, so, henceforth, man must be

suflicient for himself, and be his own
guide, and philosopher, and teacher,

resigning all creeds and beliefs, and
thinking out a system for himself—if

he have time which is unlikely ; and
if he has inclination, which is more
unlikely still. It is not a very satis-

factory reflection even for those who
seem most fond of making it. It is

not a very lofty philosophy, even in

the eyes of those who seem most bent

on propagating it. And Christianity

beholding it all, is indignant and cries :

' What a philosophy this is ! It deals

only with masses of men as if they

were brutes—/ take thought for even

their infants' cries. It stamps out life

in its wives, and starves the poor in

their garrets—/ call on my people to

distribute their goods to the poor and
to have charity. I gave you religion,

and you perverted it. I gave you
genius, and you have debauched it. I

gave you philosophy, and you have

not comprehended it. I gave you art

and you have degraded it. I gave you
music, and you have outraged its every

note to base uses. I gave you govern-

ment, society, laws, institutions, free-

dom, and you have misused them all.

And then you tell me I am dead—
because you have failed, after centur-

ies of i/our experiments and 9ni/ pa-

tience. Give me mv world again !

'
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Chapter XXVI.

' ' Away," slie cried, " grave htart and soleuiii siyh.s!

Kiss and be merry ; preach the sermon after.
Give me the careless dance and twnikling eyis ;

Let me he wooed witli InI^^i*, <i.ni;s, and lauffh-
ter."'

\ LMA'S delirium of triumpli
-i^ reached its climax on the Sun-
day morning when, in self-conscious

grandeur, she ambled up the aisle be-

hind her mother. Alan was not in

the church, being, as his fiancie pre-

sently reflected with a jealous pang,

most likely with Miss Dalmeny. This

circumstance, however, was perhaps
fortimate, because CA^en Alan's loyalty

might hardly have stood the test of

that triumphal march up the aisle,

that tossing of the head which made
his betrothed an object of envy to a

few and of sniggering contempt to

many. Those who most envied,

longed, and bitterly reproached the

partiality of fate, were especially the

tv young ladies who just missed the

golden apple. What had they done
that Alma alone should be singled out

for this special good fortune ? As for

those Sisters of the Order who were
attending the service, feelings of quite

peculiar wonder and pity for their im-

fortunate Brother passed across their

minds and hindered their devotions.

Hariy was not at chui'ch either, a fact

which Alma speedily ascertained by
looking for him in his usual place.

She was sorry for that, too. She felt

that she could have enjoyed furtively

contemplating his black looks. The

girl was dres.sed in a simple stuflf,

which Alan asked her mother, whose
taste he could trust, to buy for her.

She resented the simplicity of the cos-

tume, which she would have preferred,

I think, made up in red velvet, the

splendour of which would have in-

creased the envj' of other maidens, and
she resented certain enforced restric-

tions as to I'ibbons, of which she would
have liked an assortment in various

colours. But .she had the sense to

give way, on the hint from her mother
that Mr. Dunlop would prefer a quiet

dress.

' You've got,' said her mother se-

verely, ' to tiy and be a lady—to look

at, I mean—if you can. I've never

interfered with your bits of fineiy,

though many's the time its gone to

my heart to see a gell of mine go

about for all the world like a gipsy

wench round a may-pole. But I know
what Ml-. Dunlop is used to, and you've

got to take my advice now. Lord !

Lord I What an unnatural thing it

is, to be siu-e !

'

' As if I was the only girl in the

w^orld that a gentleman has fallen in

love with.'

' Fallen in love
!

' echoed her mother.
' Fallen in love, indeed ! And with

you ! Why, what's your good looks

compared to Miss Miranda or MLss
Nelly or any of the young ladies at

the Court % And what's your silly

saucy ways compared with their beau-

tiful talk '? And what sort of man-
ners have you got, I should like to
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know, compared with theii'S % Fallen
ill love ! It's all a part of the poor
young gentleman's craziness.'

She went about her work, this un-
natm-al mother, with lips that moved
in silent talk, because she was greatly
disturbed in her mind. It seemed to
her honest soul like treachery towards
the memory of her dead mistress.

And, as she told Alma, she knew la-

dies and she knew the ways that gen-
tlemen are used to.

' Your manners ?
' she went on, pil-

ing it up—this sort of truth-hearing
is really very painful. ' Whatever in

the world Mr. Dunlop will say when
he sees you sit at your dinner, I don't
know. You take your victuals

—

well, you take 'em like your father.

And I can't say worse for you.'
' You had better tell father so,' re-

turned Alma. ' But, mother, now,'
she put on her coaxing way, 'if you'll

tell me, little by little, you know, be-

cause I can't learn it all at once, what
I'll have to alter, I'll try. I really

will. And you sliould like to see me
a real lady, shouldn't you ?

'

But Mrs. Bostock shook her head.
' I shall never see that,' she said.

' Ladies are born and bred, not made
to order. Lord bless you, child, you'll

never make more than a tin-kettle

lady.'

This was not the opinion of her fa-

ther, who accepted the position as one
due to the singular merit of his daugh-
ter and the fact of his own training.

The Bailiff, in fact, spent his time,
now, chiefly in self-laudation. He as-

sumed the importance which seemed
to befit the post of the Squire's father-

in-law. He went to market and
talked loudly of his son-in-law : he
more than hinted at important changes
about to be made in the management
of the estates : and he pati'onised

those large tenants to whom he had be-

fore been servile.

Needless to say that the voice of

popular opinion, as expressed by the

tenants, was that the Squire, of whose
sanitv there had lone been ijrievous

doubt, was now gone stark-staring

mad. Some among them wanted to

get up a deputation to Lord Alwyne
asking for advice and assistance ; but
this fell through.

Alma's hours of triumph were fewer
than those which her father enjoyed.

To sit in church and feel that the eyes
of AVeyland maidenhood were on you,
with looks of envy and longing, was
grand. But during the long week, the

six days of labour, there was no such
soul ennobling solace to be got. All

day long, the future mistress of Wey-
land Court went on with her accus-

tomed labour : milked the cows and
fed the fowls ; made the butter and
peeled the potatoes.

' I thought,' she said to her mo-
ther,- 'that you wanted me to be a

lady. Ladies, don't scour milk-pans."
' If ladies don't scour milk-pans,

replied the woman of experience,
' they do something else. If you
didn't do the housework, you'd sit

with your hands in your lap, or you'd

go out and get into mischief. That's

not the way to be a lady. Talk o' you
gells ! You think that a lady's got

nothing to do but lazy away her idle

time. I haven't patience Tsath you.

And you to marry a gentleman !

"

Before this unlucky engagement
Mrs. Bostock had got on fairly well

with her daughter. There were skir-

mishes, dexterous exchanges of rapier-

thrusts between tongues as sharp as

steel, ill which one gave and the other

took, ''or the reverse, with equal readi-

ness. And neither bore malice. Also,

both stood side by side against the

common enemy. Stephen Bostock, as

parent and husband, was alternately

morose and ferocious. In the former

mood he had to be met with silence or

short answers ; in the latter, he had
to be stood up to. When he was
meditating schemes of plunder he was
morose : when his schemes failed, which
generally happened, because success

in roguery requires as much acuteness

as success in honest undertakings, he

became ferocious. And on those oc-
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casions it would have been delightful

for the bystandei-, were there any, to

witness how, by full facers from his

wife and half-aside ' cheek ' from his

daughter, the unhappy man would be

goaded into rages which left nothing

to be desired except a victim. ' Vexy
handy,' as Hardy Cardew observed

—

' Very handy he was, 'cept when there

was a man about.' But of late years

he had abstained, probably from fear

of the consequences, from actually

carrying his threats into execution,

and beating his offspring into a mash.

Tilings had gone badly with the Bos-

tocks until the head of the house was
apj^ointed Bailiff! Then, things went
better. As it was easy to cheat the

Squire, and operations of quite an ex-

tensive character began with the very

commencement, gloomy moroseness be-

came the silence of thoughtful reflec-

tion, andhabitual ferocity was softened

into the occasional damn. But, in this

sudden and unexpected access of good

fortune, the chances of Harry Cardew
sank lower and lower. The honest

gamekeeper found himself moi'e and
more unwelcome at the farmhouse, un-

til one day, a fewmonths before Alma's
engagement, he was informed in no

measured terms by the Bailiff', that a

young man of like calling and social

position with himself covild by no
means be accepted as a candidate for

his daughter's hand. The Bailiff put

his point in coarse but vigorous Eng-

lish. It made a short sentence, and
it left no possible room for doubt or

mistake. He weakened it by a threat

of personal violence, which, addressed

to the young giant before him from
one so puffy and out of condition as

himself, was ludicrous ; but the rule,

as lawyers say, was absolute. Harry
must cease his visits.

And presently came this rosy, thissap-

phire-and-amaranth-tinted position of

things;when the Bailiff's daughter, not

of Islington, but of Weyland, was actu-

allyengaged to be married to the Squire

and the son of the Squire. Then it

was that Stephen Bostock assumed the

airs of superiority which so riled and

offended the farmers. Then it was that

he became all at once the loving, even

the doating, father. Then it was that

he walked the fields in the evening re-

volving great dreams of agricultural

rule. Then it was that he looked

through the veil which generally hides

the misty ways of futurity, and saw
himself, Stephen Bostock, living in

gi-eat splendour, held in much honour

of all men, drinking quantities of

brandy and water among a circle of

worshippers and smoking a pipe among
other pipes, all of which were myrrh
and frankincense offered to himself,

the wise, the crafty, the successful

Bostock. Then it was that he began

to fondle, to caress, and to cuddle his

only child, until his endearments be-

came painful, even insufferable, to the

young lady ; and she would run away
and hide herself to get out of his way.

And then it was that he discovered

that his wife, whom he had hitherto

reverenced as a person intimately ac-

quainted, through her experience as

lady's-maid, with the habits, customs,

and predilections of the aristocracy,was
really nothing better than a shallow

pretender to this kind of knowledge,

becauses he objected, from the very be-

ginning, to her daughter's engagement
with the Squire.

' You may swear, Stephen,' she

would say, what time Alma was in

bed and her husband was contemplat-

ing things throvigh the rosy light which

comes of the third or fourth tumbler

of grog— ' You may swear, Stephen,

as much as you like. And what a

man would do without swearing, smok-
ing, and drinking, the Lord only

knows. Swearincf can't make things

different ; and it's unnatural. It's un-

natural, I say.'

When Stephen first found his ap-

propriate adjective for the situation, he
slapped his leg in rejoicing. AVhen Mi-s.

Bostock found hers, she cut the thread

with which she was woiking—being a
woman who was perpetually sewing

—

with a sharper snap than usual.
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Steplien swore again, but with a

murmurous tone of satisfaction, be-

cause the light upon the future was
growing more roseate, more beautifu,!.

' A son-in-law,' he said, ' as is the
Squire of this great estate ; a son-in-

law worth—ah !—his twenty thousand
a year ; a son-in-law as is between you
and me, wife, a little loose in the upper
story

; that kind o' son-in-law doesn't

grow on every bush, and is to be en-

couraged when he does come. En-
couraged he shall be. Fooled he shall

be, if I can fool him. And hen-pecked
he will be, for sure and certain, when
our Alma once gets her tongue free,

and her tail well up, and her claws
out. And as regards wild cats, I \\dll

say that, for a wild cat, once you wake
her up, there's no gell in all Weyland
like my gell.'

' Yes,' said her mother, ' she's the
Bostock temper. As for my family,
we're that meek '

' You are,' replied the husband,
finishing his tumbler :

' you're as meek
as the Irisli pig ' He did not ex-
plain this allusion, which remains ob-
scm-e.

It will be seen that these influences
were not the highest or the most pro-
mising which could be brought to bear
on the mind of a young woman about
to marry a young man oppressed with
great possessions. But Alma had been
brought up under them, and knew no
other. It will also be seen that the
out-look to Alan in search of a help-

meet, would have seemed to him, had
he known as much as we know, suf-

ficiently dark.

All day long spent in household and
dairy labour : and then, alas ! all the
evening to be got through with her
unintelligible lover. PoorAlma! Poor
bride-elect ! They talked and walked,
these fine J uly evenings, chiefly in the
garden of the farm, that long strip of

ground planted with raspberiy-canes
and gooseberry-bushes, and walled on
either hand by an apple-orchard. In
the dusk and sweet summer twilight

they walke.l up and down the narrow

walk, arm in arm, while Alan dis-

coursed and Alma tried to listen, failed

to understand, and let her thoughts
run ofi" on HaiTy. More than once she

saw the unlucky gamekeeper at the

garden-gate, looking wistfully into the

garden like the Peri into Paradise,

and her heart leaped up, and it wanted
but a word, a beckoning, a gesture

from her humble lover to make her

dare all, throw down the ring of King
Cophetua, and rush to the place where
she would fain be, the arms of the

man who knew her for what she was,

and did not believe her to be a saint.

For really, poor Mr. Dunlop was
too unbearable.

Does any girl, coidd any girl, like

being improved after her engagement
or her marriage 1 I once knew a man
who was very, very intellectual. He
was quite familar with everything that

is lofty, abstruse and unintelligible; he
read his Fortnightly with more regu-

larity than he read his Bible ; he lived,

so to speak, and found his nourish-

ment entirely in the Higher Criticism
;

Mill, Bain, and Herbert Spencer were
far, far behind him ; and yet he used

to clasp his two hands across his mas-
sive brow, and say that what we want
—meaning mankind at large, includ-

ing himself—is More Brain Power.

This man married a wife, and resolved,

as he told all his friends, upon mould-
ing her. Many men have resolved

upon moulding their wives, and have
not discovered until too late that their

wives have moulded them. My friend

began very much as Alan Dunlop be-

gan, only mutatis mataitdis. He did

not lecture her, or teach her. He got

her a ticket for the British Museum
Library, took her there, and looked

out useful books for her to read

—

Mill, Bain, and Spencer, the element-

ary prophets. No one, of course, wUl
be surprised to hear the end of this

mournful reminiscence. The young
wife made the acquaintance of a young
man who sat next to her, and was en-

gaged at a low wage in the Translation

Department of the eminent i:»ublishers,
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Messrs. Roguepogue, Gulchit, and Co.

I believe he was weak in French, and
used to ask his fair neighbour for help

in difficult passages. One day they

went out at luncheon-time together.

Neither of them returned their books,

and neither of them ever came back

again. And there was great unpleas-

antness afterwards.

Similarly, there is the well-known

case of the aesthetic man—one is al-

most ashamed to quote it—who want-

ed to train his wife in true principles

of Art, and used to carry her about to

Picture Galleries and make her sit for

hours in front of Martyrs and Saints

going to be tortured, till she grew at

last to take a savage and unchristian

pleasure in thinking that those heads

with the golden halos held on one side

and those figures stuck out ecclesias-

tically stiff, would shoi-tly be roasting

at the stake. She revenged herself

by dressing one night when they were

dining with quite awfully a?sthetic

people in a costume of red, gi"een, and

yellow. Her husband caught sight of

it in the middle of dinner. They car-

ried him away, and his wife went with

him. Just as he rallied and came
round, he saw it again. In his weak
condition it was too much. She is a

widow now, with no taste at all for

Art.

Alan Dunlop, rapidly discovering

that his future wife was not as yet

quite the young person he had dreamed
of, resolved, like our friends, the In-

tellectual and th
' mould ' his wife.

He moulded her in two ways.

First, he lent her books to read.

The books he chose were those to

which he owed, he thought, the ideas

which most governed his own life.

Among these were Euskin's Two
Paths, the Sesame and Lilies, and a

selection from the Fors Clavigera. He
forgot that what a man takes away
from a book is precisely what he brings

to it, only that much developed, that

his mind is like the soil already

planted, digged about for air and light,

and weeded of false notions. Alma,
poor girl, brought nothing to the study
of the Fom but a blank mind. She
understood no single word. First, she
did try to lead the books : read on,
page after page, although the words
had no meaning, and, when she put the
volumes down, left nothing behind
them but a sort of blurr, haze, and bad
dream of meaningless sentences which
seemed to follow her, to whisper their

gibberish in her ear, and to haunt her
dreams at night like devils and ghosts.

That plan would clearly never do.

Tlien she hit upon another. She would
learn a bit and try to re})eat it, to
show that she really had read the
whole. This succeeded tolerably the
first evening, but on the second she
broke down suddenly and horribly,

collapsed, went off into nonsense, and
finally foundered altogether.

The second method adopted by Alan
was to lecture his fiancee. He spent
hours every day in expounding the
elementary principles of his philo-

sophy, and he hoped that she would
readily grasp the science in which
women are supposed to have done so
much—social and political economy.
He hoped that she would become a
second Harriet Martineau. As a
matter of fact, I believe that the suc-

cess of women in Political Economy
is due to their acceptance of unproved
theories as if they were truths demon-
strated beyond all doubt. By this

method they have built up a structure
which spiteful people say will go to
pieces in the tu'St gale of wind. How-
ever, Alma listened, and understood
nothing. The lecturer went on, but
his words poured into her ears while
her thoughts were far away.
And then there followed a veiT

curious state of things.

While Alan talked, Alma allowed
her thoughts to wander away. She
listened mechanically, prepared to
smile and murmur when his voice
ceased for a moment. Now, after the
first preamble with which Alan opened
up the svibject of his engagement and
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exposed bis reasons, he took it for

gi-anted that AJma understood exactly

why he wanted to marry her and how
they were to live. Alma, who had

forgotten all about the preamble,

which she never understood, looked

on her marriage as elevation to the

rank of a lady, dreamed continually

of Weyland Court, and let Alan go

on talking of their fxiture in his ob-

scure manner without interruption.

That she was to go on living in the

village would have seemed too absurd.

Far better brave all and many Hirry
Cardew.

But what a lover ! And what an

engagement ! And never a kiss,

never a hand-squeeze, never the least

sigh : only a grave ' How do you do,

Alma?' or ' Goodnight, Alma,' with

a cold shake of the hand and a look

of those deep, grave, blue eyes which

always, when they met her own, made
the country girl tremble and shake to

think of long days and nights to be

spent always beneath their solemn,

almost reproachful gaze.

What a lover ! What an engage-

ment ! And, oh !—bliss to run out

for five minutes only, when Mr. Dun-
lop was gone, to meet Harry in the

orchard, and he with his arm round

her waist like a man, and ready with

his honest old lips upon her cheek.

And, ah ! Heaven ! if her father, or

her mother, or Mr. Dunlop himself

should ever know !

After the political economy Alan
proceeded to the diificulties which

more immediately occupied him, con-

nected with the reform of the lower

classes. He gave her a lecture on

temperance, which was not needed

because her father, no doubt from the

highest of motives, had frequently en-

acted the Helot before her ; and like

all women of her class, she regarded

drink mth the loathing that comes of

experience. Then he spoke of woman's

influence over other women. Alma
regarded this as a question of author-

ity. Had she been placed over half

a hundred maids she would have

ruled them all, or known the reason

why ; and she failed to comprehend
what Alan meant when he talked

beautifully about the common bond of

womanhood, and the sweetness of

woman's sympathy with other women.
Alma thought of Black Bess and re-

gretted that she was not strong

enough to shake her, because she knew
that young person to be harbouring
thoughts of malice and revenge against

herself. Alan went on to talk of the

sympathies of class with class, of the

natural tendency of human nature to

form itself into strata, of the difficul-

ties of passing from one to the other.

Alma thought that she herself would
pass with the greatest ease from the

lower to the higher—and the helpful

nature of alliances foi-med between
members of one another. ' He is

really quite mad,' thought the girl.

And he tried to di-aw a picture of a

pair living together, devoted like any
Comtist to the enthusiasm of Human-
ity ; working out problems in civiliz-

ation, leading xipwards to the Higher
Culture whole droves of smock-frocks,

navvies, roughs, whose principal de-

lights theretofore had been beer-

drinking, pipe-smoking, leaning against

posts, and kicking theii* wives.
' Harry,' cried Alma one evening

after nearly a week of this. ' He
most drives me mad, he does. Either

he talks like a schoolmaster, or else

he talks like a passon in a pulpit.

He's not like a man. Preach 1 Every
day and all day. And goodness

gracious only knows what he says.

What does he take me for 1
'

' Heart up, pretty,' said Harry.
' Heart up. He shan't have you.

Never you fear.'

' Ah !' she sighed sentimentally. ' I

should like to be mistress of Weyland
Court. That would be grand, if he

wasn't there too. And yet, to have

him always looking at me with those

solemn eyes of his as if—well—as if

he was going to begin another sermon
;

it's hardly worth it, Harry. And
after all, everybody must like a man
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better than a preaching doll. And
true love—oh ! Harry—what a thing

that is to read about in the story-

books !

'

' Ay—Alma—it is. True Love will

wash, as the song says.'

' And then— ' she burst into a low
laugh— ' only think, Harry, what a

rage father would be in. He'd go

round—how he would go round ! And
he couldn't beat me to a mash, as he

used to say he would, because^'
' Because,' said Harry huskily, ' I'd

beat any man to a hundred mashes as

offered to raise his hand again my
little srirl.'

CHAPTER XXVII.

We may live so happy there
That the spirits of the air,

Envying us, may even entice

To our healiny: paradise
The polluting multitude.

MIRANDA allowed a fortnight

to pass after Alan's engage-

ment before she drove over to make
a closer acquaintance with the young
lady, her future sister-in-law, as she

began to say to herself. Mrs. Bostock

was a friend of many years' standing,

but with her daughter, Miranda had
but little intercourse, and with the

great Stephen Bostock, her husband,

none at all. It was therefoi^e lucky

that when she drove over to the farm,

the Bailiff, whose approaching connec-

tion with the Great caused him to

assume overwhelming airs, graces, and
ease of familiarity, was out on the

farm, bullying the labourers. Alma,
too, was down in the village on some
quest of her own, and Mrs. Bostock

alone was in the place to receive her

visitor.

She was ashamed and confused, this

ex-lady's maid. It seemed a dreadful

thing to her that Miss Miranda, of all

people in the world, should come to

her house under the circumstances.

For, like anybody else, she regarded

her daughter as one about to step into
the ])lace long reserved for Miss Dal-
meny.

' Oh ! dear, Miss Miranda,' she
cried. ' Is it you 1 Come in, do. And
I more than half ashamed to look you
in the face. Let him walk the pony
into the shade. And where will you
sit 1 In the porch ? Well, it is fresh

and airy here, with the flowers and
all. And how well you are looking,
and what a lovely frock you've got on !

But you always were as beautiful as
flowers in May.'

' Perhaps the fine feathers make a

fine bird, Mrs. Bostock.'

But Mrs. Bostock shook her head.
' No,' she said. ' That's what they

say, but it's nonsense. 'Tis but a jay
in peacock's plumes, all done and
ended. That's what I say to Alma :

" Trick yourself out," I say, "just as
you like." It's M-hat I say to Bostock,
and it makes him mad. " Put what
you like on the gell," I say, "and
she's Alma Bostock still. " Lady ?

Not a bit of a lady. You might '

her eyes wandered from the flower to
the vegetable garden. ' You might
as well plant a onion in the flower-bed
and think you'll get a tulip.

'

'I came to see you on purpose
about Alma.

'

Mrs. Bo.stock, a little relieved by
the declaration of sentiments which,
she felt, did her credit in Miranda's
eyes, sat down in the porch opposite
her visitor with folded hands. It was
a pretty little rustic porch, with roses
and honeysuckle climbing about the
sides, like a cottage-porch on the
stage.

' Yes,' Mii-anda repeated ; ' I came
to see you about Alma, now that she
is going to be a kind of si.ster-in-law.

'

' No, Miss Miranda, I won't have
that said. There's shame and foolish-

ness already in letting her marry
Master Alan to gratify a whim. Don't
let her never say that she's your sister-

in-law. Sister, indeed. I'd sister her.

And nothing but misery before him.'
This way of looking at things dis-
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concerted Miranda, who had expected

a sort of apologetic triumph.

' Why misery 1
' she asked.

' For'every reason, Miss Miranda,'

said Mrs. Bostock. ' First, Mr. Dun-

lop don't care for the gell, not as a

gell should be cared for ; and second,

the gell don't care for him. And if

that wasn't enough, I ask you what

pleasure in life can he have with a gell

who isn't a lady 1 And nothing will

make her a lady neither."

Mrs. Bostock spoke from her experi-

ence of gentlefolks, and w^hat she said

was true enough, as Miranda very

well knew.
' But the case is unusual,' she

pleaded. ' Alan wants to marry a

girl who will help him in his plans of

life. Surely, Mrs. Bostock, you must

own that he is the most disinterested

and the noblest of men.'
' Stuff an' nonsenf^e 1

' replied the

Bailiff's wife. ' Let poor people alone

to worry through in their own way.

And as for Alma helping him, if ever

she is his wife, which I can't believe

will ever be, so unnatural it is, she

won't stir her little finger for anybody

but herself. And as for joining in

this, that and the other, all she thinks

about now, day and night, is to be

mistress of Weyland Court. And if

it wasnt for that, 1 don't believe even

her father would make her marry him.'

' Oh ? but, Mrs. Bostock. Your
own daughter !

'

' If a mother don't know her own
child, no one knows her. Alma's

growed up at my apron-strings, and I

know her ways. There's only one

thing for her, and that's a strong man
whom she will l>e afraid of. She's

afraid of Mr. Dunlop, in a way ; but

not the way I mean ; and when she's

got over her shyness with him, she'll

begin her tricks. Why, already, she's

deceived him at everv turn.'

' How r
' He gives her l>ooks to read. She

pretends to read them. She learns

little bits and says them by lieart, so

as to make him think that she has

read them all. Deep 1 There's no
telling how deep the gell is. After
all, we were all gells once, and many's
the time I've told a fib to my lady
when I ran out for a minute, to meet
my Stephen in the stable-yard. But
then I was not going to stick myself
up for a lady.'

There was a certain amount of }jer-

sonal jealousy in Mrs. Bostock's feel-

ings. She had hitherto prided her-

self in her lady's-maid's position and
the knowledge it gave her of gentle-

folks' ways. Now, this superiority,

as soon as her daughter was promoted
to the actual position of a lady, would
be reft from her. Also, she had a

genuine feeling that the honour of the

Dunlop family was impugned by this

mescdUance. Needless to repeat that

her husband sympathised with neither

of these feelings, but on the contrary,

used violent language on what he was
pleased to consider the unnatural at-

titude of a mother.

It was not pleasant for Miranda to

hear that the girl on whom Alan built

such hoi)es was beginning with little

deceptions.
' But, Mrs. Bostock,' she said, try-

ing to make an ejxcuse, ' Alma is very

young, and we must make allowances.

She does not understand that it would

be better to tell him clearly that tlie

books are at present too hard for her.

She will find out, presently, that it is

best to have no concealment from him.'

Mrs. Bostock sniffed, and t«»ssed her

head.
' You young ladies,' she said, 'little

know. What with shifts and straits,

and bad temper, and violent ways,

most gells go on for ever with some
deception or another. Sometimes I

wonder if I was ever so sly. And
they think that no one sees through

them.

'

' It is because they do not know,'

said Miranda, ' how much better it al-

ways is to be perfectly and entirely

open with everybody.'

'It's their nature to,' said Mrs.

Bostock.
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' But you must let me do what I

can,' Miranda continued. ' If Alma
will let me be her friend, one may do
a great deal more by talking, and—

-

and by example than by finding fault.

I want to help her for the sake of

Alan, you know, entirely.'

' Yes, Miss Miranda, I do know.
And after being with him for so

many years like—like
'

' Like brother and sister.

'

' Like brother and sister together,

it must be nothing short of dreadful

to see him take up with our Alma.

'

' Not quite dreadful,' said Miranda
kindly. ' Of course we should all

have preferred to see him marry in

his own rank.'

' And Lord Alwyne, too ! Poor
dear gentleman !

' sighed Mi*s. Bostock
with real sympathy. ' But there

—

here's Alma coming home with the

fal-lals she went out to buy.

Alma pushed open the garden-gate

and tripped up the walk with her

light elastic step.

' She is a pretty girl,' Miranda said,

watching her from the porch.

Pretty she certainly was. And this

afternoon she looked animated, happy,

and bright, with a flush in her cheek

and a light in her eye. She had, in-

deed, succeeded in squeezing a sover-

eign out of her mother—part of cer-

tain money entrusted to Mrs. Bostock

by Alan for her behalf—and had gone

to the village shop to get the fal-lals

imported especially for her fi'om

Athelston. On the way she had met
Black Bess and interchanged a few
compliments in which she felt herself

to have the superiority. Had Alan
heard these remarks he would not

have felt happier. She wore the grey

stufi" dress with blue ribbons which
her mother had made for her ; she had
a light straw hat upon her head, and
her long bright hair lay in curls and
waves over her shoulders.

I regret to say that at sight of Mi-

randa the light went out of Alma's

eyes, the smiles from her lips, the

brightness from her forehead. She

4

turned quite pale, save for an angry
red spot in either cheek. This was
the real lady, the lady whom she could
ape but never imitate, the lady whom
her mother held up to her as the im-
possible standard, and Mr. Dunlop as
the standard to which he would have
her attain. She was sick of Miss
Dalmeny's name. ' Mu-anda,' said
Mr. Dunlop, ' thinks so and so

;
' or,

' Miranda would, I believe, advise you
in such a way ;

' or, ' Miranda would
like you to act in this or the other
way.' Always at school, always en-
gaged upon a hopeless copy, of which
Miss Dalmeny was the model.
And only five minutes before Black

Bess had taunted her with the accusa-
tion that though engaged to mairy
Mr. Dimlop, everybody knew that
JMiss Dalmeny was the only woman
he truly loved, as she, poor Alma,
would surely find out to her cost when
it was too late. And she added, tliis

kind and friendly maiden, that she
sincerely pitied her, and had done ever
since she persuaded Mr. Exton, by
promising she only knew what, to give
her the golden apple.

Therefore it is quite comprehensible
that Alma was not delighted to see
Miranda, or desirous of forming a
close alliance with hei-.

' How do you do, Alma?' said Mi-
randa, keeping her hand for a little.

' I would not come for a few days
after I heard of your engagement, be-

cause I wanted you to feel a little

settled first. I hope we shall be very
good friends.'

' Alma should be proud and grate-
ful," said her mother.

Alma said nothing. Miranda saw
by the gleam of her eyes that she was
neither proud nor grateful, only for

some reason cf her own, resentful. But
Miranda was not to be beaten What
reason had the girl to be resentful ?

' I am going into the Aollage to the
library, Alma,' she said. ' Will you
turn back and come with me. Unless
you are tired. We shall find Alan
there, very likely.'
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' I am not at all tired," said Alma
reluctantly, because slie neither wanted

to see Alan herself, nor did she want

Miranda to see him alone. ' I will go

back with you.

'

She tossed her paper package on the

bench and turned to walk down the

garden path, leading the way in a sul-

len and defiant manner, not pretty at

all, nor significant ef the Higher Cul-

ture.

Mrs. Bostock sliook her head.

' Jealousy, that is," she said. Alma's

jealous of you, Miss Miranda. Well

—to think that I should live to see

my daughter jealous of Miss Dal-

meny :"

It was not pride, but in sorrow that

she spoke.

Alma volunteered no remark on the

way to the library, but she was glad to

see in the distance Black Bess herself

at an open window, watching her as

she walked side by side with Miss

Dalmeny. There were, then, compen-

sations. It was something to walk

side by side with the only woman—
and she a lady—whom Mr. Dunlop

truly loved, and to feel that she would

not let him. Miranda tried to set the

girl at her ease, but in vain. Alma
was sulky and awkward.

' Will you come to Dalmeny HaU,

and stay Avith me, Alma ?
' she asked.

' Stay with you, Miss Miranda 1

Alma opened her eyes wide.

' Yes : we are very quiet at the

Hall, if you do not mind that. I must

make your acquaintance now, and we
must be very good friends for the

future.

'

Alma mm-mured something in reply,

she hardly knew what. She was walk-

ing with Miss Dalmeny. Black Bess

was watching her with envy and all

uncharitableness, which was like black-

berryjam to her heart, and !Miss Dal-

meny was inviting her to stay at the

Hall.

To stay at the Hall 1 To be sui-e,

there would be something truly awful

in the way of perpetual good manners

to put up with, and how ladies and

gentlemen can endure to be always on
tiptoe was beyond poor Almas com-
prehension. But then the grandeur :

to think how her fatherwould go round
like a turkeycock in the farmyard,
with swelling breast and head erect,

proclaiming that his girl was at Dal-

meny Hall ! Perhaps she had been
wi'ong to be so full of jealousy and
sulkiness. Perhaps Miss Dalmeny
meant well after all ; very likely, she

thought that, as she could not have
Alan for herself, it would be well to

make friends Avith those who could.

Perhaps, too, she had not grasped
the whole possibilities of the situation.

As she walked demurely by the side of

the young lady she became conscious

of the extraordinary difl'erence between
her o\m. frock and ^liss Dalmeny's cos-

tume. And without reaKsing that to

wear such a costume required an edu-

cation, she at once began to build

dreams in her own mind of how such

a dress, with such a hat and snch

gloves, should be her oa\ti. No doubt
at sight of them Black Bess woi;ld

fairly burst with spite.

In the midst of this pleasing dream
they arrived at the Library.

Of course it was not to be expected

that anybody would be there on this

hot July afternoon, when the boys and
girls were sleepily droning to the

master in the school, the schoolmaster

was sleepily droning to the boys and
girls, the cobbler was falling asleep

over his work and the latest work on
Atheism, the very labourers in the

tields—it wasjust before the harvest-

—

were sleepily contemplating the golden

grain about to fall beneath then- sickles,

and even the Badiif was sleepily mus-
ing: on the cn'eatness of the future. All

the world was sleepy, all the world was
at rest, and the white walls of the Li-

brary—- tlie ex-Dissenting Chapel

—

looked thii-sty, hot and uninviting.

Two habitues, however, were within

it, the usual two—Alan Dunlop, read-

ing and making notes at tlie table,

which, by constant use, he had made
his own ; and Prudence Driver, the
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librarian. She, poor thing, was en-

gaged in a statistical retui-n—Alan
Dunlop was as exigeant in the matter
of statistic-ill returns as the Education
De[)artment. She was cai-efully ex-

tractingfrom her book the solid crumbs
of comfort : such as that an inquirer

had taken Euclid from the shelves

once during the year—she omitted to

mention that he brought the philoso-

pher back in five minutes with an
apology; she noted down the gratifying

fact that Mill's Works had been twice

taken from the shelves, once knocked
down by accident, and once asked for

by mistake. She found, to her joy, that

inquiries had been made (bythe Squire,

but ^he did not say so) after Darwin,
Oarlyle, Tennyson, Froude, Huxley,
Freeman, Swinburne, Morris, Mat-
thew Arnold, Herbert Spencer, and
Alexander Bain ; that Robert Brown-
ing's latest poems had been taken

down—by the Vicarage girls; though
this did not appear ; and that works
not in the libraiy, such as Volney,

Toland, Voltaire's Dictionnaire, Pldlo-

sophique, Clarke's Critical Review, and
such had been asked after more than

once. In fact, it was the cobbler,

who, whenever he was a little drunk,

used to drop in and terrify the girl by
demanding these and other atheistical

productions. As for the remaining
books in request, they were vain

and frivolous things, novels, story

books, travel books, anything but such

as inform the intellect and advance
knowledge. And yet, when Prudence
Driver's sheet of returns was complete,

it was such as a statistical Member of

Pai'liament would have contemplated

with the keenest satisfaction- ' Can
we,' he might have asked, ' can we any
longer speak of the backward state of

our village education when in a small

place of five hundred inliabitants such

a return is possible 1 What do we
see 1 Euclid, Mill, Bain, Spencer,

Carlyle, Huxley, Darwin, Arnold, and

Tennyson in eager request 1 Volney,

Toland, and Voltaire asked for—what
would honourable members wish for

more, even in the Bodleian or the
University Library of Caml>ridge ;

The quiet, pale-faced girl, who alone,

with Miranda, believed in the young
Reformer, looked up eagerly as the
visitors entered the library. Perhaps
it might be some new convert to the
glories of self-culture, somebody really

wanting to read Mill. No. It was
Miss Miranda, and with her—Alma.
At sight of her Prudence Driver i-e-

sumed her task, a set gloom suddenly
developing on her face. Alma Bos-
tock represented the one false, the
fatally false, move taken Ijy Mr. Dun-
lop. Her instinct told her that there
would be nothing in common between
her Prophet and a girl whose character
and conduct were of the most frivo-

lous. And here was Miss Miranda
actually walking about with her I Did
they not know, then 1

' You, Miranda, and Alma ! And
together ! This is very kind, Mi-
randa,' ci'ied Alan, starting from his

chair. ' What brings you here 1

'

' I was calling on Alma, and we
thought we would come down here and
find you ovit,' Miranda replied, sj)eak-

ing for Alma as well as herself. ' We
wanted to know how you are getting
on?'

' I am getting on badly,' said Alan.
' There is no possible doubt on that
point. But we shall do better pre-

sently, shall we not. Alma ?

'

Alma looked iip and smiled, but not
with her eyes. Prudence Driver no-

ticed, with a pang of wrath, that there

was no sympathy in her look. How
could a man be fooled by such a gii-l !

She dug her pen into the ink, and went
on with her statistics. ' " Swiss
Family Robinson," six times taken
out ;

" Robinson Ciaisoe," eight times
;

" Pilgrim's Progress " twenty times ;

'

and so on.

' I have quite decided on giving up
the field-work,' said Alan. 'After
nearly a year of it, I think I may
claim to have tried by actual expe-
rience all that a farm labourer has to

do.'
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' And about the eighteen shillings a

week, Alan ?
' asked Mii-anda, smiling.

' \Vell '—he smiled too ; it was the

one of his failures of which he was

least ashamed— ' there is a great de-

ficit in the accounts. Look, I have

actually spent five and twenty shillings

a week.' He drew a paper from his

pocket-book, which he handed to Mi-

randa, who looked at it and passed it

on to Alma.
' And yet, you see, the item of beer

does not enter into the account at

all.'

' They have cheated you,' said A lma,

rather grimly. Prudence Driver start-

ed. How could Alma know what she

had long suspected 1 She forgot that

she was a little stay-at-home, while

Alma went about and heard the truth.

'Who has cheated me?' asked

Alan.
' Everybody has cheated you. The

butcher, the baker, the grocer, the

milkman, the boys at the store. They

all charge you double what they charge

us, and they give you bad weight.

Whv, we have all known that ever

since you came here. "VMiat did you

expect, Mr. Dunlop 1
'

' Is it possible 1 I have always

trusted what they say.' He spoke in

a helpless way. ' Do you mean, Alma,

that everybody in the village is dis-

honest ]

'

' Everybody,' she replied, calmly.

She would have added, ' And my
father worst of all

;

' but tiie dreaded

the paternal wrath. • Everybody,'

said Alma.
' This, Miranda,' observed the Re-

former, ' only shows one practical and

very useful side of our engagement.

Alma can begin her career of useful-

ness by putting a stop to these wretch-

ed little rogueries. She will make
them feel how utterly degrading are

their cheating ways. What can be

done ^^"ith people who steall The
Higher Culture necessitates, as a mere

foundation, the possession, not only

of simple honesty, but also that of

Honour—the Principle which in the

Modern school replaces oi- supple

ments Religion.'

' But, x\lan,' said Mii-anda, ' it is

dreadful to think that you have been

cheated all these months and have been
starving yourself to keep within an
impossible allowance.

'

He shook his head. ' I have not

been starving, because I have ex-

ceeded my allowance by something

like six and twenty pounds, which
means ten shillings a week.'

' What is the Village Parliament

doing all the time, Alan ?
' asked

Miranda.

We have closed it. Xobody came
after the supper was suppressed, and
so we were obliged to dissolve sine die.

Do not ask me about anything, Mii--

anda. All has been one great failure,

even the Co-operative Store and the

Good Liquor Bar. Would you be-

lieve that the people prefer to buy
their groceries at the village shop

where they are dearer and adulterated,

and theii' beer at the Spotted Lion

where it is mixed with sugar and

treacle and all sorts of stuff", instead

of the pure Allsopp we sell at the

Good Liquor Bar ?

'

' It seems stupid beyond all belief,'

said Miranda.
' No it isn't,' interposed Alma, in

her haK-suUen way. ' It isn't stupid

at all.'

'What do you mean. Alma ?
' asked

Alan.
' I mean that just as you are cheated

by the butcher and the baker, so you
are cheated by your shopmen.'

' How do you know that. Alma ?

'

'I know it—because I know it.'

It was not her business to tell Mr.

Dunlop that she had heard the char-

acter of the two young men in Athel-

ston, that she knew how they carried

on between Satvu'day and Monday,
and that her father made an open

scoff", every day, of the shameless way
in which those noble twin institutions

were conducted.
' But in what way—how can they

cheat you 1
' asked Alan. ' They have
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orders to put every order down in a

Inok. The profits ai"e to be divided

among those who purchase in propor-

tion to their i)urchases.'

' Profits !
' Alma laughed derisively.

' Please explain, Alma.'
' One of them sands the sugar,

mixes the tea with sloe-leaves, and
waters the tobacco. The other waters

the beer, and makes a sort of mess

—I don't know how—with the porter.

And th^i they don't put down what
is bought. Bless you, do you think

our people are going to be so particular

as to see their orders entered in a book ?

So it isn't a bit cheaper, and nothing

is a bit better than at the shop over

the way. There, Miss Miranda !

'

She hurled her shot as it was a

matter of deep personal concern with

Miss Dalmeny that the shop should

go well.

' And every Saturday,' she continu-

ed, ' both those precious boys go off

to Athelston together.'

' To see their relations %
' said Alan;

' I know,'
' No, to get drunk and smoke at a

harmonic meeting. Bless you, every

body knows it. They've been seen

there, times and times.'

This was pleasant intelligence.

Prudence Driver, meantime, had left

her work, and creeping round in her

noiseless way, stood behind Alan's

chau\
' No, Alma Bostock,' she said,

everybody does not know it. / do

not. None of my own people know it.

If it is true, how do you know it %
'

' That doesn't signify,' she replied.

' Let Mr. Dunlop look into the books

and he will see.'

The fact was, of course, that Bailiff

Bostock, having to deal oiiicially with

the store, very early discovered the

wrong-doing, set a trap, caiight the

offenders, used them for his own pur-

pose, and made no secret of what he

had done at home.
' It feels,' said Alan, stretching out

his hands helplessly, ' as if one was
surrounded by inextricable meshes.

Ignorance and habit is expected, Mir-

anda, But I hadn't, I confess, bar-

gained for dishonesty.'

' Then,' said Alma, ' you bought

a pig in a poke.'

It is, to be sure, a homely proverb,

but perhaps there was no aV>solute

necessity for Alan to shudder, or for

Miranda to contemplate steadily the

point of her parasol. Worse things

might be—have been—said by young

ladies of country education. Yet it

did seem, even to Prudence Driver, as

if there was a certain incongruity in

Mr. Dunlop's bride talking of pigs in

a poke.

Then Alma, feeling really as if

there was no longer any reason to be

afraid either of her betrothed, or of

Miss Dalmeny, so long as she could

communicate these startling items of

intelligence, sat boldly on the table,

with her feet dangling, and her hands

on either side clasping the table-edge,

and, all unconscious that she was even

to Prudence Driver, a very personifica-

tion of ungracefulness—to be sure Pru-

dence read books and had opinions

—

went on with those startling revela-

tions, which gave her so great a superi-

ority to Miss Dalmeny, who knew
nothing.

' What did you expect ?
' she said.

' Lord ? what could you expect % Yon
get a lot of farm labourers—these

common farm labourers—and you give

them supper and beer, as much supper

and beer as they liked, and you told

them to discuss and become a Parlia-

ment. What did they do 1 What
could you expect them to do % They

drank all the beer, and when there

was no more, they went away home.

You Avent to work among them in a

smock-frock, which is a thing no gen-

tleman ever dreamed of doing before.

They only laughed at you. I've stood

in a corner of the field a dozen times

and watched them laughing at you.

Here's your Library. Who comes to

it ? Nobody. There's your Bath-room

and Laundry. Who uses it % No-
body. Catch tltem washing themselves.
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They never did such a thing in all

their lives. There's your Art Gallery.

Does anybody ever go to see the pic-

tures ? Ask Prudence Driver.

'

The curator held down her head.

The charge was too true.

' You had a theatre here and a cir-

cus. They went to them, so long as

you paid. When they had to pay for

themselves, they went to the Spotted
Lion. And as for your village festi-

vals, they went to get the drink.

'

All this was hard to bear. And
yet Alan felt that it was all literal

fact, and he tried to find comfort in

the thought that his futui'e wife knew
exactly what had happened.

' Is it all true, Prudence 1
' asked

Miranda. ' Do you, also, know all

these things 1

'

' All, except about the cheating,'

the librarian rej^lied. 'And how Alma
Bostock knows that, if it is true, I
can't say.'

' And it doesn't signify, if you could
say,' retorted Alma in her least amiable
tone.

' One thing I can do at once,' said

Alan, rising. ' I can go and get the
accounts of the store and the bar, and
have them investigated. Good-bye,
Miranda. Go home, Alma, and don't
tell any one else what you have told

me. Does not this, too, Miranda, show
that I was justified"? You see, at the
very beginning. Alma puts her finger

on the weak places of my system.'

What he meant was, that the fact

of Alma being up to all the wicked-
ness which had been flourishing at his

expense, showed his own prudence in

choosing a wife from her class, and her
fitness in thus being able to read the
ways of the people. He left the Lib-

rary and strode off" quickly to the store,

which, with the bar, were quite at the
other end of the village.

Observe how custom makes people

careless. It was a very hot afternoon

;

there seemed not the least chance that

any one would want to buy anything,

and the young men in charge of the

two departments, after their one o'clock

meal, fell both fast asleep one on each
side of the table in the back oflice.

But the safe, in which the account-

books were kept, was wide open. Alan
seeing the boys asleep, and the safe

open, hesitated a little. Then, reflect-

ing that the account-books were his

own, he seized them all, four in num-
ber, and cari-ied them back with him
to the Library.

There was no one there at all, now,
except the librarian. •

' Prudence,' he said, ' do you know
book-keeping 1

'

' A little,' she replied.

' Then let us shvit up the Library
for the day and go into the books, as

well as we can together.'

It was five o'clock when the two
young men awoke, yawned, stretched

themselves, and complained of being

athirst. One of them proceeded to

take such steps as might result in tea
;

the other strolled lazily into the shop.

The next minute he rushed back
with a pallid face and shaking hands.

' Good Lord, 'Arry ! the safe's open
and the books are gone.'

That was the dreadful fact.

They looked at each other in mute
horror for a brief space. Tea, sleepi-

ness, and thirst, were all ajike forgot-

ten in that supreme moment, when
they suddenly realised that they were
found out.

' What shall we do, Jeremiah 1
'

asked Harry. He was pot-boy, and
the gentleman with the Scriptural

name, who was, as we have before ex-

plained, a Particular Baptist, was
clerk to the store.

' Step it,' said Jeremiah curtly. 'It

don't matter who's got the books.

Whoever it is, we're done for. Step it.

'

' Where 1 ' asked Harry.

'Anywheres,' said Jeremiah. ' Ex-
cept Athelston way.'

He went to the till and extracted

such small sums as were in it. These
he put in his own pocket, leaving noth-

ing for his friend.

' Now,' he said, 'I'm a-going for a

few minutes' walk, I am. Good-bye.'
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Ho went out of the door, stood a

luomeiit in the brilliant sunshine, and
tiien, turning to the left, disappeared.

Harry, remaining alone, was seized

with so great a trembling that lie was
fain to draw himself a pint and a half

of beer and take that straight down.
Then he felt in his pockets. Eighteen-

pence. Then he realised the selfi.sh-

ness of Jeremiah in taking all the con-

tents of the till. Truly they were not

much. And then putting on his hat,

he too went out into the sunshrne and
took a turn across the fields.

It is sufficient here to say of these

two young men that neither has yet

returned to Weyland ; that one of

them, Harry, who really was not such

a bad sort to begin with, has repented,

and now wears the Queen's scarlet

with credit. Of Jeremiah, I only

learned the other day by accident that

he has recently been seen at certain

suburban meetings, laying the odds

with freedom. I hope he will succeed.

As for Prudence, it was not very long

before she was enabled to point out

that there were two sets of books

kept ; that the purchases set down in

one varied from one-half to one-fifth

of those set down, in the other ; and
that, latterly, save in the case of the

Squire himself, or Miss Dalmeny,
nothing at all was set down in either

book. The conclusion was obvious.

Alan went into Athelston and saw
the police inspector.

But when the ci\'il power arrived,

the birds were flown, and it only re-

mained to put up the shutters. This,

alas I was the end of the AVeyland Co-

operation Store, and the Weyland
Crood Liquor League.

Chapter XXYIIL
You speak of the people.

As if you were a jjod to punish, not
A man of their infimiity.

ME. Paul Rondelet, Fellow of

Lothian, was growing daily

more and more ill at ease. It was

borne in upon him with an ever-in-

creasing persistency, as the voice of a

warning which would not be silenced,

that, in a brief three months, unless

he took orders in the intei-val, he
would be—it cost him agonies to put
the situation into words

—

actually
without an income ! He would be

absolutely penniless. He would have
to work for the daily bread which
had, hitherto, always come to him
without his even asking for it, unless,

as an undergraduate, at perfunctory

College Chapel, he, to whom the light

bondage of a College Lecture.ship was
too great a burden, whose haughty
soul disdained the fettere of stipulated

work, however slight, would positively

have to descend into the arena and
do his utmost, like quite common
mortals, to earn his dinner.

' Earn '—horrid word ! As if he
were a labourer, or an artisan, or an
apprentice, or a tradesman. Earn !

And he the leader, the acknowledged
leader of a Party : almost the young-

est, quite the most promising, the

most hopeful of all the Oxford Par-

ties. The old High Church people

had had their innings, and were long

ago played out ; the Broad Church
never had any real charm at logical

Oxford ; the Low fell out of the run-

ning long, long ago ; there remained
for his day the Ritualists, the Scoffers,

the Sneerers, the Know-nothings, the

Comtists, and the New Pagans.

The Ritualists began well, but

somehow—I think it was that some
of the older men belonged to the party,

and so the younger men could not

pride themselves on the superior in-

tellect of rising genius—they have
not succeeded in attracting the more
thoughtful part of young Oxford. Mr.

Paul Rondelet speedily found out

that it was one sign of superiority to

speak of them with a contemptuous
pity : not the lofty scorn with which
the remnant of the Evangelical party,

which have no Art and care little

about Culture, are spoken of, but still

with a pity which has in it a strong
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element of contempt. He therefore

passed through the stages of scoffer, in

which stage none but coarse-minded

persons remain ; of sneerer—-to shine

as a sneerer very peculiar and most
disagreeable gifts are specially re-

quired ; of Comtist, with whom some
find rest and solace for the soul ; of

Know-nothing—these are a most at-

tractive set of despairing young men
;

and of New Pagans.

Everybody knows that Mr. Paul

Rondelet was one of the leaders in

New Paganism. He called himself,

sadly, an Agnostic, but he was in

reality a New Pagan. Agnosticism

is a cloak which may wrap all kinds

of disciples. Go ask the Nineteenth

Century, or the Contei)ij)Orary, or even

the poor old laggard the Fortnightly,

to define an Agnostic.

He was an Agnostic by profession,

and he spoke sadly of Infinite Silences,

as if he was theii- original discoverer.

But, in reality, he was a New Pagan.

It w^as, indeed, a delightful thing to

sit with the select few, the profane

vulgar not being admitted, to feel that

one possessed the real secret of the

Dionysiac myth ; to bx-ing to one's

bosom the whole truth about Deme-
ter ; to know, in a manner only un-

derstood by priests and the initiated

of old, the divine Aphi-odite and the

many-breasted Diana ; to recognise,

almost in secret conclave, that all

these, with Isis and Horus, Samson
and many others, meant nothing but
the worship of the Sun and the Year
in its seasons : so that, to those who
rightly read the myths, all religion

means nothing but the worship of

summer and winter, the awaking and
the sleep of life, so that there is really

no reason at all, according to the

New Pagan, why we should not re-

turn to the kindly, genial, and benefi-

cent old Gods.

The Modem Prig, if he is of the ad-

vanced order, belongs, as a matter of

course, to some such school. He gets,

that is, as far to the front as he can.

He adopts the newest vague Gospelj

and holds it, for the time, with the

tenacity of a martyi' clinging to his

creed. And he poses, having pride in

the situation, as I fear many an early

martyr did. For the essential and
leadinsf characteristic of the Prig is

that he believes himself in advance of

his age, and very, very far in advance
of his father and grandfathers. But
nothing certain, nothing dogmatic.

Therefore Mr. Paul Eondelet had
trained himself not only to look with
a tolerant contempt, because some form
of religion is good for common people,

on the reverent crowds pouring in and
out of the sanctuaries, but also to re-

gard with scorn the blatant prophets

of Atheism who bawl their intolerance

on Sundays across the wilds of Hamp-
stead Heath and Clapham Common.
This naturally led among all the mem-
bers of his set to theii* looking upon
one who, being actually an Oxford
man—had he been of Cambridge it

woxild have been more possible, but
equally degrading—had taken upon
him Holy Orders with a bitterness of

loathing and wonder which surpassed

everything. It was, therefore, a situ-

ation full of irony that he should find

himself compelled to become that

hated thing, a clerical Fellow, or to

lose, at one fell swoop, the whole of

his income.

In three months his fellowship

would come to an end. He felt like

Dr. Faustus when he was approaching

the last few days of his last year.

Worse than any devil to Mr. Paul

Rondelet was the Red Spectre of Po-

verty.

AJid to his school some kind of mag-
nificence in living is absolutely essen-

tial.

That was easily obtained at Oxford,

where, as a Fellow, he had rooms and

other allowances. But out of it, away
from those monastic groves, where was
he to find the necessai-y belongings of

the Higher Life?

There was an ignominy, too, about

pecuniary difiiculties. He had always

ta.lkfid of money as if he had no neceg-.
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sity of tliiiiking iibout it, ignoring tlie

exiguity of the paternal income ; he

had set a tone of contempt for money
to two generations at least of under-

graduates ; he had steadily maintained

that Art, of all kinds, was to be pur-

sued for the sake of Art alone, and for

no advantages of lucre which might
follow the successful practice of Art

;

he had taught his disciples to contem-

plate serenely, like the disembodied

Cicero, the struggles and rivalries of

the lower classes. And after this, it

would be his lot—ah ! hard and thank-

less lot !—to go down into the labour

market with the rest, like a rustic at a

statute fair, and wait to be asked what
he could do and for what wage he
would be hired.

What, indeed, could he do?

In i-eality the class of young men to

which Mr. Paul Rondelet belonged

possesses a mai*ketable value quite out

of all proportion to their own opinion.

They read, as I have said, all the re-

views, particularly those written in

the newest jargon. They criticise

scornfully, from the loftiest platform,

productions of the day written by men
who toil and give their best,_ mindful

as much of their audience as of their

Art. Fortunately these lofty criti-

cisms do not often get into print, for

the class of Editors who love Prigs is

very small. And when they essay to

write, those friends of their set receive

with amazement and disappointment

the first fruits, which ought to be the

brightest and l)est, of a genius which
they have revered. AJas I the looked-

for result turns out to be common
thought wrapped in pretentioiis jargon,

and, amid the boastful trapjnngs of

pretence, they discern with difficulty

a vein so slender that hardly it can be

seen to glitter in the brightest sun-

shine. Vast, indeed, is the difference

between performance and promise.

What had Paul Rondelet to offer 1

There was in his desk a little port-

folio full of manuscript poems—they

looked very pretty, written in his small,

clear, and carefully eccentric handwrit-

ing on the thick cream note-paper

which he affected. He and his friends

believed that they had in them the

true ring of original genius. Would
they sell, if they were bound up ] He
was fain to reply that they would not.

It required an education to admire

them, and the world was not yet ripe

for such superior work. Among these

was one, in especial, veiy dear to him-

self and his friends, called Aspasia's

Ajiology. It was a sort of sequel or

companion to a certain well-known

and charming London lyric by Mr.

Possetti, and was even more realistic

than the work of that master. Then
there were a few sonnets which, though

he loved to read them and his friends

cuddled them, would, he felt, require

so much toning down that their dis-

tinctive excellencies would be lost :

and there were some odes whose se-

vere classicalism limited their popular-

ity to a very small set. On the whole,

the probable value of his copyright iii

these poems was small.

But he might write articles in the

more advanced of the magazines. He
had once—he remembered with what
pains and labour—written an article

for the Contemporary, which the edi-

tor had declined with, thanks, and yet

it was clothed in the very finest new
English, quite equal to Mr. Pater in

his highest flights, and expressed the

innermost convictions of his school.

He swore then that he would never

wi-ite again, unless for an audience who
should invite him in terms of abject

request. He would wait till the whole

world should thrill and yearn for his

coming.

He might teach, take pu]jils, give

lectures. But that meant self-asser-

tion, bawling in the market-place,

joining in the struggle of competition.

How could he, Paul Rondelet, stoop to-

assert what everybody ought to know,

that he was the greatest of modern
teachers, the noblest and best of philo-

sophic lecturers'?

Would they give him something in

the Government service? A Poor
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Law Commissionership, a Permanent
Under Secretaryship, a Commissioner
iu Lunacy, any little thing of that sort

w-ould do, just to provide the necessar-

ies of life, which include, of course, a

modicum of fair claret. But how to

gat such a post ? We are not yet ar-

rived at that consummation of sound
political economy when our rulers shall

aU be philosophers, and anxious only

to appoint philosophers ; we are as yet

still in the gloomy stage of interest,

influence, favouritism. It is still pos-

sible for men like Mr. Paul Rondelet
to stay out in the cold. And Mr.
Paul Rondelet possessed absolutely no
interest at all.

He who works for pay is a servant.

He who has no money must work for

pay. Therefore Mr. Paul Rondelet
was condemned to be a servant. And
he had aspired in his foolish cb-eam to

independence.

And again, he was in debt. The
burden of debt is generally borne by
Oxford men with great composure.

Some there are who, like Panurge, ar-

gue in favour of debt as a healthy con-

dition of life : I Avill not repeat their

arguments, which are indeed somewhat
threadbare by this time. The only

argument worth quoting is that which
asserts that without the stimulus of

debt, the lazy man remaineth lazy. In
Mr. Rondelet's case, debt was no stim-

ulus at all, but only an irritant. This

morning he had received, for instance,

two or thres most disagi-eeable letters

from ungrateful ])eople, whom he had
long honoured with his custom, asking
for money. Money indeed ! And
liis fellowship to expire in three

months.

These sad thoughts occurred to him
after luncheon. The rest of the Monks
a,nd Sisters having gone about their

monkish devices, he retired to the li-

Ijrary ^vith these missives, to think.

He thought the thing over from every

possible point of view.

And at last an inspiration came to

him. The method of the House of

Hapsburg, 7\i, felix Au4ria, nube.

He could no longer remain in the

dark library ; he must think this over
in the open. He sought the solitude

of the mediaeval garden, and sat down
to see what he might make of this new
thought.

It was better than wiiting for

papers and magazines ; better than
painfully elaborating books—better

than lecturing ; better than anything.

In the home of some woman—wealthy,

young, beautiful, not insensible to the

charms of the Higher Culture, open
to ideas, willing to be led rather than
wishing to lead, with a proper respect

for one who had taken a First in His-

tory Schools—could such a woman be
found, he might find shelter from the

strife of humanity ; might even forget

that he was allied ^dth that strug-

gling and eager band at all.

Could such a woman be found 1

She was found : she was here ; she

was in his pi-esence ; she was walking
in the garden ; she was coming to

meet him. Her name was Miranda
Dalmeny. He sprang to his feet and
felt as if he could hold out his arms to

meet her, even as Adam met his

blushing Eve. Ever since the news
of Alan Dunlop's engagement, this

idea had been floating vaguely through

the mind of Mi*. Rondelet. Now it

assumed, all at once, the character of

a resolution. He loonld many the

owner of Dalmeny Hall. Alan was
out of the way ; there was no other

rival : he would secure this heiress for

himself.

Xow Miranda was not an admirer

of this Fellow of Lothian. On the

conti'arv, she thought him conceited,

and did not like his airs.

' He will not join in our amuse-
ments,' she said to Desdemona, with

a little bitterness. 'It must be a

great misfortune to be superior to the

ordinary pleasures of mankind. He
certainly neither sings nor dances, nor

acts, nor talks well. All is sadness

with him, as if with sorrow over one

painful deficiency in Culture.'

' It is the new manner, my dear,'
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said Desdemoiia. ' Just as some men
about town affect to be blus^ and worn
out—fancy Lord Alwyne pretending

to be worn out !—so the highly supe-

rior school affect to be governed by so

lofty a standard of criticism as to be

incapable of finding amusement or

pleasure in any of the ordinary things.

I do not like Mr. Rondelet. Rightly

did we call him Brother Parolles

—

words, words, words.'

' They must spoil the world a good
deal for themselves,' said Miranda.
' On that account they are very

greatly to be pitied.'

'Yes,' replied the lady of experi-

ence, ' They want men made for

themselves : they want women made
for themselves ; they want to be ap-

preciated at their own estimate of

themselves, and they do not want to

be asked to do anything to justify

that estimate.'

But Mr. Rondelet did not know of

this conversation.

Mii'anda greeted him with her quiet

smile, and sat beside him on the gar-

den bench, which was by this time of

the afternoon well within the shade of

the great walnut-tree.
' 1 have been to-day to see Alan

Dunlop's /i'awcee,' she said. ' Have you
seen her ?

'

' Once.' Mr. Rondelet shuddered.
' She was shelling green peas in the

porch, and I saw her deliberately eat-

ing a raw pod. Could one marry a

person who is capable of eating raw
pods 1

'

Miranda laughed. ' Your delicacy,'

she said, ' springs from ignorance. I

believe the shells of green peas are

sweet. Surely you used to think so

when you wei'e a boy.'

* All !
' sighed Mr. Rondelet ;

' I

have made it my constant endeavour,

since I went up to Oxford to forget

all that one used to do or think as a

boy. It would be terrible, indeed, to

be forced to remember the dreadful

things that one did in that stage of

existence.'

' Really ! Was your boyhood, do

you think, more—more rejiulsive than

most 1
'

'No; not that' Mr. Rondelet

shook his head. ' Not that. Less so,

I should think, because even at the

tenderest age one had gleams and
glimpses of better things. And one

remembers despising other boys for

their rough savage ways and clinging

to the lower forms of life.'

' Do you mean that when you
sucked sweeties you dreamed of fine

claret 1

'

This was a question by way of meta-

phor which Mr. Rondelet hardly ex-

pected.
* Scarcely,' he murmured. ' The

imaginings of a boy take no concrete

forms. Only one yearns from the

very first after the Golden Age, which

seems then so jiossible, and now so far

off. What I mean is—Miss Dalmeny,
I am sure i/ou will understand me. I

have watched for a long time the fine

genius of appreciative sympathy latent

in your brain—what I mean is, that

children of fuier clay than their com-

peers are touched very early in life

with that divine discontent which

marks the soul of the Higher Culture.'

' Really !
' said Miranda. ' You in-

terest me, Mr. Rondelet. Do you say

—a divine discontent 1

'

' Yes. All discontent is div-ine.

Even that which leads to ambitious

aims and elevates the grocer's sou, by
means of the Church, to the Episcopal

Bench. That, too, which fires the

blood of the rustic and impels him—it

is a reminiscence of the great Aryan
wave of emigration—to move west-

ward ; that which prompts the student

to an examination of the things that

are, and that which leads the scholar

to despair of the things that are to be.'

I believe he was quoting something

he had read and remembered, but he
said it slowly, as if it was his own.

' And you, Mr. Rondelet, despair of

the—the things that are to be ?

'

' Not openly. Pray do not qviote

me. The Common Room of Lothian
has not yet pronounced all its \-iews.
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We have resolved in silence upon many
important topics. I shovilcl be doing,

perhaps, incalculable mischief if I were
prematurely to disclose to the world

the views of the Lothian Common
Room.

'

Miranda was staggered by so much
modesty. Did he really believe that

the world cared one farthing for the

views of the Common Room of Lo-

thian ? He did : he really did.

' When one lives,' he went on to say,

his long fingers playing sadly over his

smooth cheek, ' in the centre of the

Higher Thought, one is apt to forget

how misapprehension may be wrought
by a premature statement. The Avoi'ld

waits for Oxford to speak. Oxford
waits for Lothian.'

He stopped short, as if for Mii-anda

herself to complete the speech, by say-

ing :
' And Lothian waits for Eonde-

let.^

Again Miranda was staggered. It

was almost too much to think that she

was actually conversing with one on
whose utterances the world waited.

' You used to be a friend of Alan
Dunlop's,' she went on, after a pause,
' when he was an undergraduate V

' Yes.' His finger went back to his

cheek, wliile with the other hand he
stuck into his eye the glass which
loould not remain there. ' Yes, we
were friends. Dunlop was a man of

considerable insight, up to a certain

point. Then he would go off in the

direction of practical sociology. I, with

a few others, remained faithful follow-

ers of our theory, and continued to

work it out to its logical conclusions,

so that we have now advanced to a

point whei'e as yet, I believe, we have
—there are only two or thi-ee of us

—

no disciples at all. We stand on a

level by ourselves. Alan is left far,

very far behind us : we only may
speak boldly to each other what from
others we would fain hide.'

Again the measured sentence seemed

a (juotation.

' That must be a very great thing,'

said Miranda, wondering what theii*

new levels were like, with just a sus"

picion that they had something hereti'

cal to do with marriage, I'eligion'

philanthropy, and other good things"

' I can hardly,' the Philosopher con"

tinned, ' explain to you the conclu-

sions—not theories, but irrefragable

conclusions—of the newest school of

Modern Philosophy. Suffice it to say,

that as the religions of the world have
all been proved to have been based on
false historical foundations, so its

social economy, resting on the family

as the basis, is fatally unsound, and
must, as a preliminary step, l)e en-

tirely remodelled.'
' Oh I ' said Miranda, wondei-ing

whether this sort of talk was quite

pi'oper, ' and Alan does not agree

with you 1
'

'He did not follow us so far. He
has probably never considei'ed our

present position, We—the more ad-

vanced set—chanced, after he left us,

to discover that our previous maxims,
many of them similar to those of the

well-known philanthropic school, had
to be reconsidered and finally aban-

doned. Alan, poor fellow, remains in

the mire of philanthropy. We, on

the higher levels, have arrived at the

gi-and Law that the more desirable

life is the life per se, the life of ex-

ample to those who know how to read

it, but of unconscious example : the life

in which Ai't and Culture have the

chief—nay, the sole place ; and in

which the herd, the vulgar, low-bred

and offensive herd, are left to swill as

swine, tended by each other, just as

they please. If they choose to raise

their eyes, they may see walking be-

fore them in sweetness and light the

gi-eat examples of the age
'

' Yourselves 1
'

' Ourselves ; rdways, you see, before

theii- eyes. As for the ignorant and

the vulgar, we let them alone. That
is best for them. We neither help

them, nor look at them, nor care

about them. Those among them who
are worthy will rise ; those who are

not will remain where thev are, gi'ov-
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elliug aud wallowing in their sties

like pigs. iJo you not pity poor Alan
Dunlop, Miss Dalmeny 1

'

' I think I do, indeed,' she replied,

but hei- thoughts were not his

Then she lifted her head quickly.
' That is a strange view of life. Mr.

Rondelet. I think I hardly follow you
([uite. Is it not selfish—rather selfish 1'

' Quite selfish,' he replied, delighted,

and with a little flourish of the long

fingex's about either side of his face.

' Quite, quite selfish. That is the

secret of the new Morals. That is what
we desire to teach—the new virtue of

Pure Selfishness. Every man must
find out the Higher Life aud live it,

regardless of others, all to himself.'

' All to himself,' she murmured.
'Nay, not quite all,' Mr. Rondelet

interposed, with a little blush which
became him mightily and made him
for a moment look like one of the

vulgar herd. ' Not quite all. The
perfect man lives with and for the

perfect woman.'
' Oh !

' said Miranda. ' I began to

think you were more than human.'

At this point Miranda, detecting a

tendency on the part of Mr. Ronde-
let's left hand to leave his cheek, over

the smooth surface of which his long

white fingers had been delicately wan-
dering, and move downwards in the

direction of her own hand, got up from
the garden-bench and began to walk
across the grass. He rose and fol-

lowed her,

' Indeed,' he said, ' that is not so.

We aim at being more perfectly human
than the rest. Our lives should be

two-fold—it is, of course, an absurdity

to speak of married people being one.

The only ditficulty with us '—here he

sighed and became plaintive— ' is that

of finding the fittest mate.'

'That, indeed,' said Miranda, 'would

be difiicult. For, suppose you found

the fittest mate, how would you per-

suade her that you really belonged

—

for, I suppose, she w^ould have to be as

selfish as yourselves—that you really

belonged to your high levels. Of

course you would not expect in a
purely selfish person anything like

faith or imagination. I am afraid you
would have to descend a little from
your height.'

By conversation ' he began.

I think you
You would

' Talk is deceptive,

must first do something,

have to demonstrate your superiority

by wi-iting, preaching, or teaching.

Till then, Mr. Rondelet,'—she sprang
quickly up the steps which led to the

t(!rrace— ' till then I fear your life

will be one of lonely and unappreciat-

ed Selfishness.'

She left him alone in the garden.

He was only half-satisfied with the
conversation. To be sui-e he had un-
folded something of the new philo-

sophy and allowed Mii-anda to guess
at something of his purpose, but her
manner of using the word Selfish

lacked reverence. She spoke of Self-

ishness after the manner of the com-
mon herd That was disheartening.

On the other hand, she did give him
advice, which always means taking a
certain amount of interest. She ad-

vised him to do something.

Why not 1 He would write a paper
which should at one stroke make him
famous : he would write on the wTetch-
edness of living at all under the con-

ditions by which life is surrounded :

he would show tliat life, with special

reservations for men of his own school,

is not worth having at all.

His imagination seized hold of the
topic, he fancied Mii-anda reading it

aloud, he fancied aU the jsapers quot-
ing it, he fancied the undergraduates
looking at him as he walked down the
High, he fancied the paper crammed
with the deepest thought, wrapped in

the most scholarly language, and flash-

ing with epigram. Then he went
hastily, his brain afii'e, to look at the
magazines, and choose the one most
suited for his article. Cruel mockery
of Fate ! It was already done, in the
Nineteenth Century !

{To be coiiiinued.)
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ANCIEXT WAR GALLEYS.

BY L. C. ALLISON, M. B.

T30LTGHLY speaking, we may say

AAi that there have been three

epochs or eras in the naval histoiy of

the world. Fii-st, that of the ancient

warships or galleys, served by ordin-

ary soldiers, the naval service being

but slightly separated from the ordin-

ary military service upon land. It is

concerning this epoch that a few words

are to be offered in the present paper.

It lasted from the days of the earliest

recorded naval operations down to the

end of the sixteenth century, after

which time we find the old-fashioned

galley everywhere supplanted by the

symbol of the second naval era, to

wit, the modern wooden sailing ves-

sel, the instrument with which all the

English naval worthies from Drake

and Howard down to Nelson and Lord

Cochrane achieved their triumphs.

This second era lasted some three cen-

turies and a half, and may be said to

have terminated with the Crimean

War, some twenty-four years ago.

The application of steam to marine lo-

comotion, and the tremendous addi-

tions that modern science has made

to the destructive power of artillery

have within the last quarter of a cen-

tury brought about the third or pres-

ent era of ironclad vessels, huge guns

and torpedoes. On the present occa-

sion we mean to speak only of the

first of these periods—that of the an-

cient warships or galleys.

Our readers scarcely require to be

informed that naval affairs in an-

cient times were conducted after a

fashion very different from that which

prevails now. A maritime force was

then simply a body of landsmen, arm-

ed with the same weapons, led by the

same officers, and manceuvred accord-

ing to very much the same tactics as

an army upon laud, and the engage-

ments in which it took part bore a

close resemblance to battles upon
shore. Certain States, from their

geographical position and other acci-

dental circumstances, were always
acknowledged to possess special apti-

tude for fighting at sea, but very little

time and training seemed to be re-

quired to enable a nation entirely un-

versed in maritime affairs to place it-

self in that respect upon a level with

the best of its neighbours. The
Athenians, living close to the sea and
always entering extensively into com-

mercial pursuits, were from an early

period superior iu their navy and in

all matters appertaining to it. The
Laceda?monians, dwelling inland and
forbidden by their national constitu-

tion to have anything to do with com-

merce, made but a sorry appearance

when, by the circumstances of the

Pelopoimesian War, they found them-

selves for the first time compelled to

conduct their chief campaigns upon a

new element. In their earlier sea-

fights with the Athenians they were

generally badly beaten, and their

standing orders {no doubt wise ones

at that time) were to avoid fighting

unless they found themselves gi-eatly

superior in force. But as the war
went on they gained skill by experi-

ence, managed to keep the sea in pres-

ence of their enemies, and finally over-

whelmed them upon it. The Pelopon-

nesian War was at last terminated by

a naval engagement in the Hellespont.

The case of the Roman navy illus-

trates the same thing. For nearly

five hundred years they had continued

to grow great and powerful by land,
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gradually alisorbiiiff the whole penin-

sula of Italy into their territoiy, and
in all that time they had had no occa-

sion to tight anywhere at sea. But
their continued extension at last

brought them into contact with a mari-

time enemy. In the first of their

great wars with the Carthaginians

they are said to have been so unversed

in naval matters that they not only

jtossessed none of the larger kind of

war galleys, but did not even know
how to build or to manoeuvre one.

Every schoolboy has read how they

managed to supply the deficiency. A
single Carthaginian quinquereme
stranded upon the coast furnished all

that was necessary to lay the founda-

tion of the Roman navy, and in sixty

days fi-om the time that the trees were
felled they had completed and launch-

ed a fleet of a hundred quinqueremes
and thirty triremes, training the rowers

while the vessels were being built, by
the odd contrivance of exercising them
upon scaffolds arranged in the same
manner as the rowers' benches in a

ship. With this hastily created navy
thev at once put to sea, and in a very

short space of time proved themselves

to be in every point of marine warfare

the betters of their more experienced

rivals. When the whole art of fight-

ing at sea could be acquired in so short

a time and by such new beginners, we
may safely conclude that it could not

have been very complicated.

The tactical manteuvres of these an-

cient seamen were, in fact, very sim-

l)le. When two hostile fleets caught

sight of one another they immediately

proceeded to charge each other like a

couple of troops of cavalry. Each
ship's prow was armed with a beak,

the prototype of the ram of the mod-
ern ironclad, which we have known to

do such speedy and fatal execution in

our own time. This beak consisted

of a huge spike of wood covered with

brass and pointed and edged after such

a fashion as to be capable of tearing

an iri'emediable hole at or near the

water line in the comparatively flimsy

side of such a vessel as was then to

be met with. Tliis beak or ram was
a most important and mateiial item
in the construction of the ancient
warship. From the likenesses which
have come down to us upon old coins
and monuments, we can see tliat the
patteins in use varied gi-eatly, and al-

though, unlike our modern Scott Rus-
sell and Cowper Coles, they had no
Times to call in public support for
their individual views, we can very
well believe that the ancient naval ar-

chitects must have held many a mmt
vcce controversy as to the precise size

shape and angle of cutting edge which
would produce the worst kind of in-

jury to a ship's hull with the greatest
degree of certainty. The first object
in attacking was to strike the hostile
ship upon the broadside or quartei

,

with the view of sinking her. Fail-

ing in that, the next best thing was to
sweep along her broadside in such a
manner as to carry away her oars and
render her unmanageable, and conse-
quently powerless to avoid a second
side attack. Arrows, stones and jav-
elins were freely exchanged between
the crews as soon as the ships had
closed sulficiently upon each other to

allow it, but all this was mere by-
play and prelude to the main objects,

which were, first, if possible, to stave
in tlae enemy's ship, so as to sink or
waterlog her ; and secondly, to grap-
ple and board hei-, reducing the con-
test to the simple conditions of a
hand-to-hand fight. When one party
had captured or sunk a certain pro-
portion of the enemy's fleet, all the
remainder of it who were in a condi-
tion to do so sought safety in flight,

while the victors proceeded to the last

part of the performance, which con-
sisted in sailing up and down over
the waters that had been the scene of

the conflict, and massacreing all the
unfortunate survivors that they could
find swimming. The vessels engaged
in these fights were small and crowded
with men, the concussions and sink-
ings were numerous, and (as the giv-
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ing of quarter was not very much in
|

fashion) when a ship was taken the

most promising course for all the sur-

vivors of her cx-ew who could swim

was to jump overboaixl and take the

chance of making their way to some

friendly vessel. Hence, after a sea-

iight, the floating enemies were gen-

erally numerous, and the cruising

about amongst them and putting them

to death seems to have been for the

old Greeks and Romans a pleasing and

recreative part of the regular business

that was never omitted after a naval

victory. Thucydides tells us how upon

one occasion the Corinthians lost what

might otherwise have been a decisive

triumph, and possibly prevented the

•subsequence of the PeloponnesianWar,
by commencing to indulge in this lux-

ury a little too soon, and thereby giv-

ing the hostile fleet a chance to rally

and reinforce itself. It is but fair,

however, to remember that these in-

liumanities have not been confined to

pre-Christian ages or half-civilized na-

tions. Nearly two thousand years

after the battle just alluded to, we find

the Turks and Christians conducting

their naval affairs in the same waters

after precisely the same fashion.

It may not, perhaps, be amiss to

•draw attention to a few points in the

construction and working of these old-

fashioned galley-ships. The ancients,

in working their warships, relied veiy

little vipon the sail as a motor power,

and depended chiefly upon their oars.

None of their war vessels had more
than one mast, a remark which, as

some of our readers may possibly be

surprised to hear, was also true of the

ships of the British navy down to the

time of Eichard III., and in the old

Greek and Roman galleys this mast
was always lowered and stowed away
when the vessel either came into port

or went into action. Their powers of

locomotion wei'e thus very limited as

compared with those of more modern
vessels, but the distances that had to

be traversed wei'e also comparatively

short, and the vessel was never ex-

pected to be very long out of sight of

land. Fortified harbours were few
and far between, and it was a gi-eat

advantage for the captain, when under
duress from the enemy or the weather,

to be able to run his ship ashore and
beach her high and dry, or, at least,

tolerably well out of the I'each of

either. All these considei-ations had
their influence in limiting the size of

the average Greek or Roman ship,

but at the same time some bulk was
required in the hull, that room and
stability might be allowed for the

rowers, that she might stow a suffi-

ciently numerous crew of armed men,
and have a certain amount of momen-
tum in attacking with the beak. These
various requirements were found in

practice to be on the whole most effi-

ciently answered by an open or deck-

less ship of from fifty to a hundred
feet long, and from one to two hun-

dred tons biu'den. To propel such a

vessel there might be employed from
twenty or thirty to a hundred oars,

and these were placed in the centre,

or what modern seamen would call

the ' waist ' of the ship, and arranged

in a peculiar fashion, which, although

easy enough to understand, has in some
unaccountable way perplexed many
modern commentators. Lining the

waists of these ancient ships upon each

side the rowers' benches ran fore and
aft in tiers numbering from two to

five, and at such a height from the

kelson as would allow the portholes

for the oars in the lowest tier to be

about three or four feet from the sur-

face of a tolerably smooth sea. Seen

from the outside, these oar-portholes

would present themselves arranged in

slanting lines upon the ship's side, as

in the margin where A represents the

« « *

arrangement of a trireme, and B that

B » *

of a bireme, each having three verti-
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cal tiers of rowers' l:)enches inside. The
student who tries to form an idea of

an ancient war galley will avoid much
confusion by remembering that the

number which determines the class of

the vessel (as quinquereme, triveiwe,

etc.) is counted horizontally or in the

length of the ship's side, and not ver-

tically upwards from the water as in

the ^«<;o-decker and three-decker of

modern nomenclature. A want of

knowledge of this fact has led to more
than one absurd mistake and still more
ridiculous controversy among modern
scholars and commentatoi's, some of

whom have endeavoured to make
themselves and their readers believe

that the ancients not only built ships

of seven, twelve and even a greater

number of vertical tiers of oars placed

one above the other, but also managed
to row them.; all of which is a mani-

fest impossibility. In fact, the num-
ber of rowei-s' decks was usually either

two or three, and never exceeded live.

Veiy often, however, in war galleys

of large size, the number of rowing
decks was five, and the slanting or

quincuncial arrangement of the oar-

portholes enabled thera all to work
within the space of about ten feet,

reckoned perpendicularly from the low-

est streak of portholes towards the

rail. Each of these slanting lines of oar-

ports, whether containing two, three,

four, or five oars, was reckoned by the

ancient aiithors as a bank of oars, and
by adding, not to the height, but to

the length of the vessel, the number of

these banks could be increased from a

bireme to a trireme, a quinquereme
and so on till we come to the celebrat-

ed galley of Ptolemy Philopater, the

largest vessel which ancient authors

have recorded and which they say had
as many as forty banks of oars.

The usual numbers of oar-banks,

however, were from two to seven until

after the battle of Actium when the

old fashion of having numerous row-

ing decks fell into disuse, as we shall

soon see. Besides the men employed
in workinor the oars we may calculate

that an average ancient line-of-battle-

ship would cany from one to two
hundred fighting men. These were
chiefly concentrated at the bow and
stern, which, as being par excellence
the fighting parts of the ship, were fur-

nished with bulwarks of extra height
and stoutness, and came in the course
of time to he develojied into miniature
castles—the progenitors of moi-e mod-
ern forecastles aiul quarter-galleries.

Traces of these old arrangements sub-
sisted do^vn to the seventeenth and
even to the eighteenth and nineteenth
centuries in the high forecastles and
quarterdecks of English, Dutch, and
Spanish men-of-war, and long after the
introduction of heavy firearms into
naval warfare fighting ships continued
to cany in these parts the heaviest
portion of theii' armament. The high
quarterdecks and forecastles which
give such picturesque efiect to the en-
gravings of the English vessels engag-
ing the galleons of the Spanish Armada
are directly and lineally descended
from the ' turrita? puppes ' of ancient
Rome. The low waists of the same
ships, though now portholed for cannon
instead of oars, represent the old row-
ers' benches taking up fi-om a third to
a half of the vessel's length amidships.
This, the rowers' portion of the ancient
ship, always constituted her most vul-
nerable part. Against it, the beak of
the hostile vessel was always, if possi-

ble, directed with the view of sinking
her, and here, as being the lowest and
most easily accessible spot, the enemv
always attempted to board.

The heavy vessels which we have
lately been describing, may be regard-
ed as corresponding with the wooden
line-of-battle ship of more modern
days. Tlie principal objects aimed at
in the construction of both, were
solidity to stand plenty of batterino-,

and size enough to carry a heavy
armament. But the ancients had an-
other class of war vessels designed not
so much with a view towards these
elements of fighting power, as for
swiftness and handiness in mano?uv-
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iin». These were not mucli inferior

in length to the heavier ships, but

narrower and shallower in the hold

and sat much lower in the water.

They were driven by a single bench

of oars from ten to twenty in number

upon each side ; in some rare cases

they had two tiers of benches or row-

ing decks, but never more. They

carried almost as many men as the

lai-ger galleys, and at the same time

they were much swifter and turned

or—as a sailor would say— ' worked
'

with much more quickness and pre-

cision. All these qualities gave them

great advantages in action. The an-

cients, although perhaps they were not

quite so particular upon this point as

some of our modei-n prize oarsmen,

still never willingly entered upon a

contest when the wind was high, or

the water at all rough. Such being

the case, the lighter galley could al-

ways row round and round the large

and unwieldy quinquereme, attacking

when and whei-e she pleased, while

the big ship found it dithcult either to

stave her opponent or grapple with

her, and impossible either to chase

her with any prospect of success, or

to escape from her pursuit if circum-

stances should render the latter pro-

ceeding desirable. The superiority of

the single and double tiered ships in

action was strikingly displayed at the

battle of Actium. From the com-

mencement of the naval campaign

Augustus was greatly inferior to An-

tony, both in the number and in the

size of his vessels, but their superior

lightness and activity had made him

completely the master at sea, enabling

him to command the whole Adriatic

and its islands, and even to secure a

footing upon the mainland of Greece,

while the huge and unwieldy vessels

of Antony's fleet lay inactive and ap-

parently incapable of action in the

Ambracian Gulf. The instruments

by which Augustus secured all these

advantages were the Liburnian gal-

leys which constituted the greater

portion of his fleet. They were light

vessels such as those which have just

been described, and were manned by

hardy and well-practised seamen from

the Illyrian and Dalmatian Coasts.

At last Antony put to sea, the decis-

ive engagement came on, and the light

galleys soon shewed that they posses-

sed advantages in close action as

well as in general operations. An-
tony's big ships lay like huge floating

castles in the sea and just about as

capable of executing any efiective

manoeuvi-es. The light vessels of

Augustus attacked when, how, and

as mvich as they pleased. Before the

advantage of the battle had begun to

incline towards either side, Cleopatra

took to flight accompanied by as many
of her ships as were able to imitate

her example, while Antony getting

into a light vessel followed in her

wake. This disgraceful act has al-

ways been spoken of as the turning

point of the engagement, and it must

be admitted that the desertion of the

chief commanding oflicers, accompanied

by so many vessels, would probably

have rendered success hopeless under

any circumstances. Still there is

nothing to make one believe that the

event would have been at all different

had they remained, for ships that are

only able to defend themselves and

cannot attack the enemy without his

own consent can hardly be expected

to gain much advantage from fighting

at all, and this was the case with the

majority of Antony's vessels. Their

defeat, which would in any case have

been certain, was hastened and con-

verted into an annihilation by the in-

troduction of a species of warfare

hitherto unknown at sea. In addition

to the usual missiles, firebrands, pots

of burning sulphur, and flaming balls

of tow were showered freely on board

of them, and before long, most of

them were in flames. Of the larger

and heavier vessels of the fleet, scarce-

ly one escaped destruction.*

Horace Od. 13-37 B.
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After the battle of Actium, the Li-

Ijurnian galley became the standard
pattern for men-of-war, and thence-

forward we hear no more of the old-

fasliioned three and five-decked ships.

Triremes and quinqiieremes may be
said to disappear from history together

with the so-called Roman republic.

From this date and long afterwards,

we find the man-of-war model essen-

tially unaltei-ed. It may be described

as a low-waisted vessel with a high

quai'terdeck and forecastle, having her

oars (if any) placed amidships either

in one tier or two, and fighting chiefly

from the bow and stern. About six-

teen hundred years after the battle of

Actium, and in almost precisely the

same waters, there was fought another
great naval battle, the greatest, in-

deed, in the world's history, if great-

ness is to be measured by the accom-
panying uproar and bloodshed. Some
changes to be sure had taken place

during the interval. Most of the ships

that fought at Lepanto had permanent
masts and sails, and many of them
had discarded oars altogether, Avhile

the use of firearms of both great and
small calibre, had rendered naval ac-

tions louder and more deadly than of

old, but the pattern of the hulls con-

tinued to be essentially the same, and
the orthodox tactics were still to en-

gage at short range, to grapple in as

advantageous a position as possible,

and to settle the aflFair by boarding,

and a hand-to-hand contest. Another
surviving feature of old times was that

the galleys of the Christian fleet were
furnished with beaks. But on the eve

of going into battle, it was discovered

that these beaks were rather a hin-

drance than a help in action. They
were not strong enough to do the en-

emy much mischief, and they gi'eatly

interfered with the working of the

guns in the forecastle. ' Don John
had the beak of his vessel cut away.

The example was followed throughout

the fleet, and, as it is said, with emi-

nently good effect. It may seem strange

that this discoveiy should have been
reserved for the crisis of a battle.'*

It was said a moment ago that the
use of firearms had made the encoun-
ters of fleets more deadly. This of
course only continued to be the case
as long as the battles were fought by
the same kind of vessels and the same
kind of tactics were followed in action.

In tlie naval combats of the last two
hundred years, the number of men and
ships brought into action on each side
has been greatly lessened, most of the
fighting has been done by artillery and
at a distance, and the amount of hand-
to-hand massacring has been reduced
to a minimum. Hence the losses in
killed and wounded upon each side
have been very greatly decreased in
proportion to the importance of the
results obtained. At the battle of the
Nile, the total loss of the victors in
killed and wounded fell a trifle short
of nine hundred men, and at Trafalgar
it amounted to sixteen hundred and
ninety. On the former of these occa-

sions, twenty-six ships engaged each
other, and upon the latter, sixty. The
number of men present in each battle
is not so easy to come at, but perhaps
we shall not be very far out of the
way if we estimate it at sixteen thous-
and in the former battle, and from
forty to fifty thousand in the latter.

But these figures represented the ut-

most naval power that the two great
maritime nations of the day were able
to draw together in single fleets, and
each battle annihilated for a time the
naval foi-ce of a great nation, render-
ing it for several years afterwards un-
able to place another large fleet in line

of battle.

With the old-fashioned machinery,
and under the old-fashioned tactics,

the sovereignty of the seas was not to

be disjjuted with so small a number of

vessels or gained at such a cheap i-ate

of bloodshed. At Salamis, the Greeks
had 310, or, according to some ac-

' Prescott, ' Philip II.'
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counts, 360 war ships in action. The
Persians had of all sorts fully 1,000,

two hundred of which, along with forty-

belonging to the victors, were taken

or sunk in the course of the battle.

Of this thrice-famous engagement,

there is an account still extant written

by a celebrated Greek who was alive

at the time when it took place, and

whom we may conjecture without any

violent stretch of imagination, to have

taken part in it himself. As there are

probably many of our readers who
have never seen this account, we make
no apology for reproducing it, although

it may be said without affectation that

the grandeur and spirit of the original

are greatly sacrihced in a bare literal

translation into English prose.

' name of Salamis !

' begins the

Persian messenger, ' most hateful to

our ears ! Alas ! how I sigh when I

remember Athens. Hateful is Athens

to us miserable ; we have to remember
in sooth how many of the Persian ma-

trons it has made widows and bereft

of their husbands to no gain of ours.

Artembares, leader of a myriad of

horse, is dashed against the rugged

shores of Salamis. And Dadaces, the

chiliarch, beneath the stroke of the

spear, has bounded a light leap out of

his vessel. Tenagon, too, the true-

born, chieftain of the Bactrians, haunts

the sea-beaten isle of Ajax. Lilceus,

too, Arsames and Argestes, overcome

by death, keep butting against the

hard shore around the dove-breeding

isle.' Then after enumerating several

other distinguished Persian command-
ers who lost their lives in the battle,

he continues :

—

' Night withdrew, and the forces of

the Greeks had by no means made an

escape in any direction. But when
Day, drawn by white steeds, had oc-

ciipied the whole earth, of radiance

beautiful to behold, first of all a shout

from the Greeks greeted Echo like a

song, and Echo from the island rocks

at the same instant shouted forth an
inspiring cry, and terror fell upon all

the barbarians balked of their purpose,

for not as in flight were the Greeks
then chaunting forth the solemn paean,

but speeding on to the fight with gal-

lant daring of soul. And the trumpet
with its clangour infuriated theii- whole
line, and forthwith, with the collision

of the dashing oar, they smote the

roaring brine. And quickly were they

conspicuous to view. The right wing,

well marshalled, led on foremost in

good order, and behind it their whole
force were coming on against us,

and we could at the same time hear

a mighty shout :
" Sons of the

Greeks ! On ! Free your country
AND free your CHILDREN, YOUR
WIVES, THE ABODES TOO OF THE GODS
OF YOUR FATHERS, AND THE TOMBS OF

YOUR ANCESTORS. NoW IS THE CON-

FLICT FOR THEM ALL !
" And, SOOth to

say, a roar of the Persian tongue met
them from our line, and no longer was
it the moment to delay, but forthwith

ship dashed her brazen prow against

ship. And a Grecian vessel commen-
ces the engagement and crashes off the

the whole of the stem of a Pho?nician

ship ; and each commander severally

directs his bark against another of the

enemy's. At fii-st, indeed, the bulk

of the Persian armament bore up
against them, but soon the multitudes

of our ships were crowded together in

the strait, and no assistance could be

given by one to another ; but they

were struck by their own brazen beaks

and were smashing their entire equip-

ment of oars. And the Grecian ves-

sels, not without science, were smiiinf/

them in a circle upon all sides* and
the hulls of our vessels were captured,

and the sea could no longer be seen,

filled as it was with wrecks and the

slaughter of men. The shores, too,

and the rugged rocks were filled with

the dead, and every ship, as many as

there were, of the barbarians was
rowed in flight without order. But
the Greeks kept stiiking, hacking us

as it were tunnies or any draught of

fishes, with fragments of oars and

' Three hundred ships 'surrounding-' a thousands
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splinters of wreck, and wailing filled

the ocean brine with shrieks until the

depth of murky night remov^ed it. But
for the multitude of our woes—no,

not if I should recite them in order

for ten days, coidd I complete the tale

for thee. For, be thou well assured of

this, that there never fell in a single

day a multitude of men of such a num-
ber. . . . No longer is the tongue

of mortals held in check, for the peo-

ple have been set at liberty to speak

their minds freely. And the sea-

washed isle of Ajax, with its shores

stained with gore, holds the bodies of

the Persians.'

When we consider the numbers of

the forces engaged, and of the vessels

taken or sunk in the action, the close-

ness of the combat, which lasted from
dawn till dark, and the circumstance

that no quarter was given or obtained

by either party, it will probably not

appear to be an immoderate calcula-

tion that there must have been at least

fifteen or sixteen thousand men to

whom that day proved their last. A
number sufficient to man the whole

British fleet that fought at Trafalgar,

and more than twice as many as were

to be found on board of the thirteen

ships that won the battle of the Nile.

In some respects, this sea-fight of Sa-

lamis resembles the famous land battle

of Cannge, in which, some two cen-

tu'ries later, Hannibal, with a force of

about forty thousand, managed, not

only to defeat, but also to almost utterly

annihilate two Roman Consular arm-

ies, numbering upwards of eighty thou-

sand men. In both instances the larger

force was crowded together into a heap,

of which the outermost portions, or

those nearest to the enemy, could not

fight so as to do themselves justice,

while those inside the circumference

were rendered helpless by being press-

ed upon by each other, and could not

fight at all.

But by. far the most sanguinary

sea-battle that has as has yet been

recorded in history was that of Le-

panto, fought between the Turks and

the Christians in 1-571, and upon the

same waters that had witnessed the

triumph of Augustus over Antony.

In the course of sixteen hundred years

there had been few changes in the

fashions of mai-itime warfare, save that

the ships were now larger, the fleets

more numerous, and the weapons used

were more effective and deadly. The
Turks (who were then thought invin-

cible at sea) had just been making a

formidable offensive movement to-

wards the West. Among other mat-

ters, they had wrested from Venice
tlie island of Cyprus, of which our

newspapers liave lately had so much
to tell us, and which then for the first

time became part of the Turkish em-
pire. The power of Turkey was then

what those of Russia and Prussia are

now—a great buj^bear to all the civi-
cs o

lized nations of Western Europe, and
extraordinary efforts were made by its

nearest neighbours to meet the danger.

A Holy League was formed against

the infidel, and all the forces which
combined Spain and Italy could send

to sea, were despatched against him in

the shape of an armament of nearly

three hundred vessels and eighty thou-

sand men. It encountered at Lepanto

a Turkish fleet, fully as large and as

numerously and bravely manned as

itself. In the splendid historical frag-

ment upon the Rdgn of rhilip II.,

which Prescott's untimely death pre-

vented from being finished, as it had
promised, into one of the most valu-

able and interesting histories in the

English language, there is an animat-

ed account of the tremendous action

that followed. Upwards of six hun-

dred vessels engaged each other with

little or no manceuvring, in a murder-

ous grapple, which lasted until ten

thousand Christians and twenty-five

thousand Turks had fallen.

' The fight,' says Prescott, ' raged

along the whole extent of the entrance

to the Gulf of Lepanto. * The volumes
of vapour rolling heavily over the

* Some nine or ten miles.
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waters effectually shut out from sight

whatever was passing at any consider-

able distance, unless when a fresher

breeze dispelled the smoke for a mo-
ment, or the flashes from the heavy
guns threw a transit-nt gleam upon the

dark canopy of battle. If the eye of

the spectator could have penetrated

the cloud of smoke that envelope the

combatants, and have embraced the

whole scene at a glance, he would have
perceived them broken up into small

detachments, separately engaged with
each other, independently of the rest,

and, indeed, ignorant of all that was
doing in other quarters. The contest

e.xhibited few of those large combina-
tions and skilful mana?uvres to be ex-

pected in a great naval encounter. It

was rather an assemblage of petty ac-

tions reseml ling those upon land. The
galleys grappling together presented

a level arena, upon which soldier and
galley-slave fought hand to hand, and
the fate of the engagement was gene-

rally decided by boarding. As in most
hand to hand contests, there was an
enormous waste of life. The decks
were loaded with corpses. Christian

and Moslem lying promiscuously to-

gether in the embrace of death. In-

stances are recorded in which every

man on board was slain or wounded.
It was a ghastly spectacle where blood

flowed in rivulets down the sides of

the vessels, staining the waters of the

gulf for miles around.
' It seemed as if a hurricane had

swept over the sea and covered it with

the wreck of the noble armaments
which a few moments before were so

proudly riding upon its bosom. Little

had they now to remind one of their

late magnificent array with their hulls

battered, their masts and spars gone
or splintered by the shot, their canvas
cut into shreds and floating wildly on
the breeze, while thousands ofwounded
and drowning men were clinging to

the floating fragments and calling pite-

ously for help. Such was the wild

uproar which succeeded to the Sabbath-

like stillness that two hours before had
reigned over these beautiful solitudes.

'

This we may call the last great sea-

fight of the old-fashioned kind, and by
far the bloodiest of them all. It made
a great figure in the history of the times

in which it was fought. All the mari-

time forces of Spain and Italy upon
the one hand, and the Ottoman Em]iire

upon the other, were drawn together

to fight it, and the uproar, the blood-

shed, the Te Deums, and the acclama-

tions of contemporary tongues were all

upon the very largest of scales. But
one may paint with a very big brush

and yet not be a very gi-eat painter.

Few people now trouble themselves

much about the great sea-fight of Le-

panto, and to most of those who at the

present time remember that there ever

was svich a battle, its central figure of

interest is neither the Pope nor the

Grand Turk, nor the King of Spain,

nor Don John of Austria, nor any
other of the great dignitaries of the

day. Histoiy which has allowed all

these worthies to retreat pretty far into

the background still preserves the re-

cord that a humble Spanish foot-soldier

who was then of as little [)ersonal im-

portance as any of his sixty or eighty

thousand fellow-fighters, lost his left

hand in the action and has casually

alluded to it in a work which will last

as long as litei-ature itself. He calls

it ' the noblest occasion that past or

present times have witnessed or that

the future can ever hope to see,' and

yet his own book is read every day by
thousands who would not know, witli-

out a foot note, to what occasion this

high language is applied. Cervantes

also alludes to his own naval experi-

ences in another passage which with

the alteration of a single expression,

reads like a translation from something

that might have been written by

^schylus or Sophocles and inspired

by the recollections of Salamis or

Arginusa?. ' And if this be thought

but a trifling danger, let us see whether

it be equalled or exceeded by the en-
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counter of two galleys prow to prow in

the midst of the wide sea, locked and

grappled together so that there is no

more room left for the soldier than the

two-foot plank at the beak-head, and

though he sees as many threatening

ministers of death before him as there

are pieces of artillery (read "gavelins"

and "arrows") levelled against him
from the opposite side not the length

of a lance from his body, though he

knows that the first slip of his foot

sends him to the bottom of the ocean,

yet with an undaunted heart inspired

by honour he exposes himself to all

their fire, and endeavours by that nar-

row pass to force his way into the

enemy's vessel.'

The old-fashioned galley, although

well enough sxiited for the compara-

tively calm waters and short voyages

of the Mediterranean, did not long

satisfy the requirements of the western

and northern nations of Europe, who
had to navigate the German and Atlan-

tic oceans. It was in these waters

that it received by degrees the modi-

fications which, in course of time, de-

veloped it into the modern man-of-war.

The war ships of the ancient Vikings

and Norsemen did not differ in the

general plan of their models from those

of the Greeks and Romans, but work-

ing in higher latitudes and contending

with rougher seas, they had to be

larger and more substantiallv built,

and their masts and sails benig much
more important items of their outfit

as compared with the oars, were stout-

er and heavier. Passing nearly all the

active portion of their lives at sea and

facing a rougher element, these north-

ern nations also became far better sail-

ors than their classic ancestors. There

seems to be no reason to doubt the old

Korwegian and Icelandic records that

their mariners, as far back as the

twelfth century had made their way
across the North Atlantic and landed

upon Newfoundland and the Contin-

ent of North America. These men
were not rowers so much as sailors.

Yet, between the high bow and stern

of their ship they still retained the

long single bank of oars along which, if

we may believe the old sagas, some

warriors were dexterous enough to run

fore and aft at full speed while the

rowers were stretching their stoutest.

Longfellow says of the famous King

Olaf—
\A'hen at sea with all his rowers

He along the bending- oars

Outside of his ship could run.

A feat which we might allow to be

notable, even though it were only done

inside the ship's rail. In most pictures

of these western galleys, we see dis-

posed along the rail on each side a

long row of shields, in appearance

oddly resembling the hammock net-

tings of a modern English frigate.

From about the close of the fifteenth

century the English and the Flemings

appear to have discarded galleys from

their deep sea service altogether, and

taken to the use of heavier vessels,

with permanent masts and sails. The

demand for skilled seamanship and

the use of heavier vessels steadily in-

creased, so that by the middle of the

sixteenth century, the employment of

galleys was confined to the navies of

southern nations bordering upon the

Mediterranean, where they continvied

to be used long after they had disap-

peared from the Atlantic. Heniy

YII. of England owned only one ship

of war. Down to his time the ves-

sels of the English navy were gener-

ally merchant ships hired from private

individuals, or contributed in certain

quotas by the Cinque Ports and con-
' verted into men of war for the occa-

sion. This was not a very difficult al-

teration to make. All merchantmen

in those days carried some armament,

and the addition of a few guns and a

hundred or two of archers or muske-

teers made all the difference between

a trading vessel and a fighting ship.

!
From the fine old ballad of ' Sir An-

i drew Barton'* (which we hereby

! take occasion to recommend most

heartilv to all our readers who are not

* tn the Percy ' Reliques.'
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already acquainted with it) we learn

amongst other things, that an ordinary

merchantman of that day could be

turned at short notice into a formid-

able man-cf-war.

Sir Andi 3w was a famous Scottish

admiral in his day—a brave and skil-

ful seaman, but something leaning to

the freebooter of quick hand—a de-

scription which we are sorry to say

would also apply to more than one of

the other worthies who first made the

British name famous at sea. For

three years, according to the ballad,

he had been the autocrat of the Eng-

lish channel, enforcing both submis-

sion and tribute from everything that

sailed in it, and earning for himself

amongst other distinctions, some spe-

cial, although far from complimentary,

notices from the Kings of England

and Portugal. On his last ciuise he

fell in with a Newcastle merchant

named Henry Hunt, who was retvirn-

ing from a voyage to Boi'deaux, and

whom he plundered pretty thoroughly.

Henry went ofi* ' with a heavy heart

and a careful mind,' but next day

was fortunate enough to fall in with

Lord Howard, who had sailed from

the Thames only three days before in

search of this very Sir Andrew^ After

telling his story, Henry volunteered

his services as a consort, and obtained

the loan of foui-teen guns for his ship.

It was not long before they fell in

with the gallant Scot, and after a few

preliminaries of naval strategy, a fxi-

rious action commenced, in which the

metamorphosed merchantman bore an

active part

—

Then Henry Hunt, with vigour hot,

Came boldly up on the other side

;

Soon he drave down his foremast tree

And killed him fo ii rscore {^ijroba bly an exayrje ration)

men beside.
' Now out, alas !

' s^aid Sir Andrew then,
' What may a man now think or saj".

Yon merchant thief that pierceth me
He was my prisoner yesterday.'

For the remainder of the fight and its

sequence we must again refer our read-

ers to the ballad itself, which, to our

mind, is one of the best in the whole

Percy collection. It not only draws

a lively picture, from which we can
learn and infer many curious details

concerning the sea-service of the per-

iod, but also presents us with a most
touching and attractive sketch of a

fine old sea king, who has good right

to a proud place in the naval history

of his country.

In the third year of Henry VIl's

reign, there was built for his Majesty
the ' Great Harry,' which has the

honour of being the first recorded ship

of the Royal Navy. She had three

masts, and as late as the year 1545

was the only vessel of that desci-iption

in the English fleet. She is said to

have been accidentally burnt at Wool-
wich in 1553, and if this be true, she

must have lasted sixty-five years,

which, according to the average of

modern ships' ages is a very long

period.* Henry YIIL, by his own
prerogative, and at his own expense,

settled the constitution of the English

Navy upon the same footing which
subsists to the present day. He insti-

tuted an Admiralty and a Navy Ofiice,

appointed Commissioners, and fixed

regular salaries for them, as well as

for his admirals, officers and sailors.

Properly speaking this marks the com-

mencement of a new era in naval

afiairs—that of wooden sailing-ships,

with the army and navy divided into

two distinct pi'ofessions. It is true

that vestiges of the ancient usages

continued to linger for some time in

connection both with the English and

with other navies. The bow and the

stern of the man-of-war still continued

to be built up into miniature forts, and

for a long time they were the only

parts of the ship that were armed
with heavy guns. The crews still con-

tinued to be occasionally supplemented

by soldiers drawn from the land forces.

Even down to the days of the Com-
monwealth and Restoration, the army
and navy continued to interchange

their oflicers, and }jerhaps their men
also. We now and again find an

* James' ' yaval IHAory,' vol. v;i.
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udmu-al commanding a division of the pages of Motley. And even as late as

army upon land, wLile, on the other i 1690, Admiral Toui-ville used his

hand, Blake, Dean and Monk had all

acquired distinction in militaiy opera-

tions on shore before they tried their

galleys in the descent which he at-

tempted to make upon the southern

coast of England. But the old-

hands as naval officers. The old- I fashioned system of galleys and sol-

fashioned galley, although banished
j

diers had served its pui'pose, and

from the English navy, still kept a within thirty years after the Battle of

place ill those of France and Spain.
|

Lepanto it may be said to have passed

The Spanish Armada contained ten or

twelve of very large size, only two of

which ever returned home again. A
few years later, Frederic Spinola at-

tempted to use these vessels against

the Dutch navy, with what disastrous second naval period,

results may be read in the spirited '

away and given place to the second

system—that of a separate naval ser-

vice, and wooden sailing ships. On
some future occasion we may perhaps

make a remark or two upon this

THE WANDEREE.

(A favourite German Song.)

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN'.

BV FIDELIS.

O'ER the wide world all lonely I roam,

Far, far away from my own cherished home ;

O'er the wild mountains my footstep is fleet.

Fearful abysses yawn wide at my feet ;

—

Still, my beloved, where'er I may be,

Thy gentle presence is ever with me.

High in the cloud-land wiiids my wild course,

^yhence the stream dashes with dizzying force,

From the white glacier's cold bosom of snow

I gaze on the world in the sunshine below
;
—

Here, even here, my beloved, I see

Thy gentle spirit still present with me.

Far in the depths of the solemn ravine.

Where the lake gleams in its silvery sheen,

—

Over the desert's hot glittering sand,

—

Hasting my steps o'er a strange distant land ;

—

Still, while I tarried, I ever could see

Thy gentle spirit still present with me.

So must I wander, the wide world o'er.

On many an ocean, on many a shore
;

Still, while I tariy, wherever I roam,

—

Faithful I am to my love and my home ;

—

Still, my beloved, where'er I may be.

Thy gentle presence is ever with me.
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WILKIE COLLINS AS A NOVELIST.

BY J. L. STEWART.

rpHERE is a wide ditierence be-

i- tween the story-teller, witli no
object in view but that of interesting

his readers in the unfolding of a plot

on which depends the happiness or

misery of his hero or heroine, and
the moralist who merely employs
fictitious characters because they are

necessary for the teaching of his les-

sons,—-just as lay figui-es are used by
dress-makers for the display of their

work. The mere story-teller often

teaches more effectively than the

moralist, and the moralist frequently

writes a more absorbing tale than the

story-teller. The story may be stupid

and the homily entertaining. Genius

breaks through all restraints, shines

through all the mists of inconvenient

method, and enlivens the dullest

themes,—as latent humour will crop

out in the pulpit, and set the congre-

gation on the broad grin.

And yet very much depends on
the form of the work and the aim of

the writer. Only the gifted few can

afford to neglect the architectural de-

tails, and even they do so at the ex-

pense of their reputation.

If mere popularity, as measvired

by the number of immediate readers

gained, were the object of novel writ-

ing, the gushingly sentimental, thril-

ling and florid fictions, which create so

great a demand for the ' literary

'

weeklies, would be chosen as the

model of the aspiring author ; but

every writer worthy of being taken
into serious consideration has a higher

aim than that : he seeks to gain the

ap})robation of the cultivated classes,

and have his books placed on the list

of those worth preserving.

By the careful cultivation of their

art many writers have corrected de-

fects which would, if allowed to grow,

have proved fatal to their reputation.

Some, finding themselves depending

too much on an absoi'bing plot, have
studied human nature and taken extra

care in the delineation of character
;

while others have laboriously con-

structed, or boldly borrowed, plots

which give unity of interest to the in-

cidents attending the development of

their wonderfully natural creations.

Natural defects are thus overcome,

and artistic harmony given to work
whose strength would otherwise be

counterbalanced by its weakness. It

is often the case that the part of a

book which displays the least strength

has cost the author the most effort.

Wilkie Collins has one of those

well-balanced minds in which the

constructive and didactic faculties

exist in pretty equal proportions.

He is an earnest moralist, with

story-telling and plot-constructing

capacities of a high order, and his

productiojis appeal to the minds of

the idle and the earnest alike.

With perfect appreciation of the

necessity for concealing the lesson he

wishes to teach, and full faith in his

ability to make the incidents impart

the instruction he seeks to give, he

sets himself to the task, primai'ily, of

simply telling a story. ' I have al-

ways,' he says, in his preface to ' The
Woman in White,' ' held the old-

fashioned opinion that the primary

object of a work of fiction should be

to tell a story. It may be impossil)le,

in novel writing, to present charac-

ters successfully without telling a
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ston,' ; but it is not possible to tell a

story successfully without presenting

characters.

'

In this method of working he dif-

fers widely from many of his distin-

guished contemporaries, whose char-

acter drawing is evidently first in

their thouglits, and must thank his

dramatic genius rather than his theory

for the permanent value attached to

his works.

Many stories have been successfully

told without presenting characters

which the world desii-ed to keep up
an acquaintance with.

Books are read once for the story,

and then, if the characters they pre-

sent are not interesting, they are cast

aside and forgotten.

Ml". Collins, notwithstanding the

secondary place he theoretically as-

signs to character drawing, selects his

types with care and elaborates them
with skill. Instead of being content

to allow them to make their peculiar-

ities known by their acts, in accord-

ance with his theory, he often intro-

duces them so minutely as to leave

little to be revealed by themselves,

thus showing that they were carefully

thought out before being aUowed to

take a place in the story.

' The ^Yoman in White,' which is

esteemed the ablest of his works, is

one of the best examples we have in

modern fiction of the union of a plot

of absorbing interest with characters

at once original, strong and pleasing.

The presentation of the characters is

merely incidental to the telling of the

story, I admit, but their conception was
a })rimarv instead of a secondary pai't

of the author's work. Laura Fairlie,

that lovely and lovable piece of inan-

ity, gets almost as strong a hold on us

as she does on Walter Hartright. She
is a fine example of the strength of

feminine weakness. Hartright and
Marian Halcombe, the ' magnificent

Marian ' of the ' grand grey eyes ' (not

the only one of CoUins's women with

this particular description of eyes),

devote their lives to her service, and

it seems right that they should do so.

She clings to them and trusts them,

and that is all the reward they ask or

expect. If it were not for her great

misfortunes she would hardly keep
her place in the reader's affections, and
even as it is we can hardly rejjress a

sigh of regret when her marriage with

Walter deprives Marian of the possi-

bility of ever seeing her unspoken
affection returned. It does not seem
right, although it is supremely na-

tural, that the helple-ss Laura should

win all the strong man's devotion,

while the glorious creature who united

her efforts with his, in their almo.st

hopeless stiniggle against the conspi-

racy of which Laura was the victim,

should inspire nothing but a sisterly

affection. Such women as she are able

to stand alone in this world, and a

merciful Providence provides that the

men shall fall in love chiefly with the

less gifted and self-reliant—with those,

who are not able to take care of them-
selves.

[This accounts for the large pi'opor-

tion of splendid women among the old

maids.]

Anne Catherick excites a curiosity

which is not gratified by results, but
the interest awakened in her is not at

all out of proportion to her importance

in the plot. The manner in which the

attention is kept fixed upon her, in the

expectation that she will make an im-

portant revelation resjiecting Sir Per-

cival Glyde, when it is a purely pas-

sive part wlaich she is destined to play

in the gi'eat crisis of the storv, is very

skilful.

Walter Hartright, that fine speci-

men of constancy, devotion, fearless-

ness and uprightness ; Mr. Faii'lie, a

unique study of refined selfishness

;

Pesca, the excitable Italian ; Mrs.
Vesey, the amiable old lady who ' sat

through life' ; Sir Percival Glyde, that

combination of strong passion and
pliant yielding to his evil genius

;

Mr. Gilmore, the solicitor, who reas-

suringly informs his clients that they
have entrusted their affaii-s to ' good
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hands ;
' Mrs. Miclielson, with her

charming faith in the angelic character

of Count Fosco ; and Madame Fosco,

with her dog-like devotion to her hus-
band, and her inability to distinguish

good from evil when he is an inter-

ested party, are all faithfully drawn
characters.

The great personage of the book,
however, is Fosco himself. He is a
wonderfully clear-cut type of a some-
what mythical class. With great skill

in music, chemistry, and diplomacy

;

with a magnetic power over men and
women ; with vast capacities for

work ; with the faculty of combination
well develoi)ed ; with gi-eat executive
ability

; and with a title and some
fortune, he is nothing but a spy in his

public capacity and a rascal in private
life. Nothing but principle is wanting
to make him a leader of men, a states-

man, a great diplomatist, or an ho-

noured member of a learned profession.

His breezy brusqueness, oily affability,

consummate impudence, infectious

good spirits, and unwearying activity,

make him the life of every scene in
which he appears. His management
of the brutal Sir Percival, his mastery
over his wife, his sublime effrontery,

his irrepressible vehemence when he
quai-rels with the physician's treat-

ment of Marian, his intimate relations
with his birds and white mice, his
charming manifestations of personal
vanity, his hearty and unhesitating
yielding to circumstances which he
sees to be too much for even his genius
to contend with, and, most of all, the
one weakness he manifests—his over-
powering admiration of Marian Hal-
combe—keep his corpulent form fresh
in the mind of the reader. His charm-
ing frankness, when he does not con-
sider it worth while to wear the mask
of virtue, is enough to make him
friends. It is in perfect good faith,

and not at all as a satirist seeking to

be smart, that he argues that crime is

a good friend as often as it is an
enemy, and points for proof to the
Howards passing virtuous misery in

hovels to minister to misery in prisons.

He is sincere, also, when he claims to

be virtuous becavise he carefully

avoided unnecessary crime in the per-

petration of the great outrage that

robbed an unoffending lady of reason,

liberty and identity. The reader

who can not forget his cold-blooded

cruelty, and forgive his offences far

enough to look pityingly on the man-
gled remains which his widow weeps
over in the morgue, lacks the charity

which all should feel for erring and
fallen humanity.

The life at Blackwater, when the

helpless Laura is struggling in the

toils, and the crazy Anne is hovering

around with her supposed secret, is

painted with graphic realism ; the

several stej^s in the unwinding of the

coil of conspiracy which bring Walter
slowly but surely to the end, enchain

the reader's unwearying attention

;

and the double retribution is brought

about in a dramatic and by no means
improbable manner.

Most of the writers who find fault

with the institutions of their country

—

with its legal, medical and theological

doctrines and practices—haveremedies

to propose for all the ills they discover;

but Wilkie Collins contents himself ge-

nerally with pointing out the evils that

exist, leaving to others the work of

devising the cure. In this respect he

presents a marked contrast to Charles

lleade, who prescribes minutely for

everything from tight lacing to the

treatment of the insane, teaches the

doctoi's how to deal with sprains, and
defines the changes that should be

made in the statutes.

In 'The Woman in White' the

author indicates, rather than presents

and denounces, the evil effects which

may result from the law of inherit-

ance, and in ' The Law and the Lady '

the Scotch verdict of ' not proven ' is

the objective point at which the re-

former aims. Eustace Macallan's wife,

in a fit of despairing jealousy, poisons

herself, and the letter in which she
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confesses the deed and bids farewell

to her husband, is stolen by a false

fx'iend of the family who gains ac-

cess to her room before the tragedy is

discovered. Eustace is charged with
having murdered her, the fact of his

having purchased poison is proved, his

want of afiection for his wife is estab-

lished by entries in his diary and let-

ters written by her to lady friends,

and various other bits of circumstan-

tial evidence are brought forward.

The jury, not willing to convict him
without more exjilicit testimony, and
yet feeling morally certain of his

guilt, take refuge in the convenient

verdict which the Scotch law allows,

and compromise by giving him the

moral without the physical punish-

ment of murder.

Eustace Macallan is crushed by
the blow. He looks upon the verdict

of the jury as the voice of mankind
in general, and refuses to believe that

any one can think him innocent. He
shuns the woman to whom he had
given the love for which his dead wife

craved. He changes his name, and
keeps scrupulously apart from all who
have known him, seeing only his

mother and one or two fi-iends occa-

sionally.

While in a retired rural village,

nursing this morbid horror of being

known to mankind as the man who
has failed to be acquitted by a jury of

the murder of his wife, he meets and
falls in love with the heroine of the

tale, and marries her under his as-

sumed name. She tells us, for the

stoiy is supposed to be written by her,

how she loves and trusts her husband,

how she is startled on the fir.st day of

theii" wedding tour by discovering that

he is wrapjjed up in the dark mantle
of some secret sorrow, how she learns

her husband's real name, and how she

acts under the stimulus of the uncon-

trollable passion that takes possession

of her to peneti'ate the secret. It is

in vain that she is assured that their

love will not endure the strain of the

discovery, that their happiness, their

union itself, depends upon her re-

maining ignorant of the mystery in

her husband's life. She is only the
more eager to discover the secret, per-

suading herself that she wants to know
it chiefly for the purpose of showing
that she can love and trust her hus-
band notwithstanding anything of a
reprehensible nature in his past life.

She does not rest until she discovers

the truth.

Eustace tinds her in a fainting fit,

with a pamphlet report of the trial in

her hand, and sorrowfully turns his

back upon her. She asks for him, and
is told that he has gone. She seeks
him, and learns that he has left the
country after making ample provision
for her maintenance. He stubbornly
refuses to believe that she can love

and trust him, with the shadow of the
Scotch verdict resting on him. The
first cold look, the first harsh word,
would cause the dead wife to rise up
between them, and there would be no
real happiness in their home.
And then she resolves to reopen the

inquiiy into the death of her hus-

band's first wife, and prove her hus-
band's innocence by discovering the
real murderer. That is the only me-
thod of curing his morbid state, and
winning him back to her. And so the
long struggle between the Lady and
the Law, the story of which is told in

this novel, is entered upon. It seems
hojjeless at fii-st, light breaks upon the
way only to be extinguished and leave

deeper gloom, and promising paths of

research lead up to nothing but con-

vincing proofs of the falsity of the
scent. And still the search grows
more fascinating to the lady and the
reader. We know that success must
reward her efforts, because she has
won a place in our hearts, and we see

no other chance for her happiness,

and yet we follow every step she takes

towax'ds the end with as much anxious
interest as though it were among the
probabilities that she could fail.

The strain of this absorbing inquiry

is lia^htened, without the action being
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retarded, by the antics of Miserrimus

Dexter, the devotion of Ariel to her

master, and the love affairs of Major

Fitz David. Dexter belongs to the

traditional dwarf family, possessing

the cunning, cruelty, and fickleness

which are associated so generally with

human deformity, and is even more
unreal and unnatural than Dickens's

Quilp. His vagaries create pity and
dislike rather than amusement, the

workings of his mind are too subtle

or too much tainted with madness to

give a true indication of his know-

ledge respecting the death of Mrs.

Macallan, and the whole picture of

the creatvire is inconsistent with the

previous part which he is credited with

having played. This ty|3e of physical,

mental and moral deformity is ex-

hausted, and should be banished from

fiction. It has had its day, like a

great many other stock models, and
novelty is no longer a cloak for its

unreality.

Ariel is a more original and inter-

esting study, although but slightly

sketched. The author does not hint

at having evolved her from the mazes

of a Darwinian research into the ori-

gin of species, but she is highly sug-

gestive of 'the missing link.' She is

deaf, dumb, and unimpassive as a

stone, except to her master. Pygma-
lion's power over the marble statue

seems no more remarkable than Dex-
ter's influence over this woman. That

human affection, devotion and intelli-

gence should be awakened in such a

creature, seems as strange as the

theory that such qualities could have

been evolved in the humali breast

from the mere instincts of animalism.

But we turn away from the morbid
contemplation of such unhealthy crea-

tions, and grow natui'al and cheerful

again in the delightful society of Ma-
jor Fitz David, ' the friend of the wo-

men.' What a charming old beau he

is ! Is it any wonder that the men
and women who know him personally

should like him so well, when we can

not read about him without compas-

sionate tenderness 1 The aged juve-

nile, entrusted with the keeping of

Eustace's secret, is besieged by Va-
leria, whom he can not resist seeing

because the servant reports that she

is pretty, and, after resisting her im-

portunity for a few minutes, throws
himself on her mercy. 'That home-
stead,' he feelingly saya to her, point-

ing to a painting on the wall, ' once

belonged to me. It was sold years

and years since. And who had the

money 1 The women—God bless them
all !—the women. I don't regret it.

If I had another estate, I have no
doubt it would go the same way.

Your adorable sex has made its

pretty playthings of my life, my time,

and my money—and welcome! The
one thing I have kept to myself is my
honour, and now that is in danger.'

Valeria, intent as she is on discover-

ing the secret, does not have the heart

to take advantage of his helplessness,

but, with a casuistry worthy of a

skilled polemic, persuades him that

his honour will not be tarnished by
permitting her to search the room
which contains the key to the mys-
tery, and the search results in the dis-

covery of the report of the trial. The
Major's relations with the fair sex,

past and present, are described in the

spii-it of his appeal to Valeria, and he

is altogether so very amusing and
good-hearted a personage that w^e re-

gret the catastrophe of his marriage

with the rude and mercenary young
woman whose musical education he
undertook to superintend. It is to be

feared that, after marriage, he could

no longer be the friend of the women
without encountering domestic broils,

that every act of gallantry was per-

formed at the risk of having his wig

damaged and his face scratched, and
that the gallant old gentleman was
compelled to wear a face of unconcern

for the woes of women whom he

burned to succour from the evils

which beset them. The consoling re-

flection is that he needed a protector,

and that, as he was bound to be the
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slave of some woman, it was best for

that one to be his wife. And yet it

seems cruel to the Major, and more
than crviel to womankind in general,

to tie him to the apronstrings of an
overbearing girl, who, having no sen-

timent, can never appreciate his ab-

stract feelings for the sex at their

true value, but will necessaiily regard

every act of gallantry on his part as

treason to herself. Alas, poor Major !

Honest old Benjamin \Adns our re-

gard ; and Mr. Playmore, with his

systematic Scotch economy, the man
who ' could not justify it to his con-

science to carry about his person any
such loose and reckless document as a

blank check,' is a well defined type of

the honest and conscientious family

lawyer.

In ' Man and Wife' the author is

so earnestly intent on satirizing and
denouncing the mania for muscular
sports, that he forgets the barriers

which ai t erects between the story and
the moral. His animus is so plain as

to weaken the force of his satire, and he

violates the proprieties of novel Nvriting

so far as to descend to downright in-

vective in his own person. This weak-

ens the work as an attack on muscu-

lar development, and mars it as a

story. Those who are not ardent ad-

mirers of manly sports will wonder
what excited this man's anger, and
those who are will resent his severity

instead of listening to his reasons. No
man with good muscular development

can read this book without feeling a

desire to try the effect of a right-

hander on the author, so unmeasured
is its condemnation of muscle culture.

The fostei'ing of athletic sports is de-

nounced as the revival of bai'barism.

'The average young athlete, his muscle

and his slang,' he says contemptuously,
' is beneath literary notice. ' Geoffrey

Delamayn is a brute, not because his

nature was bestial from the beginning,

but because of his muscular training,

while the gentle and studious Julius

loves books and cultivates music, ac-

cording to the underlying philosoj)hy

of this story, simjdy because his mus-
cles never attracted his fostering care.

If Julius had ever toyed with dumb-
bells, or taken lessons of a boxing-
master, or learned to row, his nature
would have been brutal like his bro-

ther's ! Muscular development, in the
person of Geoffrey, is placed in the
pillory, and pelted without mercy by
all who pass that way. Athletic sports,

as pei-sonified by Geoffrey, are made
as ridiculous, health-destroying and
brutalizing as possible. Even that
pert beauty, Blanche Lundie, becomes
a satirist in the presence of muscle,
and says to Geoffrey, when he wantsto
be excused from croquet, ' If you had a
mind, you would want to relax it.

You have got muscles, why not relax
them 1 ' And then Geoffrey, a Uni-
versity man, is made to dispute the
authorship of a quotation from Dry-
den :

—
' I rowed three races with Tom

Dryden, and we trained together. He
never said that.' When he is called

upon to exert his thinking faculties at
all he resorts to rowing, dumb-bells,
boxing-gloves and running, for the
purpose of clearing his mind. His
favourite exclamation is ' Thunder
and lightning ! explosion and blood !

'

He betrays Anne Silvester, abandons
her in the most heartless manner, sub-
jects his best friend to a false charge
of bigamy, and finally meets his death
while attempting the murder of his

wife, after having ceased to be the
idol of the people on account of break-
ing down in a great race in which he,

as the champion of the south, ran
against the fleeter champion of the
north. This is the man who is held
up as the kind of animal the muscular
maniacs worship. Whatever may be
said of Geoffrey as a type of muscular
mankind, he is the personification, the
natural product, of athletic culture, as
desci-ibed by the author, in the words
of Sir Patrick Lundie :

—
' If my hap-

piness stands in his way—and he can
do it with impunity to himself—he
will trample down my happiness. If
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my life happens to be the next obsta-

cle he encounters—and if lie can do

it with impunity to himself—he will

trample down my life.'

The author, who divides with Sir

Patrick the duty of satirizing the ath-

letes, gives us the following portrait

of Julius Delamayn :

' It is melancholy to acknowledge it

of the blood relation of a " stroke-oar,"'

but it must be owned, in the interests

of truth, that Julius cultivated his in-

telligence. This degenerate Briton

could digest books, and could not di-

gest beer. He could learn languages,

and could not learn to row. He got

through life (Heaven knows how !)

without either a biceps or a betting-

book. He had openly acknowledged,

in English society, that he didn't think

the barking of a pack of hounds the

finest music in the world. He could

go to foreign parts, and see a moun-

tain which nobody had ever got to the

top of yet, and didn't instantly feel

his honour as an Englishman involved

in getting to the top of it himself.'

He supplements this piece of satire

with descriptive passages of equally

keen edge. He pictures the inn,

where servants and guests, equally ab-

sorbed in the newspapers, reply to all

inquiries :
' Tinkler's gone stale,' and

describes the sensation which this im-

portant news creates,—when 'even the

London blackguard stood awed and

quiet in the presence of the national

calamity.' The playful pranks of the

athletes, in their joy over Geoffrey's

consenting to run, are not so well

drawn :
—

' Hercules I. cleared a space

with his elbows, and lay down, and Her-

cules II. took him up in his teeth. Her-

cules III. seized the poker from the

fire-place, and broke it on his arm.

Hercules IV. followed with the tongs,

and shattered them on his neck.' This

is broadly grotesque, without being at

all humorous, and palpable exaggera-

tion in which there is no humour only

serves to weaken the assault.

An intelligent foreigner is supposed

to be present at the sports, and is in-

formed that ' the solemnity takes its

rise in an indomitable national pas-

sion for hardening the arms and legs,

by throwing hammers and cricket-

balls with the first, and running
and jumping with the second.' This

foreigner goes to the theatre after wit-

nessing the enthusiasm of the popu-

lace at the sports, and notes theii* be-

haviour there. ' If the play,' says om-
satirist, ' made any appeal to their

sympathy with any of the higher and
nobler emotions of humanity, they re-

ceived it as something wearisome, or

sneered at it as something absurd.

The public feeling of the countrymen
of Shakspere, so far as they represented

it, recognized but two duties in the

dramatist-—the duty of making them
laugh, and the duty of getting it over

soon.' The lavish display of scenery,

legs and bosoms, he intimates, is the

only attraction at the theatre. The
people exhibit a stolid languor when
effects are exacted from their brains,

and a stupid contempt at appeals to

their hearts. No wonder Englishmen,

he adds, are chiefly remarkable for en-

joying jokes and scandal, and respect-

ing rank and money.
Sir Patrick Lundie is much happier

in his satire, because more witty and
less abusive. He is ' distinguished by
a pliant grace and courtesy, unknown
to the present generation,' and a cane

with a snuff-box head. He is a bright,

cheerful, wise and satirical old fellow,

with a decided preference for the man-
ners and customs of his boyish period.

He has forgotten that fashion had as

many follies then as now. Not hav-

ing leisure for fault-finding in his

youth, or because the prevailing

freaks of fashion at that time seemed

the correct thing, because there was
nothing in his experience to conti-ast

them with, he regards every present

folly as proof of modern degeneracy.

His observant eyes note everything.
' Can that charming person straighten

her knees 1
' he asks Arnold Brink-

worth, pointing the while at Blanche's

high-heeled boots, and Arthur feels
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tLat he is desperately in love with her

whetlier or not. He applies his tlieory

of degeneracy, in a ])layfiil way, to

himself :
—

' A wise jjerson once said,
'

' The older a man gets the worse he

gets." That wise person, my dear,

had me in his eye, and was perfectly

right. '
' What does the new genera-

tion know !

' he exclaims. ' It knows
how to row, how to shoot, how to play

at cricket, and how to bet. When it

has lost its muscle and its money

—

that is to say, when it has grown old

—what a generation it will be !
' And

again :
' You will find a lessening re-

gard for the gentler graces of civilized

life, and a growing admiration for the

virtues of the aboriginal Britons. ' His
intercourse with Arthur and Blanche,

so free from reserve or claims to au-

thority ; his management of his sister-

in-law, Lady Lundie, whose freaks of

temper make him sigh at the thought

of what his poor brother must have
endured ; his interview with Anne at

the inn ; his bearing at the inquiry

into the legality of his niece's mar-

riage ; and his final appearance with a

bride on his arm, combine to make
him a favourite with the reader. He
is ever sharp of tongue, and kind at

heart, railing at frivolity, and ready

to foi'give human transgressions ; fond

of having his own way, and gaining it

by tact where he might have it by an
exercise of authority. Sir Patrick is

a valuable contribution to the portrait

gallery of fiction.

Almost all the characters in this

book are sharply defined specimens of

interesting types, and all are more or «

less familiar to the students of human
nature as depicted in novels. Hester

Dethridge is a saddening example of

man's inhumanity to woman. There

is something revolting in her, and yet

one can not help pitying her misfoi--

tunes. But as we get a glimpse of

the homicidal mania that seizes her

at times, and think of the blessing it

would be to others if the tempting de-

mon should get the better of her when
Geofii-ey is within reach, it is diflicult

6

to join in the woman's prayer to be
delivered from temptation. Her con-

fession is an affecting recital of -no-

man's wrongs, and her fate a sad
warning to those who seek to escape
from miseiy by committing crime.

Bishopriggs is an ambitious at-

tempt, and only fairly successful. His
familiarity with the guests of the inn
is past all endurance. Fancy a serv-

ant, who is called to set the table for a
gentlemanand lady whom he supposes
to be a newly wedded pair, saying,
' Take her on your knee as soon as

ye like ! Feed him at the fork's end
whenever ye please.' It is not pos-

sil>le, even at Craig Fernie Inn, that
a waiter could have found it profit-

able to take such liberties with the

guests, and Bishopriggs is a man
who esteems the profits as next in

importance to the tipple. The author
is happier in his description of this

fellow than he is when he allows him
to speak for himself, telling us, for in-

stance, that he ' looked at the running
water with the eye of a man who
thoroughly distrusted it, viewed as a
beverage ;

' and he makes him act

usually in a humorously shrewd
manner.

Most readers will retain a lively im-
pression of Mr. and Mrs. Karnegie, of

. the Sheep's Head Hotel ; Capt. New-
enden, who would dance ; Blanche
Lundie, the pert, pretty and head-
strong young lady of the story ; Mrs.
Glenarm, who wanted a master, and
found one in Geoflrey after a cu-

rious courtship—who conducted a
very unconventional correspondence
with him after his marriage, and re-

tired to a convent in a very conven-
tional style after his death ; Lady
Lundie, who is, in many re82:)ects, the
strongest and most artistically devel-

oped character in the book, and about
the only one who is allowed to reveal

herself gradually by her acts instead

of being drawn at full length when
fii-st introduced ; and Mrs. Inchbare,
' a savagely respectable woman who
pleased herself in presiding over a
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savagely respectable inn.' They will

also remember, and smile at the recol-

lection, Arnold Brinkworth's propo-

sal to Blanche, when he stopped in a

blundering attemjit at the confession of

his love, sheepishly saying he ' wanted

a little encouragement, 'and was archly

told by the young lady to ' consider

himself encouraged.'

' Poor Miss Finch,' the next most

notable production of Wilkie Collins's

pen, is about the only one of his more
impoi"tant works without an undis-

guised attack on some popular insti-

tution, practice or doctrine. As a

work of art, it approaches perfection.

The materials are handled with con-

summate skill, but they lack the ele-

ments of w-ide popularity. Probabili-

ties are weighed carefully, the springs

of action are studied thoughtfully, and

the characters are true to themselves

in all their sayings and doings. There

are no vicious dwarfs, with supernat-

viral cunning; no madmen, with con-

flicting and unfathomable impulses,

at large in society ; no supernaturally

gifted persons who favour us at the be-

ginning with a prophetic view of the

end. These people are men and women
all the time, and submit to the limita-

tions which a wise Providence imposes

on human powers. The story's gi-eat-

est strength is its pathos. The blind

lady who is the central figure of the

tale, moves our tenderest compassion

at the fii'st, and retains her place in

our affections and her claim on our

pity to the last. Life ebbs and flows

around her, the conflict of human pas-

sions threatens to wreck her happi-

ness, intrigues are in progress in her

own household, physicians are dis-

puting as to the practicability of re-

storing her sight, and she is subjected

to cruel deceptions. Her artlessness,

her fearless trampling on sacred con-

ventionalities, her horror of being de-

ceived, and her pride in the delicacy

of touch and ear which make ujd in

part for her want of sight, are in ideal

harmony with the fact of her blind-

ness. AYith all a child's fearlessness,

with the passions and notthe prudence
of maturity, and with the attractive-

ness of beauty and grace, she is in dan-

ger, deprived as she is, in a great mea-
sure, of home protection, of meeting
with some irreparablemisfortune. The
divinity within makes us reach out

our arms for her support, and raise our
voices in warning, as she moves along

the edge of the unfathomable gulf of

lifelong sorrow without seeing the

danger, and we discover, as we often

do when we burn to rescue some im-

perilled being in real life, how inade-

quate are the powers with which we
are gifted to execute the promptings

of our nobler nature. When the dear

innocent nurses Oscar Dubourg, of

whom the reader is not by any means
an admii-er, holds his head, whispers

him to get well for her sake, and
kisses him, one can not help trembling

for her future. Her cheerful confi-

dence in herself is one of the saddest

and most dangerous features of the

case. If she really felt her helpless-

ness, and leaned obediently on some
trusty friend for guidance and sup-

port, there would be little or no dan-

ger; but she is a woman, and will

have her w^ay at times. How beau-

tiful are her mental visions of the

earth and sky, the fields and flowei-s 1

How we pause, even at the critical

moment when her sight is to be re-

stored, and tliink of what she will

lose 1 There is no affliction, not even

blindness, which does not have some
compensating advantages, no happy
gchange, not even the translation from
darkness to light, which does not in-

volve loss as well as gain. Lucilla

Finch felt this when her eyes had
been opened to the sights around her,

and vainly shut them with the hope of

bringing back the bright visions in

which she once delighted. This bri^f

period of her life was so unhappy that

we are reconciled to the final loss of

her sight, and, hearing her say, ' My
life lives in my love, and my love lives

in my blindness,' and seeing her safe
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at last in the ai'ins of tlie only nian

who can make her happy, we say fare-

well with wistful eyes, whose teai's are

those of tender compassion instead of

vain regret.

Madame Pratolungo, the voluble,

energetic and revolutionary, tells the

tale, and makes herself exceedingly

agreeable. The hardihood with which

she beards the human lion in his den,

when the interests of her blind pupil

require it ; the loyalty to her dead

husband, that breaks out in vivas for

the republic \ the frankness she mani-

fests in describing her father, for

whose sake she sacrifices much valu-

able time, as ' an elder in the Temple
of Venus, burning incense inexhausti-

bly on the altar of love,' and whom
she cures of a matrimonial passion for

a worthless womaii by taking him to

Rome and stupifying him with pic-

ture-gazing until he falls asleep before

the Venus of the Capitol ; her unself-

ish devotion to Lucilla, a devotion

that triumphs even over her woman's
sense of injury at being unjustly sus-

pected of improper motives and dis-

loyal act^ ; her breezy, vivacious, rat-

tling commentary on men, manners
and events; and her genuine goodness

of heart and singleness of purpose,

make her a delightful acquaintance

and a valuable friend. At her first

appearance she is happily accompanied

only by a boy who never speaks except

when he is spoken to, and manages in-

variably to convey his answer in three

monosyllables. This gives her ample

opportunity to introduce herself with

her characteristic frankness, give her

impressions of the scenery, and let

everybody into the secret of her jour-

ney, thus putting herself on familiar

terms with her readers at the start
;

and the more they see of her the better

they like her fresh foreign contempt

for forms, and her feai'less warfare on

conventional social shams.

Mrs. Finch, with a novel in one

hand and a baby in the other, slouches

across the stage, looking for her hand-

kerchief and lamenting her inabilitv

to pick up a lost half hour ; the Kev.
Finch struts around with liis little body
and thunderous voice, his nose for

money, his exalted idea of his own im-

portance, and his habit of ' putting his

foot down in his paternal capacity';

O.scar Dubourg, that helpless product
of a pui-poseless education, with his

foolish shrinking from the notoriety

he accidentally gained, his womanish
worship of his hare-brained brother,

and his utter lack of will to act for

himself when his happiness depends on
a moment's courage, grows out of the

reader's contempt towards the close by
manifesting unexpected decision of

character ; Nugent DuV>ourg, who is

favourably known at fii'st for hav-

ing saved his brother's life by the rest-

less enei'g}^ with which he rushed
blindly around in search of testimony

in rebuttal of the perjury of the clock,

is very amusing when introduced to

the acquaintance of the Finches—when
lie gives the Rector a lesson in reading

aloud, and instructs Mrs. Finch on the

subj ect of babies' frocks—grows puzzling
later on, develops into a villain through
want of strength to resist temptation,

and is finally dismissed with a mixture
of contempt that is softened by pity

;

and Herr Gi'osse, good, greedy and
gastronomic, full of kindness for his

patient, gentle in his very roughness,

with the manners of a bear and the

tact of a diplomat, from the moment
he arrives at Dimchurch until our
parting view of him, imprisoned by the

gout, and frantically ui'ging Madame
Pratolungo to make haste with his

wash for the eyes of his 'poor Feench,'

grows in our regard so much, both as

a man and an oculist, that we would
not hesitate to call him to our aid in

prefei'ence to his estimable and digni-

fied professional associate in the con-

sultation on the case of Miss Finch.

All readers of Wilkie Collins must
have been impressed with the import-

ance of the supernatural element in his

writings. He appeals skilfully to the

public taste for the marvellous, and
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gains readers by doing so. He shrewdly

suspects that all men have an element

of what is scornfully called supersti-

tion in their veins, and does not

hesitate to cater for it.

It is to the impulsive, aboi-iginal

and poetical side of the race, and not

to its reason or conscience, that tlie

successful novelist addresses himself.

The aboriginal man was filled with

superstition, and culture has not yet

fully counteracted its hereditary influ-

ence. The leaf, stirred by the breeze,

is a startling miracle to him who knows
nothing about wind and never wit-

nessed its effects on inanimate objects.

When the shadow of the moon passes

over the sun the frightened savage re-

sorts to rites which he considers most

likely to appease an angry Deity. In

civilized countries the breaking out of

a new and fatal disease, whose origin

and nature are not understood, has

about the same effect on the majority

of the population. The appearance of

a comet in the sky, even after great

progress had been made in the science

of astronomy, was almost universally

hailed as a supernatural sign—a warn-

ino- from Heaven of wrath at hand.

The tipping of- a table, around which

people are gathered for the purpose of

witnessing the power of a ' medium,'

is attributed to the spirits of the de-

parted. The restoration to health of

one out of ten thousand of the sick

pilgrims who pray at sacred shrines,

is ascribed to the direct interposition

of the Virgin Mary, who is reverently

thanked for ha^ang laid her healing

hand on the afflicted and made them

well. The train of thought started by

a dream, or a foreboding of evil pro-

duced by indigestion, causes a person

to abandon his purpose of sailing in a

ship which is subsequently wrecked,

and his whole soul glows with the proud

and happy consciousness that his life

has been preserved by the interposi-

tion of an all-wise Providence for some

great purpose. A beloved child, after

the physicians have despaired of its

life, rallies and recovers, and the de-

vout mother feels that it has been re-

stored to her in answer to her agoniz-

ing prayers. The profane Pike County
father, after a long search on the
prairie, while

' The snow came down like a blanket,"

finds Little Breeches safe in a sheep-

fold with the lambs

—

' So warm and sleepy and white -'

and, though he

' don't pan out on the prophets
And free will, and that sort of thing,'

he is as ready as the most devotit man
in the world to explain the manner of

his boy's rescue :

—

' How did you git thar? Angels.
He could never have walked in that storm.

They jest scooped down and toted him
T I whar it was safe and warm.'

Every force, the nature of which is

still unknown, is supernatural.

Every event, the cause of which is

not understood, is a miracle.

Science has reduced the number of

supernatural forces by discovering the

law of gi-avitation, determining the

orbits of the comets, harnessing the

lightning to the car of commerce, and
unmasking many of the processes of

physical and spiritual development.
But there are forces at work which
are too subtle for the scientist of this

generation ; things happen which are

not to be explained, except on hy-

potheses which people are not bound
to accept, by natural laws : therefore,

we still have a field for the super-

natural, we are still able to say,
' It is a miracle,' and defy disproof.

And have we not a right to say this 1

We have cheerfully given up, one
after the other, the beliefs which
science has unquestionably sho-wn to

be wrong, and we are ready to give up
our beloved superstitions when science

satisfactorily explodes them. Because
we were wrong in some things is no
pi'oof of our being wrong now. We
are bound, as superior creatures, to

have an explanation ready for every

phenomenon, and if our ovm experien-

ces, or the investigations of science, fail
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to furnish it, no one Las a right to

object when we exclaim, ' Behold the

supernatural !

'

Wilkie Collins, well knowing the

world's tendency in this direction,

and desiring also not to outrage the

opposing sentiment, gives many strik-

ing examples of occult phenomena,

and leaves his readers to i)lace their

own interpretation on them. ' The
Two Destinies ' is nothing if not

ghostly. The leading characters see

visions, believe in them, obey their

behests, and are never deceived by

them. Their faith is whole, and the

author's appears to be whole also.

There is no pretence at a common-
place explanation—no suggestion of

natural agencies by which the strange

results might have been produced.

Our grandmothers, as they sat knit-

ting by the flickering light of a dying

fire, and told us tales of haunted chests

of gold sinking into the bowels of the

earth when one of the diggers was
unfortunately prompted by the click

of the crow-bar on the iron box to

utter an exclamation, looked no more
seriously through their spectacles than

the author of this tale.

The story opens with an atti'active

picture of child lovers, as devoted to

each other as Paul and Virginia when
they played under the palm-trees of

their island home, and, like them,

destined to be parted. The girl's

grandmother, a student of Sweden-

borg, warns the father of the boy

that he can not separate the young
lovers :

—

' The spirits of these children are

kindred spirits. For time and for

eternity, they are united one to the

other. Put land and sea between

them—they will still be together

;

they will communicate in visions,

they will be revealed to each other in

dreams. Bind them by wordly ties
;

wed your son, in the time to come, to

another woman, andmy granddaughter

to another man. In vain ! I tell

you, in vain ! You may doom them
to misery, you may drive them to sin

—the day of their union on earth is

still a day predestined in Heaven.'

This prediction is fulfilled to the

letter. Long years after they are

parted, when he has returned from a

foreign land and can find no traces of

her, he meets her accidentally, and
saves her life without knowing who
she is. She is married, and in trouble.

She visits him soon in a vision,—not

as the maiden he loved in childhood,

but as the unknown woman he saved

from suicide,—writes in his portfolio

the place and time she ^vill meet him,

and begs him to come to her. He
keeps the appointment, and meets her

at night by St. Anthony's Well, when
she confesses that she dreamed she

did just what he had seen her do in

his vision. Another vision summons
him to the shadow of St. Paul's, and
there he meets a messenger she has

sent to the druggist for medicine, who
guides him to -her lodgings. Again
the cruel fate wJiich forces them to

live apart places the sea between their

resting places, and the spirit messen-

ger comes over sea and land, in the

semblance of the woman's little child,

and, floating high in air, guides him,

as the pillar of fire guided the children

of Israel, to the deserted and unhappy
object of his love, whom he now, for

the first time, discovers to be his child-

ish playmate. Now they are united

indeed, as the sibyl predicted, and are

introduced in the veiy prosaic charac-

ter of a newly married couple giving a

dinner party to which the gentlemen

come without their wives, the ladies

having sent excuses on learning some-

thing of the bride's anteced^its. This

is the whole story. George Germaine,

Mary Dermody, Van Brandt and the

rest are merely the shuttles with

which the supernatural warp and woof

of the tale are woven together. The
sad situation of Miss Dunross, and
the curious episode of Germaine's re-

sidence at her father's, are all that dis-

tract the attention from the characters

and events I have sketched.

In 'The Frozen Deep ' we have, in-
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stead of this commingling of disem-

bodied spirits for the purpose of mak-

ing appointments for the future, an

example of the second sight. The
possessor of the gift is a lady, Clara

Burnham, and it does not prove so

useful to her as Mary Dermody's gift

did to its possessor. She sees her

affianced husband, Frank Aldersley,

and the man who has sworn to be

avenged on the one who has gained

her affections, depart for the North
Pole in the same exploring expedition,

and is naturally anxious for her lover's

safety. The ships get frozen in, an
expedition is sent out overland for

help, and Richard Wardour and his

intended victim are of the party.

Frank lags behind, and his enemy vo-

lunteers to remain with him. Away
in sunny England, standing in the

garden of Mrs. Crayford's -villa, Clara

sees the two men, sees Frank helpless

in a cave of ice, sees Wardour launch-

ing the boat to leave him to perish.

She is remonstrated with in vain. Has
she not seen her beloved left to die 1

News comes of the explorers. The
men left in the ships have been res-

cued, and part of those who started

to traverse the icefields have been

heard from. Frank Aldersley and
Richard Wardour are among the mis-

sing. ' Did I not tell you so 1 ' says

Clara, in calm despair. Mrs. Cray-

ford gets permission to go in the ship

that is sent to Ijring home the rescued

explorers, among whom is her hus-

band, and takes Clara with her. And
then, when ashore on the rugged coast

of Newfoundland, the ladies are star-

tled by .the appearance of an appa-

rently insane savage, who has but one

instinct, except that of hvmger, and
this bids him save half the food and
drink he gets and stow it carefully

away for some one else. He is recog-

nized as Richard Wardour, and the

man for whom he saves half the food

so carefully proves to be Frank Al-

dersley. Clara's vision was true, but

it passed away before Wardour's bet-

ter nature came to his rescue, and bade

him forgive and save the poor bov
who had injured him unwittingly.

' The Dream-Woman,' as its name
implies, deals with the supernatural

on its somnolent side. Francis Raven,
whose mother predicts evil for him on
his birthday, dreams on the night of

that day that a woman attempts to

stab him in bed, and he afterwards

meets and loves a lady whom he re-

cognizes as the murderous disturber

of his slumbers. She bewitches him,

and he marries her in spite of the dream-

warning. She drinks and keeps low
company, they quarrel, he strikes her,

she swears to have revenge, and he
wakes up on the night of his ruext

birthday and finds her standing over

him in the very attitude and with the

very knife of the woman of his dream.

He springs upon her, and she hides

the knife up her sleeve, exactly as her

visionary predecessor did. She swears

to kill him yet, and Avith that partic-

ular knife. They separate, and the

knife is taken from him by roughs of

her acquaintance and restored to her.

From that time forth he lives a hunted

life—ever looking for his fate at the

hands of that terrible woman. On
the night of every birthday he dare

not close his eyes, nor remain alone
;

and at last, notwithstanding all his

precautions, fate, and not her own
seeking, brings the woman to his sick-

room on the night of his birthday, the

sleeping passion for revenge awakes,

and she stabs him fatally with the

knife he saw in the hand of the dream-

woman, the knife he took from his

wife when she first attempted his life.

' The Haunted Hotel,' the opening

chapters of which promise a tale of

absorbing interest, and a psychical

study of much power and depth, will,

I suppose, introduce the old-fashioned

ghost in as respectful a fashion as his

supernatural brethren have been pre-

sented to us.

The supernatural element of these

stories is about the only one which is

not treated with a touch of satire.
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The author's spectacles magnify the

weak points of the men and manners
around him, and he never misses an
opportunity of having a hit at them.

What is ' The New Magdalen,' which
the stage has made so familiar to the

public, but an elaborate satire on the

society treatment of erring- women 1

Mercy ^Merrick, wandering around in

search of work, and refused employ-

ment because she has no ' character
'

to show, is suggestive of the different

treatment men receive. A man, who
has committed the same offence, would
have no trouble, on the score of char-

acter, in securing a situation, and yet

she is shut out of every respectable

house, and forced to steal another

woman's identity in order to secure

herself a home. Her noble nature, in

comparison with the harsh, tyrannical,

and vindictive Grace Roseberry, and
with what Horace Holmcroft says of

his mother and sisters, is a satire on
the world's way of estimating woman's
worth. And then Lady Janet's wil-

lingness to keep her, on condition that

she would refrain from confessing the

fraud which had been already discov-

ered, and the conduct of people after

the marriage between Mercy and Jul-

ian Gray, are refined sarcasms on a

polite society which cares only for

superficial purity.

It is easy to imagine the grim smile

which the author's face wore when he

was treating of Anne Silvester's irre-

gular Scotch marriage. She had been
persuaded, by Geoffrey's protestations

and promises, to disgrace her woman-
hood, and the question is whether a

written promise of marriage which
she received subsequently is or is not

a legal marriage in Scotland. Should
it prove to be legal, Anne can go back

to Blanche's arms, a pure and respect-

able woman, but should it not be bind-

ing, she is an outcast from society, an
unfit associate for good people ! He
could not have gravely taught such a

doctrine as this, without protesting

against its absurdity from a moral

point of view, unless he intended it as

a satire on social shams.

The portrait of Mr. Faii-lie, in ' The
Woman in Wliite,' is a very severe cari-

cature of the fruits of the gospel of cul-

ture. He has studied art in many of

its forms, and is a connoisseur of

acknowledged merit. His collection of

paintings, coins, medals, etc., was large

and choice. He has wealth to collect,

taste to appreciate, and leisure to enjoy

the productions of art. And he shuts

himself up in his room, with velvet

carpets which give back no sound of

footsteps, silken curtains which admit

the light only after it has been toned

down to a more artistic and refined

colour than the garish hues of its

natural state, toys with his curious

coins, supervises the making of pho-

tographs of them for presentation to

a public institution, and, when ap-

proached by any one on business,

pleads ' the wretched state of my
nerves ' as an excuse for not attend-

ing to it. His look is ' frail, languid-

ly fretful and over-refinecL' His talk

is full of the popular jargon about

equality in art, and the brotherhood

of artists, and when a dra^ving-master

is introduced to him he illustrates the

theory by asking him to adjust the

curtains and hand him a book. In-

solence (refined, of course), selfishness

(disguised by the plea of being an in-

valid), and afiectation (cultivated so

long as to seem natural to himself), are

the chief characteristics which accom-

pany his culture. He even refuses to

acknowledge his niece, after she has

been rescued from the insane asylum,

because it is less exciting to his ' poor

nerves ' to believe the false story of her

death than to undertake to do his

duty by her. This product of the

exclusive culture of artistic tastes, like

Geoffrey Delamayn, the product of ex-

clusive muscular development, ends

with paralysis. They are extreme
types of two widely different classes,

and they meet on the edge of the

grave. They were not lovely in then-
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lives, but in death they seiTe as warn-

ings against the cultivation of one

physical or mental gift to the neglect

of others. The athlete who cares only

for his muscles, to the utter neglect of

his mind, and the artist who seeks

only for refinement, forgetful of his

duties tohis neighbour, become equally

brutal in their manner of dealing with

mankind.
How well the British demand for

propriety is set off by the stern remark
of the merchant to Pesca :

—

' We don't want genius in this coun-

try unless it is accompanied by respec-

tability.
'

House furnishing comes in for a
share of satirical criticism, as this de-

scription of Craig Fernie Inn shows :

—

' There was the usual slippery black

sofa—constructed to let you slide when
you wanted to rest. There was the

usual highly varnished arm-chau-—ex-

pressly manufactured to test the en-

durance of the human spine. There
was the usual paper on the walls, of

the pattern designed to make your
eyes ache and your head giddy. There
were the usual engravings, which hu-

manity never tires of contemplating.'

And here are a few more extracts,

which need no comment :

—

' The prurient delicacy which for-

bids the bridegroom, before marriage,

to sleep in the same house ^vith the

bride.

'

' But two of the occupations in

which people may indulge on week
days are regai-ded as harmless on Sun-
day by the obstinately anti-Christian

tone of feeling which prevails in this

matter among the Anglo-Saxon race.

It is not sinfid to wrangle in religious

controversy, and it is not sinful to

slumber over a rehgious book.'
' Mrs. Glenarm had lived all her

life in good society, and was a perfect

mistress of the subtleties of refined in-

solence.
'

' Among the long list of human
weaknesses, a passion for poultry seems
to have its practical advantages (in the

shape of eggs) as compared with the

more occult fi-enzies for collecting

snuff-boxes and fiddles, and amassing
autographs and old postage stamps.'

He makes his characters uncon-
sciously satirize themselves, at times,

and also makes their conversation a

sarcasm on the fashionalfle system of

education, by allowing them to talk

ungi-ammatically. I take it for granted
that this is his purpose, as I cannot
think of accusing so distinguished an
author of not having mastered the

subtleties of grammar. For example,
he allows Blanche Lundie, a marriage-

able young lady who has been educat-

ed by a governess, to ask— ' Who
shall I choose 1' Mrs. Glenarm, a

fashionable lady, says—" Who can I

ask 1
' Geo. Germaiue, who is repre-

sented as a fairly educated gentleman,
speaks of ' the time you laid down on
the bed. ' Lucilla Finch, whose blind-

ness is not supposed to have affected

her acquisition of gi-ammar, is not re-

proved by her governess when she

asks— ' ^^^lo is he talking to ?
' And

Julian Gray, the learned and eloquent

preacher, wants to know— ' y^Tho do
you think I met ?

'

There is a strong undercurrent of

sympathy with the legal and social

disabilities of women in these stories.

Mr. Collins is, like his own Fitz

Da\T.d, a fi-iend of the gentle sex.

Hester Dethridge would not have been
driven to commit the crime of murder
if she could have shaken offher drunk-

en husband without resorting to legal

machinery which was too costly for

her purse. She no sooner makes her-

self a home than the man whom the

law makes lord of her and her posses-

sions discovers her retreat, spends h(>r

savings, and finally sells her furniture

for ch'ink. Anne Silvester's mother
becomes the victim of a legal wrong

;

Laura Fairlie's helpless situation is

largely due to the law of settlement

and inheritance ; and others have rea-

son to sigh under the operation of laws

which men have made for women.
Our author draws largely on legal

materials for his plots and incidents.
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Besides the examples of this which I

have already given, tliei-e is the story

of ' The Dead Alive,' which he claims

to be merely a re-writing of the report

of a criminal tx'ial. Its picture of

life at Morwick Farm, where angry
passions rage in the bosom of the far-

mer's family, is fresh, realistic and
natural, and the plot is developed in

an ai'tistic style that stimulates the

reader without allowing him to be cer-

tain of the result. The circumstantial

evidence is so strong against the pri-

soner, who is to be tried for a murder
which was never committed, that he

is actually persuaded to confesshis guilt

in the hope of being saved from the gal-

lows. Then, when this act of moral

CO wai'dice hasbroken the tie that bound
the interesting young lady (I forget her

name) to a man in no way worthy of

her, the missing man turns up, the

self-condemned prisoner is set free,

and the heroine leaves the imhappy
family circle at the farm and goes to

England as the bride of the visiting

barrister.

No writer understands better than

Wilkie Collins the peculiar charm of

autobiographical literature, and he em-

ploys this style almost always. It is

made still more interesting, in ' The
Woman in White,' by allowing each

of the characters to tell the portion

of the story in which he was the

prominent actor. There is one ele-

ment in these autobiographies, which

I have already hinted at, that amuses

us at first, then seems unnatural, and

is finally accepted as real. I refer to

the charming naivete with which the

writers proudly relate things wdiich

make them ridiculous, themselves

wholly unconscious of the laughter

they are exciting. It must be con-

ceded by every one vnth. an eye to the

ludicrous that this is common enough
in real life, and a slight exercise of the

memory will recall sufficient incidents

to justify the author. Count Fosco's

cold-blooded confession of criminal mo-
tives, and his proud mention of his

own 'impenetrable calm,' are per-

fectly in keeping with the rest of

his character. Mr. Fairlie's chap-

ter completes his character as no des-

cription or dialogue would have done,

and his interruption of the serious

naiTative to complain that Fanny's

shoes would creak is not out of keep-

ing with his ideas on the relative im-

portance of events. One could not

stand a very long look at the world,

from Fairlie's point of view, but a

chapter or so is very entertaining.

Other artists might have thought, but

no one but Nugent Dubourg would
have seriously written, wdien hearing

of LucUla's l)lindness— ' Sad ! sad ! my
sistei'-in-law will never see my works.'

Another remark of his is equally in-

genuous, and one can fancy the puz-

zled air of introspection and the look

of disapprobation on the sceneiy, with

which it must have been uttered :

—

' In certain moods of mine (speaking

as an artist) nature puts me out.'

Madame Pi-atolungo is another very

amusing illustration of this peculiarity.

The relation of her expei-ience as the

w^ife of a patriot, her pledges to adhere

to the political philosophy of her late

husband, and the prophesies of the

downfall of kings, seem so broadly ironi-

cal that it is hard to believe her per-

fectly sincere, and we take ofi" our

hats mockingly and cheer at her fer-

vent farewell prediction :
—'The world

is getting converted to my way of

thinking; the Pratolungo programme,

my friends, is coming to the front with

giant steps. Long live the Republic I'
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IF by some strange series or coinci-

dence of disasters, all written re-

cords of Canada's past were swept out
of existence, the person who would set

himself the task of collecting fresh

material for its history, might find

no inconsiderable evidence of the

processes by which it reached its pi^e-

sent condition in its topographical

names. He would have little trouble

in discovering that it had once been in

the possession of nomadic tribes whose
languages, difieriiag essentially fi-om

those of the Indo-European or

Semitic groups, bore little trace of ac-

quaintance with the aims or needs ef

civilized life. If he succeeded in find-

ing a key for these languages, he would
learn that the wanderers had been
gifted with a certain rude eloquence,

often abovinding in poetic imageiy

;

that they had quick senses and were
keen observers of the workings of na-

ture ; that they were indisposed to

steady industry and lived chiefly by
the chase ; that their knowledge of the
useful arts was veiy limited and rudi-

mentary ; that their notions of religion

were just adapted to their wild and
unsettled habits, and that they were
frequently at war with each other.

Our historian, encouraged by the suc-

cess of his first researches, would find

the ground which he traversed to be-

come more interesting as he proceeded.

Even during his enforced sojourn with

the barbarians he would hear the hope-

ful voices of an energetic and daunt-

less civilization. As he stood in fancy

amid the ' forest primeval,' watching

its dusky lords with their sad and
burdened help-meets fulfilling their

obscure destinies, he would see a new
light in their dark eyes and discern a

new meaning in their shrill tones. He
would be aware of other figures in the

scene, stately warriors and gentle

priests and lovely and pious ladies

;

and by easily recognized tokens he

would know that he was in the pre-

sence of the beauty and the chivalry

and the Christian zeal of the- fail- land

of France. For more than two cen-

turies he would see the wilderness

gradually bursting into liloom and
fruit, often at fearful cost, but with

no murmur from the brave and faith-

ful labourers, till foes hid become
friends, and over hundreds of peaceful

hamlets, thankfully named after saints

and martyrs, the soothing music of the

A 7}gelus floated at eventide. But the

harmony is soon to be disturbed.

There is a fresh arrival from the west,

there is a sharp struggle and a decisive

victoiy, and a new order of things be-

gins. The flag of England flatters

above the citadel of Quebec.

The evidence of these three stages

in the history of Canada, may be read

in any Gazetteer or Post Otfice Direc-

tory. For the first we have such eu-
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phonious names as Hochelaga, Stada-

cona, Manitoba (in which I think it a

j)ity that the accent was not kept on
the penultimate), in Ontario, Ottawa,

Ii'oquois, Oneida, Canghnawaga, Chip-

])ewa, Manitoiilin,and a liost of others.

The first of these names lets us into the

secret of one characteristic of some of

the Indian tribes—their love of what
is pleasing in natural scenery. It

means 'the beautiful,' an epithet well

merited by the expanse of water which
bears it. The last gives us an insight

into their i-eligious tendencies. It sig-

nifies ' The Great Spirit,' by whose
creative power the island thus desig-

nated and all its fair surroundings

were formed. ' Baccalaos' (codfish)

is said to have been once the appro-

priate name of the island of Newfound-
land. A slightly changed form of it,

Baccalieu, is still applied to an islet

off the extremit}^ of the peninsula be-

tween Conception and Trinity Bays.
' Bestigouche,' which forms in part

the boundary between the provinces of

New Brunswick and Quebec, is said

to mean 'a finger and thumb,' a name
given from the supposed resemblance

of the I'iver with its tributaries to an
open hand.

Jacques Cartier, Chaniplain, Fron-

tenac, Richelieu, Iberville, Joliette,

Montmorency, Laval, Montcalm, Levis,

and scores of other names of counties,

towns, villages, streets, parishes, rivers

and lakes, form an almost complete

index of the history of the French re-

gime in Canada. And, if we are at

any loss as to the character and aims

of those who took a leading part in the

direction of its affairs during the first

two centuries of its colonial life, full

light is thrown upon them by the pa-

rochial nomenclature of the Province

of Quebec. It is, indeed, a summar-
ized Ada Sanctorum.
As to our third stage, have we not

Carleton, Prescott, Haldimand, Drum-
mond, Sherbrooke, Richmond, Wolfe,

Dalhousie, Lambton, Kemptville, Ayl-

mer, Gosford, Durham, Sydenham,
Cramahe, Simcoe, Elgin, Bruce, Bagot,

Bond Head, Kincardine, Dufferin, and
other local reminders of the great

names to which our predecessors or

ourselves have paid allegiance 1 As to

the significance of other classes of Ca
nadian names of places, some of which

are curiously suggestive, I have al-

ready, as above intimated, attempted

to throw some light on them in a pre-

vious article.

Geographical names in the United
States have owed their origin, for tlie

most part, to circumstances akin to

those which gave us ours. Not jn few
of them date back to purely ' Indian

'

times, as Massachusetts, Alabama,
Mississippi, Alleghany, Susquehanna,

and others more or less musical. The
first of these is said to mean ' Blue

Mountains ;' Alabama, which is as

soft as Italian, signifies, ' Here we
rest,' and was no doubt, often uttered

by weary chief to his submissive fol-

lowers after a long day's march in

pursuit of foes or food. Mississippi

is most appropriate, being ' The great

water ' or ' Father of waters.' Other
Indian names of places in the United

States are less poetical. ' Kansas,' for

instance, is ' Good potato,' which
makes up in use for what it wants in

beauty. I would be glad to give

more illustrations of this kind, but my
stay on this continent is limited. The
origin of Pennsylvania is obvious

—

the forest-land of Penn. That of

Vermont is equally so. New Hamp-
shire was so named in compliment to

Governor Masson, who was a Hamp-
shii^e man. Maine was settled soon

after Charles I. of England came to the

tlu'one and so called after the French
Province of his Queen, Henriecte

Marie. Rhode Island was perhaps

thus designated from some fancied re-

semblance in its shape or relative

position to that of Rhodes off Asia
Minor. By the way, the latter is

traced by some to the Greek word for
"

' rose,' in which species of flower it

was said to abound. Others derive it

from another Greek word, signifying

the ' dashing of the waves,' while a
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third class of pliilologists would peo-

ple it with the Dodanim or Rodanim,
the descendants of Javan, the suppos-

ed great ancestor of the Greeks.
' Maiyland, my Maiyland,' recalls

Marie de Medicis, the mother-in-law

of Charles the First and second wife

of Henry the Fourth of France. Vir-

ginia, fruitful mother of Presidents,

celebrates that illustrious .S})inster,

Queen Elizabeth. ' Florida,' given by-

Juan Ponce de Leon, to the Howery
land which he discovered on the glad

sprimg-feast of the Resurrection, is

one of the most poetical of the non-

aboriginal American names. The
local names in some of the States, as

in our own Provinces, tell the history

of their early settlement. Raleigh
will always have sad associations from
its connection with the fate of the

brave knight who bore the name.
Baltimore is a chapter in itself. Pro-

vidence tells of the triumph of faith

and freedom over stupid bigotry and
'justifies the ways of God toman.'
Philadelphia, with placid face beneath
its broad-brimmed hat, teaches practi-

cally the lesson of 'brotherly love.'

Washington is a living monument to

victorious patriotism. Pittsburg, Jef-

ferson, Albany, Montgomery, Jack-
son, and hundreds of other places point

back to days of exultant recognition

of pei'sonal merit, or warn the aspir-

ing of the fickleness of popular
favour.

Mexico and Central America oflfer

a rich mine to the searcher amidst the

ruins of language for what may throw
light on ethnology. But into such a
mine with such purpose I dare not
enter. Suflice it to say, that what was
stated as to the vestiges of different

races discoverable in our own local

names is with equal force applicable

to these countries. The native races

in the latter instance are, however, of

an altogether diflierent stamp from our
aborigines. We meet at the first

glance over Mexico with names which
are evidently akin to that of the great

voyager Quetzalcohatl, side by side

with others conferred by the Spanish
conquerors. Towering still above city

and lake and champaign is the volcano
Popocatapetl, still proud in the name
which it received from the Aztec po-

tentates. The lofty table-land of Ana-
huac, so glorified by Captain Mayne
Reid, has a like proud distinction.

Palenque still invites the scrutiny of

those who are eager to know what
that ancient civilization, so cruelly

and stupidly brought to naught by
thoughtless avarice, really was. Not
far from it, as if uttering in its very

name a cry of mockery, is Villa ller-

mosa (beautiful city) ! Mexico itself

is said to be derived from Mexitli, a

god of war. He was less trustworthy

than even Homer's Ai'es when,
wounded, he had to make a speedy

retreat to Olympus. Spain's three cen-

turies and a half of influence in these

lands is abundantly indicated in the

names. The name of God (Nombre de

Dios)is invoked and thanks are return-

ed (Gracios a Dios), as was the cus-

tom, by all accounts, with the pirates

of the Spanish Main, before and after

the accomplishment of some especially

nefarious deed. And of saints, angels,

and all the symbols of piety, we have
no lack. We have even peace (La Paz),

where there is no peace. What was
said above applies, to a great extent,

to the whole of South America. All

through it the names (with rare ex-

ceptions) are aboriginal or Spanish,

chiefly of the class just mentioned.

Some of these have interesting h.is-

tories, but it would take too long to

relate them.

The British Islands furnish a fine

field for this kind of research. Celtic,

Roman, Apglo-Saxon, or First English,

Danish and Norman Britain can

each be clearly distinguished. The
changes which some of the names have

undergone is remarkable. It is known,

for instance, that the Archbishop of

York signs himself ' Ebor.' This is a

contraction for the Latin Eboracum.

If we drop the termination, we will

probably have something like the ori-
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giiial British name. Let Eborac be-

couie Evorac, then Euorac, and we
have the form to which it was reduced

by the conquering Saxons. But as

many English towns ended and still end
in ' wick,' or ' wich,' (the Latin ' vicus,'

which is also almost Greek), Euorac
became in process of time Euorwick
or Yorwick, which was ultimately by
rapid pronunciation shortened into

York. I will not weary my readers

by giving them any moi'e details of this

kind. Hereafter they can gothroughthe
process mentally themselves. It will

be seen, however, that York is a very

ancient city. It was the capital of the

Brigantes, a people who seem to have
had kindred on the continent. It was
the station of a crack Roman legion

and had the honour of entertaining the

Emperors Severus and Constantius

Chlorus, who both died there. Camu-
lodunum which is introduced into

Tennyson's poem ' Boadicea,' is said to

have been Maldon. It was the first

colony which the Romans e.stablished

in the island, and contained a theatre

and a temple. Colchester was also a

Roman colony, ofwhich indeed, itsfirst

syllable supplies evidence. The ter-

niination, 'chester,'is the most com-
n I on trace of Roman residence in Bii-

tain, while it is also a proof that its

tenure was military. It is simply a

corruption of the Latin ' castra,' a

camp, of which ' castellum,' anglicised
' castle,' and softened into ' chateau

'

in French, is a diminutive. The city

of Chester presei-ves it without any
prefix. If it had any, it should be

Dee, from the river on which it is sit-

uated. The Romans, therefore, called

it Deva, but as it was an important

station, it became generally known as

Castra

—

tlie Camp. Verulamium was
another Roman town, whose name has

survived and become famous from hav-

ing given his second title to Lord Ba-

con. It was changed to St. Alban's

in honour of Alban, a convert from
paganism to Christianity, who fell a

martyr to the persecution which raged

throughout the provinces of the Em-

piie under Diocletian. The Vener-
able Bede has given an interesting,

though somewhat legendary account of

his life and death. Lincoln was the
Roman Lindum with colo.ua added.
In like manner Gloucester was the
Roman Glevum, Cirencester, the Ro-
man Corinium and Brancaster, Bran-
nodunum. This termination dunum,
again, Avas only a Latinized form of
the Celtic don or dun, which occurs in
many places, not only in the British
Islands,, but on the continent. For
instance, Dunkirk, in France, tha;t is,

a fort, which is also a church ; Dun-
keld, in Scotland, the fort of the Cale-
donians; Dumbarton, the fort of the
Britons

; Autun (the Latin Augvsto-
diinuiit), the fort of Augustus; Done-
gal, the fort of the Gael. Many others
will be easily found. Inver and Aber,
meaning the mouth of a river, are also

Celtic terms. We find them in
Abergavenny, Aberdeen, Inverness,
Aberystith, Inverary, Abernethy.
Kirk or Kil, a church, is frequently
found in local names throughout the
United Kingdom. Thus EnniskiHen
is a church on an island ; Kirkcud-
bright is the churcli of St. Cuthbert

;

Falkirk is beautiful church ; Kilmore
is large church ; Kirkby, a village

near a church—the 'by ' being Danish.
Other instances will at once suggest
themselves.

The origins of Britain, Scotland and
Ireland, are still iu uncertainty. Some
have derived the first from Brutus, a
Trojan, after the manner in which the
Greeks invented a Hellen, a Dorus,
an Ion, an Acha3us, and the Romans
their Romulus. It is, indeed, very re-

markable, how- careful all ancient races
seem to have been, to assign a cause foi-

the names of their countries and cities.

No one can have failed to remark how
many instances of this cai'efulne.ss oc-

cur in the sacred Scriptures. Beer-
Sheba (the well of the oath) was so
called from the sworn covenant be-
tween Abraham and Abimelech. The
poetic name, Mizpah, had its origin in
a like circumstance. Peniel, the face
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of God, and Bethel, the House of God,

are named in remembrance of extra-

ordinary divine manifestations to Ja-

cob. Even the place where Rachel's

aged nurse, Rebecca, met her death, is

conseci-ated by a name, bearing wit-

ness to the sorrow which the event

aroused in the survivors—Allon-bac-

huth, or Oak of Weeping. To return

to Britain, others derive the word from

hrit, signifying " spotted"' or "stained,"

because the Britons stained their bod-

ies to make them look fiercer to theii'

enemies. This, of course, is mere sur-

mise. So is also the tracing of Scot to

" Scyth," or to the celtic " scuite," a

wanderer. Ireland has been the sub-

ject of just as unwarranted conjectures.

Some have gone as far as Persia for

its origin; tracing it to " Iran," as that

coimtry is called by its own people.

Others say it is from the Greek Hicra

nesos, meaning Holy Island. Perhaps

I had better leave it there, lest I

should get into trouble.

With a hasty ramble, therefore,

over the Continent of Europe, I will

bring my lucubrations (and I use

the word advisedly) to a close. What
appears to be a most surprising re-

sult of an investigation of this kind

is the durability of the Latin language.

The names which the Romans, either

propria wotn, or by modifying old

ones, fixed on the countries, rivers,

mountains, lakes, districts, cities and

villages with which they had rela-

tions, in most cases adhere to them

still. Whatever barbarous or mediae-

val disguises they may assume, the

Roman imprint is still recognizable.

Utrecht looks Teutonic enough, yet

it is simply the old 'fmjechis Bheni.

Saragossa has certainly had some vio-

lence done to its features, nevertheless

it is Cfesarea Augusta. Orleans has

still the marrow of Aurelianum.

Whether in French Frejns or Italian

Friuli, we can discern the signs of

the stately Roman Forum Julii. Aix
has been made nearly as short as

possible, yet it is our old classical

acquaintance, Aqua? Sextitie, just as

surely as Mayence or Mentz is Mo-
guntum, which the early printers

abundantly testify. We can see Curia

in both Coire and Chur. We can fer-

ret out Const antina in the Turkish
Kustendje. Spanish Merida is Au-
gusta Emeritn, and Braga is Augusta
Bracarum. What is Aosta but another

Augusta 1 And we have already seen

the same proud name minimized in

Autun, the ancient Augustodunum.
Then Soissons, is it not Augusta
Suessionum 1 And Turin, it also is

Augusta Taurinorum. Augusta Trevi-

rorum has long lost its proud distinc-

tion. It has for slow, dull centuries

been simple Triers. Augusta Vinde-
licorum has, however, retained its title

in Augsburg. London can aflbrd to

forget Augusta Trinobantum.
There is abundance of Saracen re-

miniscences in Spain. Hercules has

been superseded by Tarifa, but, by way
of compensation the Pyrenees, con-

stant as the hardy Basques who in-

habit them, have still the name which

they bore in the days of Herodotus.

It has been claimed, by the way, by

some recent ethnologists that the

Basques (who through their common
cousin, Vasco, are akin to the Gas-

cons) are the same people as the Es-

quimaux. They w ere the great wide-

spreading race of Western Europe, it

is said, who preceded the Celts, by

whom they wei-e driven to the moun-
tains and the sea and the remote coi-

ners of the earth. The Esquimaux
portion of them were so persecuted

and so frightened that they never

ceased till they went in advance of

Sir John Franklin north-polewards.

I see it also announced that a Fi-ench

Abbe has written a most entertaining

book about the Phoenician Colonies

in France. The Phoenicians were cer-

tainly a wonderful people. Cartha-

gena, in Spain, tells its own tale. It

was not the custom in those early

times to give fancy names to places,

as we do en this continent. In the

interest of philology and ethnology, it

is to be regi-etted that any of the
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aboriginal names were changed. It

may be said in excuse, liowever, that

some of them were difficult for civil-

ized tongues to pronounce.

As has already been briefly illus-

trated, the origin of some names is

strangely hidden by barbarous modi-

fications. The claim is well known of

Stamboul to be a corruption and con-

traction of the Gi'eek ' Eis ten polin,'

which, rapidly pronounced, gives the

sound of staiinpolin. In like manner
Athens became ' Setines ' for the

Turks, from ' Eis tas Athenas.' Few
would recognize in Latakia, whose ex-

cellent tobacco they smoke, the Lao-

dicea, to whose people St. John wrote

a letter of reproof and warning. The
threatened rejection has certainly

overtaken them. It is not impossible

that some Italians, ignorant of his-

tory, may think Brindisi so called

from its merry-makings, instead of

being the old city to which Horace
journeyed. ' Far brindisi ' in Italian

is ' to drink one's health.' Hungarians
and other invaders metamorphosed
the names of the Roman cities in

which they settled, as already indi-

cated, but they seldom destroyed

them. In Sziszeh, with its queer

spelling, we can recognize the Roman
Colony, Siscia. Spalatro on the Dal-

matic coast, has been little changed
nominally since Diocletian resided

there. In some cases, however, the

change is complete. Ma?tling, for in-

stance, is the Romula, where Octavius

Caesar was wounded.

The names of many of the Greek
islands, cities, movmtains, ifcc, what-

ever the present inhabitants may call

them, have undergone slight, if any,

change for us. We still find on our

modern maps, j^rgos, Smyrna, Le'n-

nos, Ithaca, Olympus, although we
occasionally meet with such strange

alterations as Lepanto for Naupactus.

Teutonic and Scandinavian names
of places are full of a spirit of wild

and often gloomy poetry, utterly dif-

ferent from that which influenced the

Greeks in givinsr theii- names. Teu-

felsmauer (Devil's wi^l), for instance,

gives a key to German mythology.*
Others have a pleasanter significance.

Ehrenbreitstein tells us of the better

side of chivalry, when honour was
more than a name. Such names as Mari-
enburgand Heligoland (holy land) tell

of the rise of Christian influence. Bava-
ria bears with it, as does Bohemia, its

own pedigi-ee. It is merely euj)honized
from Boiaria, as Bohemia is Boier-heim.
Thorshavn, Odensee and Odenwald
take us back, as do the names of oui*

weekdays, to the time when Thor and
Woden, or Odin were cruelly propiti-

ated. Such names as Oberammergau,
Rotterdam, Amsterdam, Innsbrueck
(the Roman Pons Aeni), partly describe
the places which they represent.

I had intended to say something
about Eastern names, of some of which
it would be very interesting to trace
the origin. This, however, neither the
time nor the .s])ace at my disposal will

now permit. The local names of Pal-

estine alone would requii-e an essay to

* This difference iu the g-enius of the Teutonic and
Hellenic races is beautifully Illustrated by Father
Faber iu a poem, suggested by ' Therapia,''the Bay
of Healing, of which 1 cannot refrain, hurried though
I am, from quoting some verses ;

' The sunny wisdom of the Greeks
All o'er the earth is strewed

;

On every dark and awful place.
Rude hill and haunted wood.

The beautiful, bright people left

A name of omen good.

' They would not have an evil word
Weigh heavy on the breeze

;

They would not darken mountain side,
Nor stain the shining seas,

With names of some disastrous past
The unwise witnesses.

' Unlike the children of romance.
From out whose spirit deep

The touch of gloom hath passed on g^en.
And mountain lake and steep ;

On Devil's Bridfie and t;aven's Tower,
And love-lorn Maiden's Leap.

' Who sought in cavern, wood and dell,
\\ here'er the3- could Liy bare

The path of ill, and Inralized
Terrific legends there

;

Leaving a hoarse and ponderous name
To haunt the verj- air.'

Celtic local names are also well worthy of study,
as characteristic of the people. The ' Fairy Bridges,'
and Holy Wells and many othtr such legendarj'
names in Ireland are instances in pomt. Wales, the
Highlands of Scotland, and Cornwall are also full of
names which contain the relics c.f an earlr creed
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themselves. Much might also be said

of the vestiges of antiquity in Africa,

some of which point, as with ghostly

hands, to long perished civilizations.

Beginning a little below the Strait of

Babelmandeb (and what a wail from

the past does it suggest—'Gate of

Death !

') and going along the coast

northwards and westwards to the Pil-

lars, and then southward in the track of

Hanno, keeping the interior for some

hundreds of miles in view, as we jour-

ney, what rich stores of knowledge

might we not gain 1 If, coasting from

the same strait in the track of many

ancient voyagers, with a free pass for

digressions, we continued our course to

the mouth of the Indus, we might be

able to congratulate ourselves on still

more treasure-trove. But I ought really

to apologize to the reader for suppos-

ing that what was pleasing to me was
also pleasing to him, or for hinting

that I had earned his confidence in

such an expedition. If, however, my
guidance so far has been acceptable to

any of the readers of this magazine, I

shall, indeed, consider myself a very

happy pilot.

THE EECENT CRICKET MATCH, AND SOME OF ITS LESSONS.

BY T. C.

CAlSTADIAISrS were treated last

month to an exhibition game of

cricket, which has been somewhat

unjustifiably dignified with the name
and title of an international contest.

The celebrated Australian team, fresh

from their victories in England and

the United States, played against a

twenty-two of Ontario, and, as might

have been expected, scored an easy

victory. The Toronto men commenced

well, making the respectable score of

100 against what may, without any

fear of exaggeration, be called as good

bowling as any in the world. Fine

steadv play was shown by Messrs.

Adams, Ray, Hall and Sproule, and no

perceptible symptoms of ' funk ' were

displayed by any of the Canadian team.

The Australians only headed the

Canadians by 23 runs on the first in-

nings, the bowling of the home team

being so good as to excite the genuine

surprise of the visitors. The writer

was told by more than one of the

Australians, that they were absolutely

astonished at the excellence of the

bowling, which far surpassed anything

they had as yet encountered on this

continent. But the second day prov-

ed the Waterloo of Canadian cricket

:

misfortune in the inception led to

panic in the sequel, and of the whole
twenty-two, only Messrs. Lucas and
Sproule showed anything like a bold

front ; so that the Australians were
left with only 32 runs to obtain to

win the match, a task which they

easily accomplished without losing a

wicket. It is interesting to comjjare

our own game with one played by the

Australians against odds in England.

Eighteen of Sussex, comprising such

men as Lord Harris, the Hon. John
Bligh, Absolom Cunlifife, Penn and J.

Phillips were defeated in one innings

by the Colonists. As to the composi-

tion of the remainder of the eighteen,

the Australians state that there were

in it nine regular county players, and
that the remaining nine had all at one

time or another played for their coun-
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ties. Against such jjlayers as these

the Australians scored 260 runs, more
than double what they obtained in

Toronto, a fact which of itself shows

that the bowling and fielding of the

Canadians were by no means despic-

able. The two contests afford a paral-

lel in this respect also, viz : that in

theii' first innings the eighteen of

Hastings, like the twenty-two of To-

ronto, made a fair score, whilst in their

second innings they went down like

chaff before the ' demon bowler ' Spof-

forth, thus showing that helpless

panic in cricket is by no means con-

fined to Canada. The defeat of the

Canadians has, however, been called

humiliating and disgraceful, and one

prominent journal at least has pro-

nounced its fiat that either cricket

miistbe given up altogether in Canada,

or something done in the future to

avoid such a lamentable exhibition as

that of the 8th and 9th of October.

This is a hard saying, and a somewhat
unjust one, but still it cannot be

denied that it contains a broad ele-

ment of truth. As it is certain that

so long as there remain eleven men of

English blood in Canada, cricket will

not be given up altogethei', it may be

well for cricketers to take advice

however harshly and discourteously

given, and endeavour to create for

cricket a firmer foundation in Canada
than it rests upon at present. And
in promoting this end there can be no

use in criticising the recent game,

except in so far as it reveals the

weakness of cricket as a national

spoi-t in Canada. Much might be

said to shew Avhy a match ari'anged

purely in the gate-money spirit should

result in failure ; much might be said

to shew why the selection of the

players in such a match should not be

left to irresponsible persons ; but the

discussion of these, and similar vexed
questions, would have a merely local

interest and could do no possible good

to cricket. Whether the twenty-two

chosen to play against the Australians

were absolutely the be.st possible

7

twenty-two or not, is beyond the scope

of the present paper ; such as they
were, they played their best, and it ia

useless to fiout them after their de-

feat. Our purpose is a wider one
than the settlement of any such points

;

the lessons to be learned by the late

match are applicable to the whole
Dominion, to Quebec as much as to

Ontario, and to the Maritime Pro-
vinces as much as to either.

There are probably few Canadians
in any part of the Dominion, whether
cricketers themselves or no, who would
not think it a serious misfortune for

the noble game to fall into entire dis-

use in Canada. It is self-evident that

a game recjuiring strength, nerve, skill,

prompt decision, and, above all, disci-

pline and endurance, should not be
lightly thrown aside as an element in

the training of the youth of a country.

The oft-quoted saying of the Duke of

Wellington, that Waterloo was won
in the playing fields of Eton, has, with
what truth we know not, always been
appropriated by cricketers as refer-

ring exclusively to their own game.
Be this as it may, there can be no
doubt that many noble qualities, many
heroic deeds, have been fostered or in-

spired by the training received on a
village cricket ground. Emulation
without envy, obedience without sub-

servience, modesty under victory, and
courage under defeat, are among the
lessons leai-nt by a genuine cricketer.

The mere strengthening of the muscles
gained by the practice of cricket, as of

any other out-door sport, is as nothing
compared with the habits of sdt-re-

liant obedience which a man who plays
it worthily will acquire ; and history
show-s that the greatest nations of the
earth have gained their pride of place

largely by the possession of this very
(juality. Moreover, apart from these

practical considerations, a feeling of

sentiment, almost of poetry, clings

around the game. The names of Box,
Ward, Mynne and theii- comrades of

bygone days, heroes of many a tale

told to wondering school-boys of prow-
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ess in the cricket-field more than a

generation ago ; the cricketers of a

later time—Lockyer, Lockhart, Lilly-

white, Jackson, Grundy, George Parr,

Carpenter ; the modern heroes—the

"Walkers, the Graces, the Lytteltons,

the Lucases, Yardley, Hornby, cum
multis aliis quos nvnc prcescrihcrc Ion-

gum est—all these appeal irresistibly,

by the mere force of the memories

they evoke, to the heait of many an
Englishman. The village green, that

absolute republic, whereon, in the

great match of the year, the village

blacksmith bowls with a swift ' grub '

the fourteen-year-old young Squire,

who, cheeky from his brief experience

of Eton professional bowling, retires

with disgust at falling a victim to such

old-world stuff ; cricket at school and

at the university
;

glorious summer
afternoons spent at practice at the net

with a modest pint of beer afterwards
;

matches in which one made a triumph,

matches in which one failed, matches

lost or won by a fluke, or a single

brilliant piece of play ; all these are

things which, when the cricketer looks

back upon, he pities from the bottom

of his heart those who have no such

pleasant recollections. Nor do the

literary associations of the game fail to

arouse pleasant reminiscences in the

mind of cricketers. Who can forget

Leech's inimitable drawing of the

member of a twenty-two, who had

been playing against Jackson's bow-

ling, and who, bandaged in eveiy

limb, thus recounts his experience :

' The first 'it me on the 'ead, the

second 'ad me on the 'and, the third

took me on the leg, and the fourth

bowled me !
' Who has not laughed

over the immortal match in Pickwick,

with Mr. Jingle's description of

cricket in the West Indies % and what

English schoolboy has not ' conned

and learned by rote ' that admirable

account of the match which closed

Tom Brown's career as a Rugby
schoolboy 1 With such associations as

these surrounding the game, surely we
may say that in appealing to Cana-

dians, who are English in birth, Eng-
lish in sentiment, and more than
English in loyalty, it would be super-

fluous to point out the advantage of

sustaining cricket as the national

game of Canada. This being gi-anted,

it may be of some use to enquire into

the reasons for the broad result of the

late contest, and, further, to seek some
means by which, in the future, it

might be at least possible to change
defeat into victory. What are the

facts of the case ? One English-

speaking colony sends out an eleven

equal to any in the world, and an-

other English-speaking colony can
only put in the field, in either of its

chief cities, a very mediocre twenty-

two. The perfection which has been
attained in Australia certainly shows
by contrast, the neglect under which
the game languishes in Canada.

It cannot be denied, that, in draw-
ing a parallel between Australia and
Canada as regards cricket, the former
colony has certain natural advantages,

the possession of which will always
seriously handicap Canada in any con-

test for supremacy. First and fore-

most among these must be reckoned

the climatic differences between the

two countries. Cricket can be played

for eiglit months in the year in Aus-
ti-alia, and only for four, or at the

most five, in Canada. Again, the

wealth of Australia is more concen-

trated, and there are more men of

leisure there who can afford, like the

great English gentlemen-players, to

make cricket the business of their life.

Nor must the latter point be deemed
a light one ; it is a seiious obstacle to

cricket in Canada that many of the

best players have neither time nor

money to play many matches in the

season ; they are all, or nearly all of

them engaged in business, and cannot

pledge themselves long beforehand to

a series of matches, so that ever}'

club in Canada has to arrange and
play its matches from hand to mouth,

so to speak, instead of settling a pro-

gramme at the beginning of the sea-
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son. But, in addition to these natural

superiorities, wliich we cannot combat,

and must therefore resign ourselves

to, the Australians have this great

advantage, viz., that cricket with them
is a recognized national institution,

and receives help from all classes of

the community, from the Governor-

General to the shop keeper. The
Governments, one and all, tnake free

grants of suitable plots of land in all

the chief towns for the formation of

cricket-grounds, to be held for ever,

free of all taxes whatsoever ; all the

leading men of every town, whether
cricketers themselves or not, belong

to the cricket club and support it with

their means. In and around Mel-

bourne there are no less than twelve

cricket clubs, each with a tine eiiclosed

ground, with pavilion, grand stand,

etc., capable of seating many thousand

people. The great Melbourne Cricket

Club numbers 1,500 members, with a

subscription of four guineas each, and
is, moreover, helped liberally by do-

nations, notably a yearly one of £25
from the Governor-General. At the

commencement of each season repre-

santatives from each of these clubs

meet and arrange matches between
themselves, and also with outside clubs,

and by this means a feeling of har-

mony is promoted, and a comj^lete

knowledge gained of the merits of all

the chief playei's of the various clubs.

Mr. Conway, the manager of the Aus-

tralian team, said during his visit

here, that it was no uncoaimon thing

to witness 12,000 spectators at an or-

dinary Saturday afternoon match
upon the Melbourne Cricket Ground.

What a contrast this presents with

the status of the game in Canada ! In

one of the newspaper wi'angles, which

have done so much to disgrace and

discredit the game hei'e, cricket in

Toronto was characterised as ' playing

to empty benches.' The truth of the

sneer cannot be controverted ; some
two or three lovers of the game, and
some half-dozen loafers at the Cricket

Ground bar, form the average attend-

ance at a match between any two lead-

ing clubs of Toronto or district, and
for aught we know it may be the .same

in many other towns in Canada. It

may be said that all this merely be-

tokens that cricket is the fashion in

Australia and is not the fashion in

Canada, and the remark would be true

enough ; but, although we cannot ar-

bitrarily force fashion into the partic-

ular channel we desire, much might
be done to direct public attention to

the game and to educate the taste of

the rising generation for the noblest

of outdoor sports.

Protection against English and for-

eign productions is at present the pop-
ular cry ; surely there is, at any rate,

one old country product, in the form
of cricket, which, instead of being

prohibited, might, without damage to

any interest, receive a little of that

judicious fostering, without which, we
are told, nothing can flourish in Ca-
nada. Are there not in this, our
fairly prosperous Dominion, many
merchants, lawyers, and other leading

citizens, who retain, from association,

a sutflcient love of the game to wish
their lads to learn it and play it well i

Cannot they be induced to come for-

ward in their respective towns, and
form the backbone of really prosper-

ous and well managed clubs, which
would make Canada as distinguished

on the cricket field, as she is on the

lacrosse ground or on the water 1 A
little time, a little trouble and a little

money, are all that are needed, and it

can hardly be doubted that if the ap-

peal be made in a proper spirit and in

a proper manner, it will be liberally

responded to. We fear we cannot,

with any chance of success, ask for

pecuniary help for cricket either from
governments or from municipalities

;

taxation is heavy enough already, and
many a horny-fisted son of toil would
ask with amazement, and with com-
plete justice, why he should be still

more heavily burdened to support a

mere pastime, indulged in chiefly by
the sons of gentlemen. But from our
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rich mercantile and professional

classes throughout the Dominion, we
have something like a prescriptive

right to look for aid. There is no

country in the vorld where cricket is

supported bjj the phujers alone. Nor
is the reason far to seek ; as a rule,

the playing members of a club are

young men beginning life, either de-

pendent on others, or at most just

earning their own bread and cheese.

In England, as in Australia and

America, it is the non-playing mem-
bers who supply the sinews of war.

In the leading clubs of England, num-

bering their three and four hundred

members, perhaps fifty to seventy are

playing members, the rest are ' old

boys,' who are glad to sui>poi-t the

game by their purse and their pres-

ence on all and every occasion. This

may be regarded as pretty strong

proof that the game cannot possibly

flourish unless it receive extraneous

aid from others than actual cricketers,

and as we commenced with the as-

sumption tliat, if not a majority, at

any rate a great number of Canadians

would not willingly let cricket die,

we think this aid has only to be soli-

cited to be granted.

And now let us turn to the more

particular consideration of what is

immediately necessary to be done, in

order to promote cricket in Canada.

In the first place, strong clubs, com-

prising all the best players of theu- va-

rious districts as playing members,

and as many non-playing members as

possible, should be organized, each

with a good ground of its oxen, avail-

able at alltimes for practice ormatches.

Better play on a ploughed field and be

free, than play on the best ground in

the world to any extent on suflferance.

This must be made a sine qt'.d non in

any sincere attempt to revive cricket

here. Without a ground exclusively

its own, a club can be nothing more

than a heterogeneous mass of units,

thrown together by chance ; it can pos-

sess no cohesion, no discipline, no es-

prit de corps, and without the posses-

sion of these it is not worthy the name
of a club. These general remarks ap-

ply to cricket throughout the whole of

Canada ; we believe that they apply

to the Province of Quebec, and we are

informed, on undoubted authority, that

they comprise, in the opinion of ci'ick-

eters, the two chief points necessary to

revive cricket in the Maritime
Provinces, where the American
game of baseball has been allowed,

solely through want of organization on
the part of cricketers, to usurp the

place held of hereditary right by cricket

as the national game of Canada. The
real difliculty in the way of such a

programme as the above, is probably

the same in Ontario, Quebec, or the

Maritime Provinces, viz. : the want of

money. As a proof of this, it may not

be out of place to apply our remarks
more particularly to the present position

of the game in our own city, surmising

that a somewhat similar state of affairs

may exist in many parts of Canada.
The present Toronto Cricket Ground
is an admirable one. It is held on
lease, practically renewable for ever,

at a rental of $400 for the next two
years, and 8600 for the following

ten, and after that period the rent

is to be fixed by fresh valuation at

the renewal of the lease every

twenty-one years. The taxes at

present amount to over .$400, and it

will thus be seen that a considerable

sum in yearly subscriptions must be
actually guaranteed, in order to enable

any club to rent this gi'ound. To pur-

chase the lease outright would cost,

perhaps (this is of course a mere guess),

some ten to twelve thousand dollars,

but as it would manifestly be impos-

sible to raise anything like such a sum
for such a purjiose, it is of little use to

discuss this point. It is obvious to a

cricketer that, if obtainable, this is the

most desirable ground in the city, but
if it is out of the reach of the Toronto
Cricket Club to hold as their O'wti,

free from all outside interference, it

should be at once resigned, and steps

taken to secure some other groimd,
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however inferior, upon which the Chib
would be at home. The discussion of

the question whether sufficient support

should be sought for in Toronto to en-

able the Club to retain this gi'ound,

does not come within the province of

the writer j it is a question which must
be left to the practical decision of the

influential supporters of the game.

Nor would it be proper to formulate

any scheme alternative to remaining

on the present ground ; the only points"

I wish to insist upon are these :

1st. That without some outside sup-

port cricket can never flourish in this

country ; 2nd, that there must be in

every district of Canada one really

strong club recognised as the head and
fount of cricket in that district ; 3rd,

that such a club cannot exist with-

out possessing a ground absolutely its

own. If the recent match should have

aroused suflicient interest in the game
to induce those who love it, to attempt

to regenerate it, the above are some of

the difliculties with which they will

have to contend, and it would be

superfluous to do more than indicate

them here, leaving their solution to

influential and experienced hands.

The foregoing remarks point out

some of the lessons taught by the re-

cent match, more particularly as re-

gards the different degree of outside

support which the game receives in

Australia and Canada. But the visit

•of the Australians should teach an-

other important lesson. If Canadian
cricketers need help from without,

they also need help from within,

—

help from themselves to elevate and
purify the tone of the game, and
bind all cricketers in the bond of

cricket brotherhood. The most ad-

mirable and noticeable feature in the

play of the Australian team was its

absolute unanimity. They played as

one man, or rather each man seemed

to be a component part in a machine,

which worked with the most beautiful

precision and regularity. A word, a

sign, a slight wave of the hand was
sufficient to indicate to any one of

them what was expected of him. Nor
is this a result which can be obtained

by dint of mere practice and playing

together. Tliorongh love of the game,
perfect harmony, amenity to discipline,

and a cultivation of the ' give and
take ' spirit, without which bodies

of men can accomplish nothing, are

among the factors necessaiy to the

successful working out of such a pro-

blem. How different is all this from
the present state of cricket in Canada !

Here every town is jealous of its

neighbour, every club in every town
is jealous of its brother club, every

player in every club is jealous of his

co-players, and sulks if he be not asked

to take part in every match
;
quar-

rels between towTis, quarrels between
clubs, quarrels between individuals

abound, doing more to degrade and
discredit the game than thosewho take

part in them are aware of. In the

present condition of affaii-s it is hardly

too much to say, that if eleven Cana-
dian cricketers, chosen from various

Provinces and strangers to one an-

other, started on a twelvemonth's tour,

such as that which the Australians

are now bringing to a close ; before

the end of three months every man
would be at daggers drawn with every

other man, and by the end of six

months, like the Kilkenny cats, no-

thing would be left of them but their

tails. These unfortunate dissensions

have no doubt largely arisen from the

dwindling of public interest in the

game, and the consequent withdrawal
of all matters connected therewith

from the arena of public discussion.

Publicity and the force of public opin-

ion exercise a wholesome check upon
the tone and temper of disputants, and
at least force upon them that outward
courtesy, which does so much to pre-

vent an argument degenerating uito a

feud. But whatever may be its cause

the remedy for the evil lies in the

hands of cricketers themselves. Let
them in this respect learn a lessson

from the recent match, and take a leaf

out of the Antipodean book. Earlier
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m this pa2:)er mention was made of the

complete haimony with which the

clubs of Melhoiirne worked together,

and we believe the same might be said

of all the cluls of Australia, Let the

ciicketers of Canada try to emulate

the Australians, if not in s-kill upon
the cricket ground, at least in that

harmony and brotherly feeling which
do so much to produce the highest

form of skill. Let each town, each

club, and each individual player say

of any with whom they have hficl differ-

ences :
' Perhaps we were right, per-

haps they were right, most probably

both of us were wrong, so let us sil-

ently agree to sink all causes of quar-

rel, and inscribe the record of next

season's cricket on a new- and unsullied

page.' Tis ' a consummation devoutly

to be wished,' and that it may speedi-

ly arrive, should be the prayer of every

true cricketer, and of every Canadian
who cares to uphold the old English
ideal of manliness.

There is another lesson to be learned

by our cricketers from last month's
contest, which might have been in-

cluded in the foregoing remai-ks were
it not of sufficient importance to merit

a few se25arate words ; and tlat is the

supreme value of perfect discipline in

the field. It is the misfortune of

absolutely self-governing countries

that the very virtues of sturdiness and
self-dependence, which are the main-
springs of their well-being, incline

them to despise discipline, until the

fire of suffering teaches them how in-

dispensable it is to true unity. It is

probable that something like this is

answerable for the want of discipline

so noticeable in Canadian cricket.

Eveiy man believes so thoroughly in

himself, and in the infallibility of his

own judgment, that he is impatient of

control or restraint, even from a pro-

perly constituted authority. It would
be well if cricketers would remember,
that true dignity and self-respect are

never more conspicuously displayed

than in submission to an appointed
head. Each member of an eleven

should endeavour to sink his own per-

sonality for the nonce, and be content

to foim a unit in an obedient and
hai'monious whole. If this were done
we should not then hear of lasting

ofi'ence being taken at a harsh or a

hasty word from the captain, and we
should be spared the spectacle of men
absolutely refusing to field balls in

important matches, because, for some
reason or another, they feel dissatisfied

with the way in which it is managed
by their self-appointed leader. We
feel confident that the example of the

Australians in this respect cannot but
have borne good fruit ; the absolute

obedience of each man, not only to

the captain, but also, as to his conduct

in the field, to the bowler ; the man-
ner in which each man was ever on
the look-out for fresh instructions,

and the silent alacrity with which the

instructions, when given, were carried

out, thus rendering the batsman the

last to discover them, are among the

marvels of the perfect manner in

which the game is played by our bro-

ther colonists. It may be said that

the failure of Canadian captains to

preserve absolute discipline must be

the result of their own want of fiim-

ness
;

perhaps to some extent this

may be so, but it must be remembered
that a captain in a cricket match, in

any part of the Dominion, is too often

in the position of a man who stands

on a smouldering volcano. In this

connection it is encouraging to note

that the discipline of the twenty-two
in the recent match was, on the whole,

admirable ; their captain was excel-

lently chosen, and the menworked well

and cheerfully under discouraging cir-

cumstances. This in itself shows that

Canadian cricketers can rise to a

really important occasion, and gives

ground for the hope that, in the not

far distant future, we may rival our

late visitors in the quality of perfect

discipline.

Of the practical lessons in absolute

play taught by the recent match we
do not propose to say anything. Every
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member of the twenty-two is true

cricketer enough to appreciate, and
endeavour to imitate, the peculiar ex-

cellencies of the Australians, and in

this respect the match, badly beaten

as the Canadians were, cannot fail to

do good as a means of education in the

game. There is one detail, however,
far from unimportant, in which the

Australians set us a praiseworthy ex-

ample, and that is in being on the

ground and ready to begin play, punc-
tually at the appointed hour. Un-
punctuality ruins many a Canadian
cricket match ; the hours of play are

already short enough without being

further curtailed by the indifference

or carelessness of players ; and yet it

may be safely asserted that no single

match has been played this year on
the Toronto Cricket Ground in which
all the players on both sides were on
the field ready to play at the hour
fixed, and we have little doubt the

same might be said with regard to

most places in Canada. This is, how-
ever, most unaccountably, a common
failing among cricketers in most coun-

tries, and the magnitude of the evil

here would probably be mitigated

were the public interest in the game
to revive.

We have in the foregoing remarks
attempted to point out, not the lessons

in batting, bowling and fielding taught

by the recent match, Ijut some of the

broader and more important lessons

taught by the different conditions

under which the game is played in

Australia and Canada. We have en-

deavoured to show that, without some
support from without and some re-

form from within, the game can never
really flourish here. But of these two
the first is the more important, be-

cause if it be granted, the second would
inevitably follow. All who know the

cricketers of Canada will acknowledge
that they are as manly a set of men as

any in the Avorld, and if they were
accorded the measure of encourage-

ment to which they are entitled, we
are firmly convinced that no effort,

no self-sacrifice, would be too great

for them to make in the interest of

their beloved game.
Should the recent match have at-

tracted sufficient public attention to

induce those who have it in their

power to do so, to help the noble

game, the Canadian twenty-two will

feel that they have not been beaten in

vain, and the consciousness which they
will thus gain, that the lessons of dis-

aster have been more genuinely use-

ful than the pseans of victory, will to

them
'Best

Give consolation in this woe extreme.'

THE COMING OF THE PRINCESS.

BY R, RUTLAND MANNERS.

L'ENVOI.

FOPtTH from the home of gracious Majesty
;

Forth from the splendour of ancestral halls

;

From England's love ; from England's firm rock-walls

;

Forth o'er the troublovis, all uncertain sea,

Lo ! to our shores—high pledge to loyalty.

Our Princess, with her noble consort, comes
To be of us, and 'mong Canadian homes
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To make her home. To them thrice royal be

Canadia's welcome—all unworthy less :

Herself thrice royal in the proud trinity

Of biith, high thought and peerless loveliness,

Borne with a grace full noble, womanly,

—

An Empress-Mother's fit embassadress.

Her Prince, descendant of a noble line,

(In him with England's Royal lineage met),

On whose proud 'scutcheon ancient honours shine

Valour's reward. Its ducal coronet

In him shall rest on brows where laurels twine
From Virtue's hand, looped with the bay there set.

Thus there conjoined, compeering Sovereignty,

The ducal leaf and honoured bay shall be.

Right I'oyal be their welcome : let the land.

Each hill and vale ; broad fields and forests deep,

—E'en from the surges of Newfoundland's strand

Westward to where Pacific's watei's sweep,—
With gladness ring, from the first hour appears

Upon our coast the stately ship that bears

Th' Imperial choice, first welcomed to our shore

By volleying thunders of the cannons' roar :

-—So shall they feel e'en ere the night be come
That in our hearts they have indeed a home.

Thus it shall be ; lo ! from New-Scotia's shore

To our Columbia in the distant west.

In cot and hall ; in the far wilderness.

Loyal hearts that love, and lovingly adore

Goodness and worth—a Queen's true queenliness.

Impatient wait their fealty to attest

;

Prepared in them, with joyous w^elcomes meet.

Worth nobly shrined ; a Sovereign loved to greet.

II.

THE WELCOME.

Welcome them cannon—your thunders
Sending forth far out to sea.

As the proud convoy that bears them
Comes to the land where ye be.

Wake the great hills from their slumbers
Till with reverberate voice.

Loud they re-echo with welcomes.

Calling to Ocean, ' rejoice.'
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Welcome them bells—ring out bravely,

Pealing and chiming for joy,

Silver-tongued, deep-toned, accordant,

Your gladdest voices employ.

Welcome them—shouts of the people,

Blending with ' welcome ' rejoice :

V/elcome them Loyalty, cheering

With multitudinous voice.

Bid richest music attend them
;

Place where they pass verdured V)Owers,

Fill all the air with rejoicings

;

Scatter their pathway with flowers.

In the full concord of welcomes

Children's sweet voices employ :

Glad are the voices of children,

Meet for such service of joy.

Build to them arches of welcome,

With emblems bright interwove,

—

Roses, nasturtia* and myrtle.

Twined with the colours ye love.

Build to them arches : there blazon

Welcomes in letters of light
;

Letters of tire, flashing welcome !

When falls the curtain of night.

Then, from the height of the darkness,

Like winged heralds of flame

Star-crowned, red rockets your welcouies,

Heavenward sweeping, proclaim.

Build high on hill-top and mountain

Beacons to redden the night,

Signalling, eastward and westward,

A loyal people's delight.

Cannon and cheers of the people,

Music and loud-pealing chime.

Combine in thunders of welcome

That shall resound through all Time.

Thus in the greeting ye ofier

All that is joyous convene,

So be your homage—your welcomes

Worthy a Nation—a Queen.

' Najjturtis,* emblematical of patriotism.
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MYTHOLOGY OF THE ANCIENT>S—ITS ORIGIN AND PROGRESS.

BY GEO. V. LE VAUX,

rr^HE Mythology of the ancients re-

-L cognized two separate and dis-

tinct principles as the Dual Cause and
primary elements of the universe.

These principles were supposed to be

male and female in form, but similar

in divine essence. When joined to-

gether in mystic union they constitu-

ted the eternal One, who was believed

to be the Creator, Producer, and Pre-

server, beginning and end of all things.

The male principle—'the Soul of the

world,' the sublime creative Energy
diffused through Nature—was sym-
bolized under the form of the Sun, and
the female principle, the passive and
productive power, was deilied under
the name of Isis (the Earth or Moon).
All the deities of the pagan world may
be ultimately, if not immediately, re-

ferred to one or other of these pi'ime-

val principles. In every age and
clime the primary religion of mankind
was a sort of dualism representing and
combining, more or less, the various

active and passive powers of Nature.

Every living creature was represented

as proceeding from the divine essence

of the dual deity by mystical genera-

tion or creation. Plutarch says that

men from observing the harmonious
phenomena of tlie heavens, as well as

the generation of animals and plants

upon the earth, came to regard Hea-
ven as the universal Father, and Eartli

as the imiversal Mother. Varro in-

forms us that ' the Heaven and Earth
were worshipped in the Grecian Isles

as a male and female divinity, being

the parents of all things.' The poet

Euripides gives the same ideas in the

foUowincj lines :

' spacious earth ! and tliou celestial air,

Who art the sire of g-ods and mortal men I

While she, the ambrosial mother, doth receive
The genial showers on her expanded lireast

—

Teemin;,' with human offspring—and brings
forth

The aliment of life, and all the tribes

That roam tlie forest
;
justly thence proclaimed

Universal Mother.'

The poet Hesiod, in alluding to the

origin of all things, speaks of the

mystic marriage of the creative and
productive principles of nature under
the names of Ouranus and Gaia

—

Heaven and Earth. He affirms that
' they were the parents of all things,

and that the gods were the eldest of

their progeny.' Macrobius calls the

Sun ' the father of sea and land, the

genial parent of Nature,' whilst Euse-

bius speaks of him as ' the god who
renders nature prolific' Macrobius
further infoi'ms us that the Assyrians,

and kindred nations, gave the name of

Adad, which signifies One, to the god
on whom they bestowed tiie highest

adoration. ' They worship him,' says

he, 'as the most powerfiil divinity, but

join with him a goddess named Adar-

gatis ; and to these two deities, which

are in fact, the Sun and Moon, they

ascribe supreme dominion over all na-

ture. The atti-ibutes of this dual di-

vinity are not described in so many
words, but in symbols which are used

to denote that power that distributes

itself through all the species of beings

that exist. These symbols are emble-

matic of the Sun ; for the image of

Adad is distinguished by rays inclin-

ing doKVivardx, which indicate that the

influence of Heaven descends by the

solar rays upon the earth. The image

of Adargatis has the rays turned iip-

wards, to show that all the progeny of
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the earth is called into being by the

infliience of emanations from above.'

Virgil alludes to these physical al-

legories or mystic marriage, itc, of the

Recipi-ocal Princii)les of Nature in the

followinii; lines :

' Vere tument terra;, et genitalia semina poscunt :

Turn pnter nniiiiiiotens fa'cundis imbribus .etlier

Conjuiris f^ruiniuni l;et,ede.scendit, et Omnes
Magnus alit, niaj^'no tonnnistu.s corpore, fcetus.'

The Sun and Moon were the celes-

tial, and Fire and Earth the terrestrial

symbols of the deified Reciprocal Prin-

ciples. Hence their frequent designa-

tion under the titles of the great Fa-

ther and universal Mother, kc. It

must not be forgotten, however, that

both principles and all their collateral

physical agencies were sometimes ad-

dressed as one deity—individual, uni-

versal, omnipotent, and omnipresent

—and in this character the united

principles were represented by the sun
alone. Hence the origin of the old

Greek dogma :

—

'
. . . All thinars are produced of Jove (.Jehovah),

JupittT is a male ; Jupiter is an immortal nymph.'

Hence also the origin of Minerva, the

goddess of wisdom, who sprang f///e'i///

—full grown and armed—from the

head of Jove. It will be observed that

though the ancients recognized the in-

dividuality and separate existence of

the Reciprocal Principles, still, in the

"work of creation, generation, or pre-

servation they are always represented

as working together in divine harmony
under the influence of that mystic

marriage which uiiited, merged or

blended their individual will without

affecting their individuality, identity

or independent sexual existence. All

the pagan cosmogonies, theogonies,

and poetical rhapsodies on the origin

of gods and men, when rightly under-

stood, point to the Supreme Being as

a self-existent Omnipotent, Omnipre-

sent and Omniscient Unity—One in

will, in design, in action—His many
qualities or attributes being expressed

under a plurality of names and forms.

' On close investigation,' says Sir Wil-

liam Jones, 'the pagan deities melt

into each other, and the whole army of

gods and goddesses mean only the

powers of nature (chiefly those of the

sun), expressed in a variety of ways

and by a multitude of fanciful names.'

'The nations of the east,' says Bryant,

'acknowledged originally but one Deity

—the Sun ; and the gods of the vari-

ous Pantheons are plainly resolvable

into this Deity, who was the ruler of

the world.' Schelling, after due in-

vestigation of the ceremonial charac-

teristics and origin of the Samothra-

cean mysteries, affirms that ' the doc-

trine of the Cabiri was a system which

rose from the inferior deities, repre-

senting the powers of Nature, up to a

super-mundane god who ruled them

all' Mons. Pictet, a French archaeo-

logist of no mean authority, informs

us that ' the worship of the Primeval

Powers formed the basis of the primi-

tive religion of the Celts in Ireland,

France, Britain, ic' Who, in trav-

elling through Ireland, at the present

day, can fail to identify its people as

the children of those who woi'shipped

Bel, Belus, or Baal, Ashtaroth and

Moloch 1 Their mounds, hills, round

towei-s, and the frequent use of the

word Bal or Baal in the names of

their villages, with their May Eve
Festivals and ' Mid-summer bon-tires,'

clearly connect them with the race of

Iran (Persia), Chaldea and Phoenicia.

What intelligent traveller can fail to

recognize the l)lood of the Ghebers in

a race whose love for friends, lelatives,

faith and fatherland, iij as pui-e and

devoted as that of Hafed, and as warm
as the beams of that Fire-God whom
their fathers worshipped ! The same

might be said of the French, Highland

Scotch and other branches of the race.

The primitive Celtic settlers in the

west of Europe, like their more remote

ancestors in the distant orient, were

undoubtedly worshippers of the Reci-

procal Principles. The ancient festival

of the vernal equinox, now represen-

ted by Maij-dny rejoicings, connects
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them with the sun worshippers. The
' Maypole ' crowned with flowers, was
clearly a Phallic emblem, indicating

and welcoming the resurrection or re-

turn of the vivifying or active powers
of Nature. The bon-fires at mid-sum-
mer still show that their forefathers

were fire-worshippers. We are not
surprised, therefore, to read the fol-

lowing interesting summary of ancient

Celtic faith, from the able pen of M.
Pictet :

—
' From a primitive duality

constituting the fundamental force of

the universe there arises a double pro-

gi-ession of cosmical powers which,
after having crossed each other by a

mutual transition, at last proceed to

blend in one supreme unity, as in

their essential principles. Such, in a

few words, is the distinctive character

of the Mythological doctrines of the
ancient Irish ; such, in fact, is the sum
of all my labours.'

The mythological systems of Am-
erica duly recognized the doctrine of

the Reciprocal Principles of Nature.
Indeed it seems to have formed the
germ or nucleus of eveiy Indian creed
from Baffin's Bay to Cape Horn. The
Hurons and Algonquins worshipped
the Sun, as well as the Cherokees,
Peruvians and Mexicans, regarding it

as an emblem of Divine Power and
intelligence, and the celestial abode of

the Great Spirit if not actually a por-

tion of his body. Some tribes paid
divine honours to fire, believing it to

be the earthly representative of the
Sun, and the most potent of the guard-
ian agents appointed to take care of

mankind. They regarded it as indica-

tive of the sacred and mysterious pre-

sence of the Great Father ; and when-
ever they required any special favour
fi'om the Divinity it was made known
to Fire, accompanied by an ofiering.

Smoke they regarded as the messenger
of Fire and believed it carried peti-

tions from earth to Heaven. In token
of this homage to the Sun and his

minister, Fire, and with a view of

securing the favour of the Great Spirit,

they always, when making treaties,

pufied the smoke from the calumet (or

pipe) towards that part of the skies

where the sun was at the time. For
all national or religious purposes they
obtained fire from flint. When so ob-

tained, it was regarded as the symbol
of purity ; hence their desire to light

their pipes with it. The Hurons, like

the races of the South, not only wor-

shipped the sun but actually claimed

descent from that luminary. In Mexico
and Peru the Reciprocal Principles

were symbolized, the first by the Sun
or Fire, the second by the Moon or

Earth. The Peruvians celebrated an
annual festival called ' Raimi, in honour
of the Sun—the great father of all visi-

ble things (as they said), and by whom
all are generated and sustained.' The
universal acceptance of the doctrine of

the Reciprocal Principles in the Old
and New Worlds proves that it must
have had its foundation in some natur-

al law, common to all creatures, and
of general application in every depart-

ment of reproductive nature. These

principles were first personified, then

deified, and finally, as in India, con-

A-erted from imaginary forms into

realities— the symbols of the deities

being succeeded by typical representa-

tions of the procreative powers. The
first object of idolatry in the Old
World would seem to have been a

stone pillar placed in the ground in an
upright position as an emblem of the

active or generative power of Nature.

The Hindoos called this symbol the

Linyham. The female or reproduc-

tive energy was called the Yoni and
symbolized under various forms. In

the course of ages both emblems, by

a species of refinement, came to be

symbolized by a cross—the upi'ight

bar representing the male energy and

the hoi'izontal bar the female capacity

of reproduction. In this connection

the sacred Tau (-f) or cross long repre-

ssnted the Reciprocal Principles of

Nature, and was worshipped as an em-

blem of the Sun, and, through him, of

the Creator, ages before the birth of the

Divine Founder of Christianitv. This
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accounts for the universality and re-

mote antiquity of its presence amongst
the nations of both hemispheres—in

the vales of Cashmere as well as on
the hills of Mexico and Peru. In Ire-

land and other Celtic countries, the

ancient worship of the Lingham and
Yoni, or Reciprocal Principles, is in-

dicated by the Cromleach—one or

more upright stone pillars with a large

horizontal stone placed on the upper
end, so as to make the structure re-

semble a table or altar. It is said

that the ancient druids also raised up-

right stones in honour of the Recipro-

cal Principles. The woi'ship of the

Reproductive Powers of Nature, un-

der the form of a cross, was general

amongst the Indians of Yucatan
prior to the arrival of the Spaniards.

This emblem was a beautiful and ap-

propriate symbol of the Reciprocal

Principles combined. Hence its gen-

eral use and the ease with which
it was received in after years as an
emblem of Christian humility, equali-

ty and justice, of enduring fortitude,

devotion and self-sacrifice, of a final

resurrection and life eternal, of a bright

hereafter in a land of pure delight,

where congenial souls shall dwell in

peace, together reigning forever in ai^

atmosphere of love.

The worship of the Reciprocal Prin-

ciples was natural in conception and of

pure origin ; but succeeding genera-

tions abused its simplicity by ' refine-

ments ' which soon obliterated the

meaning of the original ceremonies.

Its origin indicates an era in the on-

ward march of human intelligence,

when savage man first grasped the idea

of a self-existent Creator or Great

First Cause—a cause which he gi-adual-

ly learned to worship under the var-

ious phases of Nature ; so that the

simplicity of his primeval religion

soon became quite complex and the

original dual deity degraded into many
gods. It is true the initiated saw biit

One God under a variety of forms in

these ancient ceremonies ; but the un-

initiated saw therein a multitude of

gods of every form, and consequently
soon lost sight of the nece.ssaiy unity
of the Supreme Being. * Though I

am the sole super-existent God,' says
Siva, ' still do I assume various forms.
Among the skilled in divine knowledge
I am Brahma. Among those free from
evil I am the ancient God Hari (sup-
posed to be Osiris and Isis combined)

;

among the Adityas I am Vishnu,
&c.' The Hindoos worshipjjed the Sun
as the emblem of the Triad, or Trinity
in Unity. This Trinity was supposed
to be composed of the three Gods,
Brahma, the Creator ; Vishnu, the
Preserver

; and Siva, the Reproducer.
The doctrine of a divine Triad is one
of the most common characteristics of
ancient creeds. A trij^e distribution

of divine attributes seems to have been
a dogma of every primitive religion

during some stage of its development.
Indeed, there is scarcely any system
of theology which does not embrace
it ; nor is there any in which the
three divinities are not occasionallv

represented as merging into One. In
almost every faith we find deifications

of the creative and productive powers
of nature—a great Father, a great
Mother, and a mystical Son, who
unites in his own person the divine
essence and attributes of both parents,

and thus becomes their physical re-

presentative and colleague in the Triad.

Assyrians, Greeks, Romans, Celts, In-
dians, and other races have all held this

dogma during some period of their reli-

gious progress and national existence.

In some races we notice a plurality of
gods merging into a Trinity, then the
Trinity seems to dissolve into a Dual-
ity, and this again into a Supreme
Unity. Other races manifest a ten-
dency to eiT in the opposite direction,

by exhibiting a superstitious inclina-

tion to multiply the objects of adora-
tion, which, of course, entails a loss of
devotion, reverence, and affection for
the original individual or dual Deity.
It must not be forgotten, however,
that the learned or initiated in the
pagan mysteries did not regard the
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divine essence as changeable or divis-

able, but as One and individual though

universal. They generally recognized

a divine unity under many forms,

symbols, and names. The vulgar or

uninitiated, in their ignorance, soon

came to regard these symbols and

names with reverence, and in the

course of time worshipped them as

gods. The unity of the God-Head
was thus gradually ignored, the doc-

trine of the Reciprocal Principles for-

gotten, and men in their blindness

' worshipped the work of their own
hands.' Tt was so in Hindostan three

thousand years ago, and it is so to-day.

Turning our eyes to India, we find

that the Hindoo Triad is a Unity in

the form of a Trinity, and represents

the male or active power of Nature,

whilst Bhavani (the mother and wife)

personifies the passive or productive

powers of the natural world. The
Lingham symbolizes the former, and

the Yoni the latter. Brahm^and his

consort are known by thousands of

other names, according to the form,

manner, or circumstances under which

their divinity is supposed to be mani-

fested. Hence the gigantic amplitude

of the Hindoo Pantheon, which com-

prises 33,000,000 gods or names of at-

tributes. Notwithstanding their vast

number, the unity of all in one Being,

or divine essence, is thus promulgated

by Brahma himself, in the words of

Siva, ' I am the beginning and the

end. I am insatiate death. I am
the resurrection. I am the seed of

all things. There is nothing without

me. I am the witness, the comforter,

the generator, and dissolver. Those

who worship all the gods worship me.'

The learned Brahmins acknowledge

and adore one God, ' without body,

jmrts, or passions,' eternal, immutable,

omnipotent, and omnipresent, yet

they teach a religion in public in which

the Deity is brought down to a level

with human wants and prejudices,

and his vax'ious attributes invested

with sensible forms. However, it

was not originally their inteition to

make idolatei's of the people. They
believed it v;as easier to impress the

human mind by intelligent symbols,

parables, and allegorical fables than
by means of abstract ideas, which, to

the vulgar, would be incomprehensi-

ble. Hence the origin of that mytho-
logical religion, which has prevailed,

more or less, in every land and
amongst every race during some per-

iod of its history. Before the inven-

tion of writing these symbols or alle-

gorical representations were kept in

the temples—the priests being the

custodians. The sacred character of

the temple and the mysterious appear-

ance of the figures, paintings or hiero-

glyphics accustomed the people to re-

gard them with awe and reverence.

In the course of time the original

meaning of these ancient records was
forgotten—the priests alone retained

the key to the mysterious—and the

vulgar or uninitiated gradually learned

to adore what their ancestors had
merely honoured. The intelligent

classes of India, Mexico, and other

lands did not worship a multitude of

gods in the extravagant and absurd

manner described by misinformed zea-

lots of other creeds. They worshipped
One Divine Essence under the guise

of many images or symbols, some-
times representing the Deity as of

Dual or Triune form, though they had
' never heard His voice at any time,

neither seen His similitude.'

The mythological system of modern
India is perhaps the most gorgeous

and extensive the world has ever

seen. Many of our own religioiis

dogmas and conceptions are of East-

ern origin, and may be traced to the

banks of the Ganges, or mountains of

Central Asia. But then- antiquity

will cause us little surprise when we
remember that Chi-istianity, the high-

est fruitage of the religious seed of

all ages, is a mighty pyramid, which
has its base in humanity and its apex
in eternity. As the Rev. Dr. Bell

justly remarks, ' It is the mightiest

power on earth for the development
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of thp highest faculties of men. The
human mind, held by such a power,

anchored to communion with its Fa-

ther in Heaven, and thoroughly-

awakened to research, will speedily

overturn and sweep away old super-

stitions, and build up a solid and en-
during structure of religion and learn-

ing. Effete creeds, whether religious,

scientific, or educational, must pass
away, and nothing will stand which
cannot bear the fullest blaze of light.

'

KOUJND THE TABLE.

^T"^HE importance of the timber ex-

JL port trade and of the domestic

lumber industries of Canada suggests

that some means should be taken by
Government to stimulate forest-culture,

or, at any rate, to minimize the waste

that is increasingly going on in our

timber lands. The wealth and extent

of the timber-belt that stretches across

the Dominion have made us not only

recklessly wasteful of our forest pos-

sessions, but indifferent to the future

of the supply now so extravagantly

drawn upon. What the consumption
really is few stop to think who are not

sj)ecially interested in the matter, and
of those who are concerned in it the

selfish motives of immediate gain but
too often stifle consideration for the

future.

But apart from concern for the

limitation of the supply, and at no
very distant day, there is the question

of climatic effect to be considered in

this denudation of our lands of their

timber. The changes of climate at-

tendant upon the clearing of forests

are now well known, and the fact has

an important practical bearing upon
agricultural interests as well as upon
the sanitary condition of the country.

But the preservation of timber-belts

on their influence upon the tempera-

ture of a country, in maintaining

humidity of climate, etc., is not the

sole benefit to be derived. There are

other benefits which the retention of

woodlands confer, such as their im-
portance as screens and wind-breaks
in storm periods, and the protection
they afford to farms, orchards and to
railway lines needing shelter from
winds, rains and snows. They are
also effective in the absorption of

pestilential miasma, arising from stag-

nant marshes, in preserving sand
dunes, and^in lessening the effect of
the erosion of water on hill slopes,

besides exercising a beneficial influ-

ence upon all streams, springs and
water-courses. These are all matters
of importance that should incite to the
preservation, or to the renewal of our
forests. How best to secure these de-
sired ends, however, is the practical

question. Whether the establishment,
as in many of the European States, of

a school of forestry should be thought
of, or that some effective municipal
restriction should be placed upon the
indiscriminate cutting and felling of

our woods, should be resorted to, is a
question to be considered.

But, besides the necessity for re-

pressing the wholesale depredation
upon our timber-lands, there are other
advantages to be gained from tlie for-

mation of a school of forestry in

Canada, and which suggests its practi-

cal usefulness. A few of these may
be mentioned, viz., the advantage to

be derived from a special study of
sylviculture, the question of thegrowth
best suited for profitable trade in
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timber and lumber, the uses of wood
for building purposes and in the con-

struction of railways and ships, the

use of charcoal in iron manufactures,

the resinous properties of wood and its

uses in the manufacture of wood-

gas and of paper, and in other purpos-

es to which wood is put, in taniiing

and the making of cork, etc. Besides

in the branch of horticulture, how
many important subjects might be

taken up, by a competent teacher, to

the benetit of our domestic and export

trade in fruit, and the large industries

which have sprung up of late in

canned or preserved fruits. The trans-

planting, pruning, and thinning of

trees
;
grafting, hedging, fencing, and

many other matters that connect them-

selves with forestry, arboriculture, and

agi-iculture, suggest additional subjects

to form the curriculum of a school of

forestry. But the pressing necessity

for the conservation of our forests is

such that whatever action th^ Govern-

ment will be compelled some day to

take, it is of prime importance that

public attention, at least, should be

directed to the subject that the danger,

now no longer remote, of the utter

devastation of our woodlands may be

averted. And in the comparative

cessation of the demand for lumber at

present, it may be worth while reflect-

ing, before going on again with the

spoliation that has alarmingly taken

place, what remedy should be provided.

The thriftless waste alone makes great

inroads into the supply, while the reck-

less use of the axe, in the demand for

fuel, of itself, must lead soon to com-

plete exhaustion. If even slight at-

tention could be given to ordinary

cultivation and the renewal of the

timber, the recuperative efforts of na-

ture might be trusted to maintain the

supply. But in the absence of, and

indifference to, this, the reproductive

vigour of our forest lands is wholly

unable to cope with the evil, and some

other remedy calls for pressing adop-

tion.

G. M. A.

CONSOLATION.

BY WINIFRED HOWELLS.

The little poem, for which we find room
in this place, was written by a youn^ Miss
of thirteen years of age, and sent as a birth-
day sentiment to her grand -father :

It is a listless empty day,

And for no good the world seems
made

;

The flies buzz aimlessly about.

And e'en the flowers seem born to

fade.

At last the air so hea\'y grows.

So dull and burdensome the day,

I throM' my book upon the floor,

And towards the street I wend my
way

;

And as I ponder upon life,

And wonder why God wanted me

—

For can I ever take a part

In the great play of destiny ?—

-

I hear a little plaintive cry

As of some child in sore distress,

And guided by the sound I start,

And to the place my footsteps press

;

And there I find a little child,

With bleeding feet and tangled hair,

Who looks confidingly at me.

And reaches up her arms so fail*.

She has no home, the poor wee bird,

—

So young a bii-d without a nest !

And so I take it in my arms.

And press her gently to my breast.

And now no longer seems the world

So dull and empty and so cold,

And the pure sunshine, streaming

down.
Finds my heart warm ^\-ith joy

untold 1
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—I venture to think that ' Fidelis,' in

the article entitled 'Woman's Work' in

the September number of theCanadian
Monthly, has in the following pas-

sage, touched the keynote of the present

vexed question of Female Emancipa-
tion, 1 y ofi'ering the only sensible solu-

tion of the ditiiculty :
' By leaving wo-

man free to do what .she could, the ques-

tion of her ability and lier " sphere"

would practically settle itself.' Is it

jealousy, is it timidity, or is it simply a

dogged conservatism which induces

Legislators, politicians and in fact the

whole male sex, to continue a defensive

warfare for maintaining the integrity

of their cherished privileges '? It would

seem as though they dare not venture

to resign the contest, and with simple

courtesy throw their territory open to

an enemy whom they consider as but

impotent aggi-essors. In all these con-

tentions for extended privileges on the

one hand, and enforced restrictions on

the other, contentions engendering an

amount of undignified bickering and

jealousy which is alike derogatory to

men and degrading to women, men
are, by their own saying, fighting with

such immensely superior odds, that, on

the face of it, all competition is an

absurdity. What man is there who
would for a moment admit the theory

that women, as a class, could ever

meet him in a fair field of equality ?

He firmly believes that they are by

their very nature inferior, physically,

intellectually and morally. Women
on their side say :

' You have no right

to make any such assertion, we have

never yet had anything like a fair

trial, we demand that all these unjust

and tyrannous restrictions, which for

centuries have shackled us, be removed,

and we will soon prove our ability to

compete with men in any of the arenas

of life.' So the two parties stand at

issue, but it seems to me that women
have lacked theii-instinctive tact in tak-

ing up so aggressive a position. They

ought rather to have turned round on

their masculine opponents, and attack-

ing them with their own weapons

said :
' Granted that your estimate of

our powers is the true one, if we are

irretrievably inferior and impotent,

why then should any restrictions ex-

ist, why not remove them all in order

that by our failure we may prove your
proposition, and thus establish your
superiority and seal our submission 1

'

' True,' the men reply, ' we do not in

the smallest degree fear your attempts

to vie with us, but you would put us

to much useless trouble in making an
experiment which we are so firmly

con\T.nced mu.4 prove abortive.' The
counter reply, which women could

then make, is the argument which im-

presses me as being their strongest pos-

sible one, and my wish briefly to indi-

cate it, is the only consideration which
induces me to ofler myself as a guest

at the Round Table. It is this : that

accepting the truth of the men's asser-

tion that women are absolutely incap-

able of meeting them on a footing of

equality* then, the shortest way to

end the whole matter, and the way
which woiild give the least trouble and
inconvenience to men, is to make the

experiment. Break down all barriers,

abolish all grievances and end all dis-

cussion. This would silence at once

and for ever the whole ' shrieking sis-

terhood ' whose votaries with unwo-
manly ardour in season and out of sea-

son, descant on public platforms and
piivate societies on the wrongs of wo-
men and the tyranny of men, awak-
ening a thirst for notoi'iety and strong-

mindedness in many a foolish brain

which would else never have thought
of abandoning simple homely duties.

There woiild then be an end to all un-

manly haranguing about the incapacity

and presumption of women. All this

bitter sense of antagonism and clash-

ing of interests so unseemly between
men and women, which does more to

distui'b social harmony and reverse the

natural order of things would be put a
stop to by the simple expedient of let-

ting the movement take its course and
work out its own cure. The strife for

emancipation, if carried on in its pre-
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sent spirit, will be intenninable, and
will breed a thousand social ills. If,

on the other hand, the policy of abso-

lute freedom were pursued, a very few
years would set the matter practically

at rest. Some women of great talents

and brave sj^irit would undoubtedly
rise to the front rank, and there would
not be wanting examples of noble lives

spent in public careers ; but the ma-
jority of women would find that the

force of circumstances, and the inhe-

rent weakness of their sex would soon
guide their feet iBto the old paths, and
establish their ' sphere ' as substanti-

ally, what from all ages it has beenthe
one :

' Wherein consists
Woman's domesiic honour and chief praise.'

St. C. J.

—What a genius for good titles that

fascinating Lower Canadian author,

J. M. Lemoine has ! I think he owes
a great deal of his success to the skill

and taste he possesses, for naming his

literary progeny. Only think of it !

Maple Leaves—what a dear, delightful

title for a bundle of essays, sketches

and romances redolent of the Canadian
forest and stream and lake, and smel-

Ung of the maple and the resinous

pine and the woodland mosses and
flowers. Maple Leaves ! who couldn't

write a book with such a title 1 Why
the reader is prepared on the instant

to enjoy arich dissertationon Canadian
life and customs, and the manners of

the people eighty or a hundred years

ago. There is something intoxicating-

ly fragrant about the very name of

Maple Leaves, and a less able writer

than Mr. Lemoine could hardly fail

to do something with it. Then, again

,

what a mine of wealth is there in

'Quebec, Past and Present.' The
reader takes the book in his hand and
before turning a page, he can tell you
how full it is of ancient lore, of tales

deftly told of the backwoods and of

old times by the banks of the broad

St. Lawrence, of early life at Quebec
and the anxious days and nights

spent beneath the towering and frown-
ing cliffs. Montcalm and Wolfe and
brave Montgomery, Frontenac and his

Intendant, the Indians and Coureiirsdes

hois, appear at once before our eyes,

and we can guess what Mr. Lemoine
is going to say about these eminent
persons by merely glancing at the

headings of his chapters. The Sirvrd of
Montgomery, L'Album du Touriste.

How very suggestive ! The former
is a very small book and the latter is

a goodly sized one, but both of them
claim the reader's attention at a glance.

The title draws him to the nearest

bookstore to purchase. If he cannot

read French, he loses no time in learn-

ing the liquid language, for it is a

misdemeanor in Quebec not to know
; how to read Mr. Lemoine's French
i
books, and LAlhum du Touriste is

one of his best works. The last vol-

ume of this popular author is equally

happy in its cognomen. Indeed it

eclipses some of its brethren in this

respect. I don't know whether Mr.
Lemoine lies awake all night thinking

out titles for his new books, but cer-

tainly he has the faculty for bestow-

ing chax'ming names on them, names
which enlist the reader's attention

immetliately. What can be more
complete than ' Chronicles of the St.

Lawrence,' for a bright sketchy book
of travel and local adventure ? I

would give something to know Mr.
Lemoine's secret. A. B.

—A very common practice prevails in

Canada, to which it is worth while,

perhaps, to call attention just now.

The custom, I am told, originated in

Ireland,whence our newspapers, doubt-

less, have caught the trick, to allude

to people with the title of Earl as
' Earl Beaconsfield,' ' Earl Dufferin,'

' Earl Elgin,' instead of ' Earl of Bea-

consfield,' ' Earl of Dufferin,' ifec, but

in nine cases out of ten, this is a sol-

ecism. It would be right to say
' Earl Spencer,' or ' Earl Bussell,' be-

cause these two noblemen belong to a

junior branch of a noble family, and
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were so created ; but when the title dred. My family is composed of two
is not identical with the family name, . children besides my wife, and we keep

but is territorial, the ' of ' should a servant. She is a faithful help, and
never be dropped. The designation 1 has been with us ever since we took

of ' Lord' so and so, of whatever rank up housekeeping. I have said that

the person may be below a Duke, is during the fii'st year of our marriage

always propei-. I was in the receipt of five hundred
S. F. dollars. I will now proceed to show

' how my wife and I contrived to make
—I suppose the guests at the table both ends meet on that sum. We
have noticed,with more or lessastonish- lived in a pleasant Vjut small rough

ment and amusement, the contest cast house. It was comfortable and
which is raging in the newspapers, on warm, and though we could not boast

the all-important question of how to of a spare room, or sewing-room, or

live on a moderate income. It is quite any other apartments that we did not

delightful to witness the breadth of absolutely need, we had quite enough
view which some of the correspon- space for our immediate requirements.

dents take of the married state. One For this accommodation we paid .$84

would think after reading their re- per annum. We lived in Toi'onto, and

marks that they had never heard of about a couple of miles out of town.

such a thing as domestic comfort in The street was a veiy pleasant one, and

their lives, and that mai-ried life was the locality was good and healthy. I

only another name for an existence of will now give a tabular statement of

abject misery. Young men who hold our expenses :

such views should think twice before ^ , ^o i nrv
^r. TU^^ Hovise rent .^84.00

marrying, even on any income, ihey
60 00

evidently believe with Dryden, though *^
'

qa 00
thev have not the courage to say so,

^-^i-oceries bU. JU

, , •;
o J

' Meats 60.OO
^^^^

Servant 48.00
'Minds are so hanUymatt-hed, that e-en the Hrst

jy gOods and tailoring ... . 85.00
Though paired by Heaven, 111 Paradi.se were cursed. Jo o
For man and woman, thou;ih in one they grow, Taxes, medlCines and COntm-
Yet, first or hist, return again to two.

gencies 20.00

^ ^ . ^ ^ ,, ^ ,, ., . Amusements and Literature. 20.00
Each might have stood perhaps ; nut each alone ,

Two wrestlers help to pull each other down. iotai •...... . $462.00

'^""sLtf
^°" '*''*''""^' ''"'^ '""" "'' ""'"'"^ We had thii-ty-eight dollars left. This

Trusting as little as you can to fate.' -^e put by for emergencies. The next

Mr. Drvden does not paint a very year my salary was increased to five

bright picture of married life, and hundred and fifty dollars, and my
since his day others have taken the I

family to one very small boy. The

pains to describe dome.stic felicity as a additional fifty dollars just about paid

bugbear which we should all avoid. his expenses, and we were able to

Now, as confession is good for the bank nearly thirty dollars at the end of

soul, perhaps I may as well confess
j

the year. My third year saw me with

the result of my experiences. I have
j

an increase of one hundred dollars in

been married four years. My annual ' my salary, and I did so well on the

income at the time of my marriage six hundred and fifty dollars, that at

was just five hundred dollars. I was the close of the year my bank account

and still am a clerk in a dry goods
|

showed a total balance, interest in-

shore my income now is eight hun- eluded, of one hundred and three dol-

dred dollars a year, and next year I
,

lars and thirty-eight cents, and during

hope to have it increased to nine hun- that time we lived quite comfortably.
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My present salary is eight hundred

dollars, and we spend it in this way :

House rent $100.00

Fuel 86.00

Groceries 120.00

Meats 95.00

Servant 60.00

Small nurse 24.00

Dry goods and tailoring.. 130.00

Taxes, medicines and contin-

gencies -10.00

Amusements and Literature. 45.00

S700.00

You can hardly help seeing how well

and how comfortably we lived on

seven hundred dollars a year, and

without stinting ourselves in any way,

we managed to put away one hundred

dollars for a rainy day. Of course we

did not indulge in extravagance. My
wife was only a judge's daughter, and

not accustomed to throw hardly earn-

ed money away on every silly or use-

less thing she saw in the store win-

dows. We have a few friends in to

tea now and then, but we give no

large parties, nor attend state balls.

We go to the theitre occasionally and

a concert sometimes. W^e also have

sittings in a dear old church, which, if

it is not quite fashionable, is quite

good enough for us. Oiu' sittings cost

us only twenty dollars a year, and we

pay this out of our little contingent

fund. Our family has received the

addition of a baby girl, and thus are

we able to live in happiness and some

little refinement on less than eight

hundred dollars a year. We keep up

no style and we don't care a great

deal about society and society airs.

We prefer to live within our income,

and I will venture to say that very

few dark clouds ever cross the cheer-

ful threshold of our pleasant little

home in street. Young man, you

can go arid do likewise, if you only

select a good sensible girl. Give up

all ideas of nonsense and don't try to

live like your father and your pros-

pective mother-in-law, on less than

two thirds of their incomes.

L. M. S.

—In late numbers of some of the

Toronto journals, some discussion has

been had upon the subject of matri-

mony versus money, or, whether two
people loving one another ought or

ought not to marry upon a small sa-

lary.

The question is not a new one. It

has been discussed before, and proba-

bly will be again, and it is not likely

to be settled to the satisfaction of all

minds, either now or hereafter.

Love, it is said, laughs at locksmiths,

and prison-bars have no teri-or for the

little god. How much more then shall

he resent the interference of mean
mercenary interests when his own are

at stake.

It is not love who flies out of the

windows when grim poverty stalks in

at the door, but a counterfeit of him-

self often deceptive to mortals.

The true love stays, and battles wath

the spectre, until he either drives him
forth, or his own divine arts trans-

form him into a more endurable sort

of a person.

Genuine love will enable two per-

sons to be happy together, on even

eight hundred a year (which one cor-

respondent thinks too little), and will

make them miserable apart on much
more.

So at last, the question resolves it-

self into a test of the quality of the

affection two people have for one ano-

ther. If it is pure and genuine, it will

bear adversity, if false, it will fall

before the first blast. * *
*

—There are few pleasanter ways of

spending the long winter evenings

than by reading. I don't mean read-

ing to oneself, for that is a selfish

practice when there are others in the

room. I think we should all form,

within a reasonable radius of each

other, a number of little reading clubs.

These gatherings should assemble at a



CURRENT LITERATURE. 629

neighbour's house, say two or three

times a week, and after enjoying two
or more hours' perusal of a book, the

company might then discuss the subject

in a free and pleasant way. The meet-

ings should be migratory, and the mem-
bership ought to be limited to ten or

twelve, as larger bodies are often too

cumbersome to manage. At times the

jjleasure of mere literary assemblages

would be considerably increased were
a little plain refreshment served up
shortly before the close of the even-

ing. Nothing very expensive need be

done in this respect—only coffee

and sandwiches. Reading clubs may
be made very enjoyable and entertain-

ing, and, besides the mere pleasure de-

rived, the intellectual benefit which
would accrue may be made very great

indeed. I would advise as much variety

as possible in the choice of subjects.

History one week, biography another,

poetry another, and good wholesome

fiction at another time. The enter-

tainment might be varied with no

little profit, if some of the members
would prepare original papers on per-

tinent topics and lead them to the

audience, who should be at liberty to

criticise the argument at the conclu-

sion of the reading. Such a perform-

ance would be sure to produce excel-

lent results, and prove a genuine stim-

ulus to the intellect of the partici-

pants. I hope to hear of the forma-

tion of many such clubs as I have in

my eye, before many weeks pass by.

I trust the reading of original papers

will not be omitted from the pro-

gramme. It would be a pity to omit

that feature. K.

(JCJBEENT LITEKATUEE.

ATEMPTING volume is Mr.

Whittier's new book of poetry,

The Vision ofEchard and other Poems.*

One gets so attracted to the older poets

that a new book by one of them is sure

to be read first. We love to note the

gradual change in style and sentiment

which comes with increasing years.

Some poets grow better with age.

Their verse is more mellow, and gent-

ler, and more delicate. There is less

passion, less fire, and more subtlety

of thought and greater power of rea-

soning. The old man's love song is

generally very pretty and musical,

and often graceful, but it rarely quick-

ens the throbbings of the heart or has-

tens the beatings of the pulse. There

are poets, however, who never lose the

passion of their youth , and their verse

at seventy is as gi-and and impetuous

* The Vision of Echard and Other Poems. By
JoHN Gree.sleaf WuiTTiER. B )»ton, Houghton,
Osgood & Co. Toronto, Hart & Rawlinson.

as it was at thirty. Tennyson is one

of these, Longfellow is another,

Holmes is another, and Whittier is as

full of fire as he was when he wrote

those slave songs of his which sent the

hot blood careering through our veins.

The occasion which called forth his

anti-slavery lyrics has happily past

away, and we may no longer look for

those tremendous bursts of passion

which so distinguished his earlier

verse. Mr. Whittier has only changed

the subject matter of his poetry, his

manner is still the same, his treatment

is as strong, his periods are as warm
and eloquent and mellifluous, and his

grace is as charming and delightful aa

ever. The same tenderness of feeling

glows in every line, the same homely
thought and delicate expression cling

to his verse. He is a sincere poet,

f\nd he means every word he says. He
is never so happy as he is in descrip-

tive poetry. His pastorals are true
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to nature, and no one has described

with finer effect home life in the

country. His village scenes are al-

ways natural, and whether the time

be summer or winter, there is no mis-

taking the truthfulness of the picture

he has painted. His canvas speaks

with reality and individuality. In
the pretty little volume which has just

come to us there is one poem which is

really magnetic in its character. It

is entitled June on (he Merrimac, and
its verse flows as freely as the water
which the poet describes so well. We
may be pardoned for making an ex-

tract or two to show the rhythm and
scope of the poem.

As gayly as these kalmia flowers
Your door-yard blossoms spring

;

As sweetly as these wild wood birds
Your cagfid minstrels sing.

' You find but comnlon bloom and green,
The rippling river's rune,

The beauty which is everywhere
Beneath the skits of June ;

' The Hawkswood oaks, the storm-torn plumes
Of old pine-forest kings,

Beneath whose century-woven shade
Deer Island's mistress sings.

'And here are pictured Artichoke,
And C'urson's bowery mill

;

And Pleasant Valley smiles between
The river and the hill.

' You know full well these banks of bloom,
The upland's wa\y line.

And how the sunshine tips with fire

The needles of the pine.

'Cool, summer wind, our heated brows ;

Blue river, through the green
Of clustering pines, refresh the eyes
Which all too much have seen.

' From manhood's weary shoulder falls

His load of selfish cares
;

And woman takes her rights as flowers,

And brooks and birds lake theirs.

' The license of the hapi>y woods,
The brook's release, are ours

;

The freedom of the unshanied wind
Among theglad-eved flowers.

'And if, unknown to us, sweet days
Of June like this nuist come.

Unseen of us these laurels clothe
The river banks, with bloom

;

' And these green patiis must soon be trod
By other feet than ours.

¥\\\\ long may annual pilgrims come
To keep the Feast of Flowers;

' The matron be a girl once more,
The bearded man a boy.

And we, in heaven's eteniil June,
Be glal for earthly joy !

'

The longest poem in Mr. Whittier's
new volume is llie Vision of Kchard.
It illustrates an incident in the life of
the Benedictine Echard, who

' Sat, worn by wanderings far,

Where Marsberg sees the bridal
Of the Moselle and Sarre.'

He falls asleep, and a vision appears
to him in a dream. Presently he
hears a spirit voice calling to him and
a revelation telling of Christ and
Heaven, breaks in upon his ear. Tlie

Vision concludes with

' The heaven ye seek, the hell ye fear,

Are with yourselves alone.'

Then

' A gold and purple sunset
flowed down the broed Moselle

;

On hill- of vine and meadow lands
The peace of twilight fell.

' A slow, cool wind of evening
Blew over leaf and bloom

;

And, fault and far, the Angelus
Rang from St. Matthew's tomb.

' Then up rose Master Echard,
And marvelled, "Can it be

That here, in dream and vision,

The Lord hath talked with me ?
"

'

Echard then seeks the vale of Eltz-

bach and frees his burdened soul in

prayer and in holy communion. The
poem is fanciful and pretty, and in

places is quite dramatic and spirited.

Some of the passages are very power-

fully drawn, notably the scene in the

Kloster where Echard talks with

Tauler and Nicolas of Basle.

TJte Witch of Wenham owes its ori-

gin to an incident in Salem, which

enjoys in America the same supremacy

in witchcraft that Caithness does in

Scotland. The Caithness folk were

quite proud of their achievements in

witch-burning, and the witch-hunters

of Salem had fully as laudable an am-

bition in their day, and were equally

proud of their exploits. Mr Whittier

in his poem, tells very prettily a touch-

ing story of a young gii-1 who, being

suspected by some old women of both

sexes, of practising forltidden wiles and

arts, was captured one day and thrown

into jail. Her lover, however, aided

her to escape and the twain flew away ,.
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if uot on the wings of love, on the

back of a very swift steed.

' And, noiseless as if velvet shod,

They left the house behind.

' But when they reached the open way,
Full free the rein he cast

:

Uh, never throu<jh the mirk midnight
Rode man and maid more fast.

' .Along the wild wood-paths they sped.
The bridjjeles.s streams they swam;

At set of inonn they passed the Bass,

At sunrise Agawatn.'

' At high noon on the Merrimac
The ancient ferryman

Forgot, at times, his idle oars.

So fair a freight to scan.

' And when from off liis grounded boat
lie saw tliem mount and ride,

" God keep her from the evil eye.

And harm of witch I
" he cried.

'The maiden laughed, as youth will laugh
At all its fears gone by

;

" He does nut know," she whispered low,
" A little witch am I.'"

The lovers rode on tUl they reached

the door of a friendly Quaker's house,

in ' distant Berwick town,' and at this

place, safe beside the kindly hearths,

the ' hunted maiden dwelt." Sunset

un the Bearcamp is tuneful and sweet,

and full of delicious bits of descrip-

tion. Lexington, the Centennial Hymn,
and In the Old South, are poems of

occasion and they breathe the truest

patriotism, and poetic fervour. Thiers

is a rpasterly poem. One might mis-

take it at first for a sonnet in two
parts, the first representing the aged

statesman in the zenith of his power,

the second a memorial to the dead
President of France. Fitz-Greene Hal-

leck was composed on the occasion of

the unveiling of his statue, and it is

exceedingly beautiful and rich in

graceful allusion to the old poet and
some of the more familiar of his writ-

ings, closing with these tender words

:

' Our lips of praise must soon be dumb.
Our grateful eyes be dim

;

O brother.^ of iheday.s to come,
Take tender charge of him I

New hands the wires of song may sweep,
New voices challenge fame ;

But let no moss of years o"ercreep

The lines of Halleck's name.'

William Francis Bartlett, The Two
Angeh and The Lihrary are among
the better pieces of the book, and

may be classed with the best work
which our poet has done. They are

characteristic of him, and are positive-

ly a real enrichment to the poetic

literature of the day. The Library is

an especially noteworthy poem, and
affords much food for thought. It is

a poem which should be read often, for

all its beauties are not seen at first. It

is a study—a grand thought—a pic-

ture.

Mr. Whittier has lost none of his

fanciful coloui-ing, none of his love for

the beautiful, none of his veneration

for holy things, none of his force,

none of his tune or musicality. His
songs are like beautiful flowers. They
carry happiness to every home and
make glad every heart.

Poetry illustrates every phase of

thought, and the sublimest things in

nature, in our souls, in our minds and
in our lives have found a ready echo
in the magnificent utterances of the

poet. Almost every country in the
world has had at one time its great

poet, its lofty singer whose words have
penetrated every heart and whose
songs have hurried armed men to bat-

tle, or incited peoples to mighty deeds

and exploits. The rudest nations have
felt their pulses stirred at times by the

musical voice of some bard in whom
their faith never wavered. History
is full of examples, but Great Britain

has produced more great names in

poetiy than any countiy in the world.

One cannot always aflbrd to buy
Messrs. Houghton, Osgood k Co.'s

elegant ' Riverside Edition ' of the

British Poets, nor Robert Bell's num-
erous volumes of British Poetry, but
an opportunity of getting the priceless

gems of English, Scotch and Irish

verse from Chaucer to Swinburne, in

one compact volume is now presented. *

We know of no more complete single-

volume collection in the world, and

* The Famihj Librari/ of British Poetry from
Chaucer to th? Present time' (l3oO-lS7S). Edited by
James T. Fields and Edwin" P. Whipple. Boston :

Houghton, Osgood & Co. Toronto; Hart &Rawlin-
son."
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certainly there can be no better edited

collection than the new Family Lib-

rary of British Poetry, which the fam-

ous Boston publishers have just issued.

Mr. James T. Fields is an editor of

large experience, tact and excellent

judgment. He is familiar with the

poetry of Britain for the last five or

six hundred years, and no literary man
has enjoyed such an extended personal

acquaintance with the great Worthies

who have flourished in his own time,

than Mr. Fields. A poet himself of

singularly delicate tastes and feeling,

of genial disposition and manner, and

possessed of an appreciative and dis-

cerning mind, he has ever been

warmly welcomed among his brother-

poets across the great seas. To his

other qualities he adds the faculty of

quick perception, and whether his

eye rests upon a painting, a drawing, a

poem, or a novel, his trained vision sees

only the beautiful and the picturesque

and the good. He never burdens his

mind with the imperfect or the unfair.

He prefers to look for the best, to love

the best, and to hold up for the emu-
lation of mankind the beautiful things

he finds. He is no cynical or morbid

critic, who grudgingly praises when
he can't help himself. He selects what
he can praise. He lets the ungainly

and uncouth things remain where they

are. As joint editor with Mr. Fields,

we have Edwin P. Whipple—a really

great critical writer and student of

literature—a man who has spent the

best years of his life in perfecting

himself for his duties. Mr. Whipple's

fine scholarly tastes and graceful pen

have had full scope in his last editorial

labour. In Elizabethan literature

he has earned a name in England,

which has been gained only by very

few of the eminent British scholars

who have made that study the aim of

their lives. Macaulay was the first

to discover the masterly qualities of

Mr. Whipple's mind, and the great

Reviews of England soon reiterated

the historian's praises. 'The New Li-

brarv of British Song' has an unusual

advantage over other books of the

same class, in being edited by two
gentlemen of such great reputation.

The book, as its name implies, has

been especially arranged for family

reading. The very cream of British

poesy will be foiTnd within its covers,

and the scope of the woi-k may be

readily guessed at when we tell the

reader that no fewer than four hun-
dred poets have been laid under con-

tribution. There are one thousand
double-column pages in the book, and
there is not one poem in the whole
collection that could be left out with-

out detriment. This cannot always

be said of similar books. It shows
how careful and industrious and con-

scientious the editors have been in

their work. The notes which appear

at frequent intervals elucidate the

text very happily, and convey infor-

mation about certain poems and their

writers in an interesting and intelli-

gent way. In their preface the edi-

tors announce a companion volume,

—

the ' Family Library of British Prose,

'

and when that book appears it will

contain a general sketch of British

literature. A number of portraits

embellish the book, and we notice a

very handsome likeness of Byron,

which we do not remember to have

ever seen before, and equally good

pictui-es of Burns and Scott. The ar-

rangement is convenient and easy for

reference, and contains besides the

names of the poets and the titles of

the poems, a complete index of first

lines. The work is further enhanced

by reliable data, referring to the birth,

death, and other personal particulars

about the different authors consulted.

This book will pass through many
editions.

We have much pleasure in recom-

mending to the student and general

reader Mr. Withrow's illustrated

'History of Canada.'* It is writ-

* History of Canada. Bj- William H. Withrow,
M.A. Boston : E B.Russell. Toronto : Clough&
Townsend.
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ten with fairness and a strict regard

to historical accuracy. Mr. With-

row's style is exceedingly good, and
he has succeeded in presenting the

results of many years' study in a

very happy and contained way. The
History is brought down to the depar-

ture of Lord Dufferiu, and the leading

political questions before and after

Confederation are placed before the

reader in an impartial and, in the

main, correct light. Mr. Withrow
has not allowed his feelings or his pre-

iudices to ovei'-ride his judgment, and

he has evidently taken Hallam, rather

than Macaulay or Froude, for his

guide. Indeed, so far has he followed

this model that some of his facts occa-

sionally lapse into dry annals and de-

tails, though there is much impas-

sioned writing in the book as a whole.

We notice one or two errors in Mr.

Withrow's account of late events

which he w^ould do well to correct in

future editions. Lepine's sentence

was commuted to two years' imprison-

ment, and the forfeiture of his politi-

cal rights. Riel was disqualified for life

The Land Grant in the Pacific Rail-

way Charter wasfi/ii/ millions of land

in alternate blocks along the line of

railway, not five millions. The late

Premier of the New Brunswick Local

Government is Georr/e E. King, not

J. E. King. These are but slight

blemishes in a work which possesses so

many excellent characteristics, but we
think it well to draw the author's at-

tention to them at this time. Mr.

Withrow has gone quite deeply into

the educational history of the country,

and his sketch of the progress which

has been made in this department, is

both pertinent and useful. The Index

is carefully made, and the portraits of

Her Majesty and the Earl of Dufferin

are decidedly good. We wish we
could say as much for some of the

other plates with which the book is

embellished. The volume is attrac-

tively printed and bound, and is alto-

gether exceedingly creditable to au-

thor and publishers.

Though designed for especial use in

High Schools, Academies and Colleges,

Dr. Quackenbos' illustrated ' History

of Ancient Literature'* will be found

a most useful and valuable work for the

general reader. It is of comparatively

recent date that the study of literature

has become recognized as a separate

branch of the history of civilization.

Previous to the sixteenth century, as

our author says, the first work on the

subject was scarcely more than a mere

catalogue of authors and their books.

Since that time, however, and especial-

ly during the present century, a

fresh impetus to the study has been

given. Literature is the most delight-

ful of all studies. It quickens the in-

tellect, furnishes the keynote to the

history of nations and of great events,

and enables us to understand current

allusions to the writers and literaiy

works of other times. It refines our

tastes and upholds to our gaze the in-

tellectual development of our race, and

widens the scope of our judgment.

Dr. Quackenbos has just given to the

world a book of paramount import-

ance. He has followed no model, for

his book is as original in scope and

plan, as it is rich and full in informa-

tion. It is a complete and admirably

condensed text-book, perfectly free

from misknown and obscure names,

and while it is a most interesting vol-

ume to read it is exceedingly valuable

as a work of reference. The text is

unencumbered by wearisome and drjw

platitudes, and the short biographies of

the eminent authors whose works come

under re^ricnv are not among the least

enjoyable things to be found in this

concise history. The index is very

full, and the engravings and coloured

maps facilitate a proper understanding

of the letter-press. Dr. Quackenbos

has made several happy selections from

the writers of antiquity and the orient,

and these add very much to the inter-

* riluHra-.ed HUtory of Ancient Literature, Or-

iental and Classi'-al. By .Ioin' O. Q 'acrevb >s, a.

M., M.D. New York: Harper & Bros. Tjronti:

Hart & Rawlinson.
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est and value of his work as a whole.

The introductory chapter is composed
of an able and terse account of the

origin and relationship of languages
and the philology of the ancients, and
a general review of their literature.

The balance of the first part of the

book is taken up with carefully con-

sidered chapters on Hindoo literature,

Persian literature, illustrating the
times and manners of Zoroaster, the
literature of the Chinese and a sketch

of the philosopher and teacher, Con-
fucius, Hebrew Letters, and the Semi-
tic languages and their distribution,

the Book of Job and the golden age of

Hebrew poetry. Chaldean, Assyrian,

Arabic and Phoenician and Egyptian
literature conclude the half dozen chap-

t(;rs whicii comprise the first part. The
second portion of the History intro-

duces us to the literature of the Greeks,
their earlier forms of poetiy, the epic

verse, the days of Homer, the Cyclic

poets and the bards of the Epic Cycle.

We are then treated to a dissertation

on Lyric Poetry, the Doric School and
the undying measure of the great

Sappho whose memory has been kept
perpetually green by the eminent poets

who have flourished since his day
;

the rise of Greek prose with brief

sketches of ^sop, Solon, the Seven
Sages, the golden age of Grecian litera-

ture, the Attic period, Pindar, the

drama introducing Sophocles and
-^schylus, the Alexandrian period, the

later literature of Greece, taking up
the writers of the first century before

Chiist, and the writers of the first

three Christian centuries, with notes

on Plutarch and his famous Lives,

Lucian, Pausanias, and others

equally notable, concluding with a

short history of Byzantine literature

and some well-selected gems of Greek
thought. The third, and last, part of

Dr. Quackenbos' volume is devoted to

Roman literature, and the reader who
has followed our author up to this

period will be prepared to experience

fresh pleasure at the literary feast be-

fore him. The fii-st chapter is occu-

pied by an excellent sketch of the
Latin language and ancient Latin
relics which will repay perusal. Chap-
ter second lirings us to the dawn of

Roman letters, to the time of the

Roman drama, and when the Latin

writers modelled their works on the

writings of the Greeks. We meet
Cato, the Censor here, and Ljelius, and
Scipio, who improved upon the rude

eloquence of the author of the ' Origi-

nes,' and the Gracchi, the sons of the

noble Cornelia, daughter of Scipio.

Then come the minor historians and
orators of the period. The golden age

of Roman literature discusses Cicero

and Julius C;vsar, Sallust, Catullus,

Virgil, whose ' ^Eneid ' and the

'Georgics' ai-e so familiar and dear to

the student of the classics ; Horace,

whose grand odes have been translated

into almost eveiy tongue ; Ovid, who
painted vice so brilliantly in his ' Art
of Love ' that Augustus banished him
to Tomi, a village in the Black Sea,

and, despite the prayers and entreaties

of the poet, never revoked his stern

decree : and the prose writers of the

Augustian age. The last chapter is

one of the most brilliant in the book.

It treats of the Silver age, and gives

some insight into the character and

teachings of Celsus, the author of a

scientific encyclopaedia ; Phsedinis, the

poet and fable writer of the reign of

Tiberius; the three great ornaments

of Nero's time—Persius, who wrote

satires, and Seneca, the orator, and

Lucan, his nephew, who, at the age of

twenty-three, M^as reckoned the great-

est of living poets. Pliny the elder,

Quintilian, Juvenal the satirist, Taci-

tus, Pliny the younger, the Latin

fathers, followed by specimens of

Latin poetry and gems of Latin

thought, brings this admirable and

scholarly work to a close. It may be

faithfully commended. A well selected

library is incomplete without it.

' The Waverley Dictionary,' * is a

* The Waverley Dictionary. By May Rogers.

Chicago : S. C. Griggs & Co. Toronto : A Piddiiig-

ton.
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timely and useful book. It supplies

ji want which the admirers of the great

novelist have long felt. As the years

go on, Scott grows in greater popu-

larity than ever, and the different

editions of his works almost equal in

number those of Shakespeare. Nearly

every pul)lisher of any standing now-
a-days includes among his list of books

the Waverley Novels ; and the wonder
is that a compact and interesting

dictionary like Miss May Rogers' has

not been thought of long ago. Miss
Rogers has gone into her work with

all the delight and pleasure which
only a genuine lover of Sir Walter
could feel. She has made an exhaus-

tive study of the famed novelist, and
her book should live as long as the

works she so well and so painstakingly

describes. This dictionary contains

an alphabetical list of all the charac-

ters in the Waverley Novels, with a

clever descriptive analysis of each

individual mentioned. Besides these

there are illustrative selections from
the text. A mei-e casual glance at the

scope and plan of the book will show
its value, and we predict for it a very

wide sale.

The latest of Mr. Morley's splendid

series of English Men of Letters is

Hutton's 'Sir Walter Scott.'* Like
the preceding volumes, it is compact,

well-written, and rich in individuality

and form. For one who has not

leisure to read the numerous lives

of Scott, from that masterpiece

of biographical wi-iting, Lockhart's
' Life,' to Dr. Shelton Mackenzie's

story of Sir Walter's life, this book
will prove a veritable mine of in-

formation about the wizard and his

times. Indeed it is for readers such

as these that the present series of

short books has been specially pre-

pared. Within the compass of less

than two hundred JJages, Mr. Ilutton

has given us the very cream of what

has hitherto been written aVjout the

career and labours of Sir Walter.

Taking Lockhart as his main authority,

our author has succinctly put together

the leading events in the life of his

hero. It is complete in biographical

information, and enters largely into

the literary life of Scott, his com-

panions and friends, his life at Abbots-

ford, his relations to the Ballantynes,

the Waverley Novels, his morality

and religion, his attitude towards the

King, his politics, his days of adver-

sity, the last year of his career, and

the end of the struggle. The book is

written in a charming style, and

though we are disposed to quarrel

with Mr. Hutton for the way in

which he has treated the Ballantyne

partnership, we can commend the book

as a whole. It is far superior to Mr.

Lockhart's own abbreviation of his ten

volume life, and for those who have

neither the leisure to read, nor the

means to gratify that leisure if they

had it, we can cordially recommend
Hutton's brochure.

It seems quite a pity that Mr. Robt.

Lowell, the elder brother of the emi-

nent American Minister to Spain,

should appear in print at such rare in-

tervals. He writes so enjoyably and

has apparently so many admirers

among readers who prefer books sub-

dued in tone but perfect in finish

and design, that his protracted silence

is a positive literary crime. It is

upwards of twenty ye^rs now since

Mr. Lowell published his forcible story

' The New Priest in Conception Bay,"

and since that date we have had but

little from his pen beyond Antony
Brade and some very musical poems.

His new volume, ' A Story or Two
from an old Dutch Town,'* will be

hailed with much satisfaction by all

readers of scholarly prose and admirers

of simple and delicate humour. Mr.

Lowell resembles Washington Iiwing

* KnglUh Men of Letters.—Sir Walter Scott. By
Richard H. Hi'tton. New York : Harper & Bros.

Toronto ; Hart & Rawlinson.

* A Story or Two from an old Dutch Town. By
KoBERT Lowell. Boston : Roberts Bros. Toronto :,

Hart & Rawlinson.
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in many respecte, and his characteriza-

tions ai'e always gentle and graceful.

' Abram Van Zandt ' is a charming lit-

tle story. It is original in design and
treatment and a keen intei-est is at

once awakened in the fortunes of the

old Dutch bakei', his wife, and Patsy,

the pretty grand-daughter, who ' tends

the shop.' Mr. Lowell has managed
to work up a little pleasant excitement

in a rare picture which the Dominie
of the sleepy old town carries home
with him for examination, and the

whole narrative is told with a skill

amounting almost to genius. In these

days when everyone who can write at

all, writes long stories instead of short

tales, Mr. Lowell places the public

under lasting obligations for this clever

work. The volume contains three de-

lightful sketches, ' Abram,' 'Schermer-

horn's Marriage and Widowhood,' and
* Master Vorhagen's Wife ;' either of

which may be read at a single sitting.

Each of these illustrate a fancy of the

author, and the character-drawing and
bits of description here and there will

win from the first the admiration of

the reader.

Mr. Chas. F. ilichardson has done
a good work in presenting, in a con-

cise way, his sketch of the progress of

American Literature.* His Primer
takes a wide range and covers a large

area. Starting from the year 1620
Mr. Richardson brings his history

down to our own times, crowding his

pages with information about the men
and women who, from following in the

beaten track of English models for

more than a century and a half, gradu-

ally cut themselves adrift from old

country influences and succeeded at

last in creating a position distinctively

their own. The study is an interest-

ing one and our historian has managed
his material ably and well. We notice

one or two omissions such as George
Arnold, Robert Lowell, Dr. E. H.

*A Primer of American Literature. By Chas.
y. Richardson. Boston : Houghton, Os^'ood & Co.
Toronto : Hart & Rawlinson.

Clarke, Park Benjamin, James Aid-

rich, whose pleasant poems find hon-

oured places in all collections of poetry,

and others equally well known from
Mi\ Richardson's list, but these will

detract little from the merit of his per-

formance as a whole. The Primer is

a perfect Encyclopaedia of American
Literature, within a brief compass, and
the author has succeeded in doing

much more than mere cataloguing in

his estimates of the labours of the

writers who come under his notice.

We might ask for more about one

writer and less about another, but Mr.
Richardson h s been generally fair and
impartial, considering the limited space

at his command. We like the way in

which he has grouped his subject-

matter.

Mr. Longfellow has reached Africa*

in his pretty series of ' Poems of

Places.' The collection will conclude

with several volumes descriptive of

American scenery and locality, con-

siderable space being devoted to Cana-

da. The present volume, like its pre-

decessors, is handsomely printed, and

rich in poetry belonging to its scope.

There are many gems in the book,

including Mr. Longfellow's fine poem.

The Slave'c- Dream, Mr. Bryant's

African Chief, Shelley's Mountain
Streams, Schiller's Carthage, Aldrich's

Egypt, Praed's Pyramids of Egypt,

O'Reilly's spirited Macarius the Monk,

Hunt's Nile, and Whittier's glorious

Song of the Slaves in the Desert, which

has added so much to the Quaker-

bard's reputation. Central and South-

ern Africa, too, have been levied

under contribution, and the familiar

lines of Bayard TajloronKilimavljaro,

Cameron's vigorous Sjyirit of the Cave,

Tennyson's Tijubuctoo, and Pringle's

Genmlendal, have each an honoured

place in the handsome little volume.

It is edited in the same painstaking

manner of its companions of the series,

* Poems of Places—Africa. Edited by Hknry
Wadsworth Longfellow. Boston : Houghton, Os-

good & Co. Toronto : A. Piddington. ^
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and the collection holds a place

culiarly its own in literature.

pe-

We have no more delightful writer

of stories for the young than Miss
Louisa M. Alcott, whose name as the

author of ' Little men ' and ' Little

women ' is endeared in many and
many a household. She writes with
a naturalness quite her own, and the

sprightliness and vigour of her style

often commend her books to older

readers. ' Under the Lilacs,'* is her

latest story, and it displays fully as

much ability and grasp of character

as any of her previous books. The
romance is skilfully and gracefully

told, and while a moral is pointed, the

absence of ' goody-goody ' padding is

quite consjiicuous. 'Under the Lilacs'

traces the history of a fatherless circus

boy, and we are introduced to a number
of pleasant people, and a variety of in-

cidents of some moment. The story

is told with real dramatic effect and
cannot fail to create a genuine im-

pression for good on the reader. It is

not full of dry details or uninteresting

verbiage, but every line sparkles with

interest and reflected light from the

author's genius.

' The Bodleys on Wheels 'f is a very

pretty holiday-book and, like its com-
panion-volumes, it contains a large

variety of delightful reading for the

young and a splendid collection of

choice illustrations. The quaint char-

acter of the cover, the whole plan of

the letterpress which is not for a single

page dull or commonplace, and the

bright and spirited pictures will at-

tract the attention of children at a

glance. The tale is healthful and
cheerful, and the warm-hearted old

gentleman who pays a visit to our

chimneys every Christmas-eve can

hardly do better than lay in a supply

* Under the Lilacs. By LoniSA May Alcott.
Boston : Roberts Bros. Toronto : Hart & Kawlinson.

t The Bodleys on Wheels, with illustrations. By
the author of ' The Bodleys telling stories.' Boston

:

Houghton, Osgood & Co. Toronto : Hart & Rawiiu-
son.
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of these charming Bodley books. They
will gladden many a young heart.

The Messrs. Appleton have added
Sound* to their 'Experimental Science
Series for Beginners '—a useful col-

lection of books, which cannot fail to
be productive of the utmost benefit to
the science student. The present
volume is a companion to L'ujht, and,,

like that work, it is written in an
easy and simple way, and well illus-

trated by means of diagrams and
plates explanatory of the subject-
matter. The book is wholly devoted
to experiments and the means by
which cheap and simple apparatus to
perform them may be made. The
study of sound is very interesting, and
the immense amount of information
which Professor Mayer manages to
bring to bear on the subject will do
much to popularize the science, and
inculcate a love for experiment and
further knowledge in this branch of
our education. Professor Mayer has
brought his work down to the very
latest dates, and we have, accordingly,
a brief account (illustrated) of Edison's
Phonograph and Faber's Talking Ma-
chine, with full explanations concern-
ing their use and manufacture. i<ound—apart from its scientific character
and value—is a most amusing book
for the home circle, and just the thing
for the long winter evenings which
will soon be upon us. The author has
taken care to present his experiments
in an attractive light, and he has suc-
ceeded in imparting to them a means
of much entertainment and amuse-
ment. He has designed to teach in a
pleasant and agreeable manner the
great truths of his study, and by these
means his book will gain access to
many cu'cles where the love of experi-
ment outweighs the taste for research
and the pursuit of knowledge. Sound
is a home and family book, as interest-

ing as a novel for the older reader, as

* Sound. By Alfred Marshall Matrr. New
York : D. Appleton & Co. Toronto : Hart & Kaw-
linson.
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delightful as a story-book for the

young, and fascinating in the highest

degree to the student. The third

volume of this series will take up
Vision and the Nature of Light, to be

followed by Electricity and Magnetism.

Mr. Wilkie Collins has a wonderful

power over his reader. He holds him
in a fii-m grasp. There is a fascination

about his work which wins him many
admu-ers. He is morbid sometimes,

and loves to paint horrors in the brigL c-

est pigments, but he is also real and

life-like and natural. He is quick to

perceive, and though his stories lack

frequently that finish and polish

which distinguish the writings of

George Eliot and William Black, he

is much the more popular novelist

of the three. He wastes no words

in coming to his object. He indulges

in no unnecessary verbiage. He is

never tiresome nor prolix nor dull.

He sketches with a bold pencil and
the interest of the reader is awakened
at once. Mr. Collins is an admirable

story-teller. He writes in the narra-

tive form, and with the air of a man
who is relating in the simple language

of the conversationalist, an actual oc-

currence around which a deep mystery

hangs. His last story* is an excellent

specimen of his art. The Haunted
Hotel is a vigorous novel. The inci-

dents are powerfully drawn, and in-

tense dramatic effect is seen in every

line. There are some spirited bits of

character drawing in the book, and
a good deal of energy is displayed in

some of the descriptive passages. The
scene is laid partly in England and
partly in Venice. ' The reader is in-

troduced in the first chapters to a cele-

brated London physician whose speci-

alty is disease of the mind, and a

heavily veiled lady who seeks his pro-

fessional assistance. The former dis-

a})pears at an early stage from the

scene, and we hear of him no more.

' The Haunted Hotel : a Mystery of Modern
Venice. By Wilkie Colliks. Toronto ; Rose-Belford
Publishing Co.

With the lady, however, the case is

different. We see her quite often,

and it is her career that the author
traces with such force and skill. She
is the countess Narona. She marries

a British peer. Lord Montbarry-—

a

cold, stingy, misanthropic individual,

who forsakes his betrothed, Agnes
Lockwood, for the dark-browed Coun-
tess. The marriage is consummated,
and the bride and groom and the

lady's brother, the Baron Rivar, leave

England for Venice. They rent a

mysterious old Palace in the City of

gondolas. They live here for a time
very unhappily. His Lordship gi-ows

moody and sullen. The Countess chafes

under the treatment she receives. The
Baron is a gambler and spendthrift,

and is continually trying to borrow
money of his brother-in-law. That
gentleman refuses to lend him any,

and the result, of course, may be
surmised. Lord Montbarry 's life is

insured for a large amount. He sud-

denly dies. The case is investigated

by medical men and insurance officers,

but though there is dark suspicion,

nothing is brought forward to sustain

it, and the money is paid over to

Rivar and his sister who remove at

once to the United States. About the

time of the death of Lord Montbarry,
a courier, Ferrari, disappears myster-
iously after sending a cheque for a

thousand pounds to his wife. Agnes
Lockwood is loved by the brother of

the man she loved. He jjroposes to

her, but is rejected. He loses no in-

terest in Agnes, however, and deter-

mines to win her heart. A Hotel
Company is formed in Venice, and
the old Palace is fitted up on a

grand scale. The Montbarrys take
stock in the concern, and in order

to see how the affair is managed,
the whole party go to Venice. The
plot now deepens in mystery. The
Countess appears on the scene. A
chamber in the palace is as full of

horrors as Master Bluebeard's ancient

apartment in the story books. This
room is occupied by various mem-
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bers of the family, and they all see

strange sights, and undergo expe-

riences of grave significance. Un-
pleasant smells, l)lood-stains, headless

ghosts, and floating heads, visions, and
what not, keep the nnfoi-tunate occu-

pant of the apartment, and the reader,

in a perpetual whirl of excitement and
fear. At last a discovery is made.

The head of the dead Lord Montbarry,
who was disposed of by the Baron and
his sister, is found. The Countess
confesses her crime in the form of a

play which, nearly finished, she leaves

on her writing table. She dies in time

to save arrest, and the story, which is

most exciting and interesting through-

out, concludes with the marriage of

Agnes Lockwood to her lover, the

brother of the dead Lord Montbarry.
In England The Haunted Hotel has

been pronounced to be fully equal to

Mr. Collins masterpiece, the Woman
in White.

Stanley's ' Through the Dark Con-
tinent ' has been cleverly burlesqued

by Mr. F. C Burnand, and the

publis|iers have issued the bright

little book* in a very attractive shape.

It has appeared promptly in the mar-
ket, and the first edition has been
quickly followed by a second and
thii'd issue. The letterpress and il-

lustrations are admirable. Thehumour
is infectious and lively and the author,

who has already burle.squed Victor

Hugo and ' Ouida ' so well, has caught

with rare spirit the peculiar and ner-

vous style of his author. The editorial

notes explanatory of the text are also

exceedingly clever and piquant.

The Rev. Dr. Abbott, of London,
England, is doing excellent service to

the cause of .scholarship by the pub-

lication of a number of really good
text-books. He has made his subjects

so attractive, and has developed so

much industry in the collection of the

" Through the Keepit-Dark Continent; or How
1 Found '•^tanley(2l illustrations). By K.C.BrR.vASD
Toronto : Rose-Belford Publishing Company.

multitudinous examples which he has
brought forward to fortify his pre-

mises, allied to his own practical sug-
gestions and experience, that there
is little difliculty in allotting the very
highest place to the result of his

labours. ' How to Write Clearly,' and
' English Lessons for English People,'
are most invaluable, and ' How to
Parse '* is a book of equal importance.
Dr. Abbott applies the principles of
scholarship to English Grammar, and
furnishes a compact work on analysis,

spelling and punctuation, which must
prove of gi-eat value to the advanced
pupil. The chapter on poetical con-
struction is especially able and may be
read with profit by evei-vbody. We
wish to call the pai-ticular attention
of the Educational Department of
Canada to Dr. Abbott's work. It has
no superior among the very many
books of its class. School-teachers
especially should look into its pages.

Mr. Angus Dallas has prepared a
very good Latin Grammarf for the use
of parents in the work of home edu-
cation. This book, we presume, is not
intended to supersede Moody or Ed-
wards, but it is modelled on a simpler
basis than those standard grammars.
Mr. Dallas adopts the Platonic system
in his means of conveying instruction
to the pupil, and deprecates the pairot
method of study, so much in vogue
with the less skilful and more stupid
of our schoolmasters—and there are
stupid schoolmasters sometimes, even
in Canada. Mr. Dallas has practical-
ly tested many of the principles ad-
vanced in his treatise, and has been
rewarded by exceedingly good results.

A handy Latin-English dictionary,
containing all the words used in the
grammar, is added to the volume which
should prove very useful, as it saves
reference to the larger work of Charles
Anthon which is not always within

' Bow to Parse. By the Rev. Edwin- A Abbott D
D., Head .Master of the City of London School.
Boston ; Roberts Bros. Toronto : Hart & Rawlinson.

t Latin Language and Grammar. By ANors
Dallas. Toronto : Hunter, Rose i Co.
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the means of the student. It is a

pity that Mr. Dallas has omitted the

accentuation marks, as false quantity

in pronunciation is likely to result

from it. This may easily be re-

medied in a future edition.

Messrs. Pvobe]'ts Bros, have added

two dainty little volumes to their pop-

ular " Wisdom Series "*

—

Selections

fravi file Apocrijvha, and The Wisdom
o/Jesii-% the Son. of Sirarh. The cir-

culation of these booklets cannot help

having a most beneficial eflfect. They

are well edited, and the reader has

within a brief compass the most pre-

cious of the writings of the master

minds of the Christian world. In the

books of the Apocrypha the most in-

teresting relics of antiquity may be

found, and many pearls of wisdom may
be gathered from the teeming pages.

Wise maxims, devout sentiments,

glimpses of private life and customs,

and quaint pictures of Oriental life,

form only a portion of the contents

of these books. The editor of the

Wisdom Series is a judicious scholar

and critic, and a safe guide. He has

culled from a rich mine the very

choicest passages. These are illustra-

tive of tlie sapience of Solomon and of

the Jews, and copious quotations follow

from the Books of Esdras, Tobit, and

Baruch, the Songof the three Holy Chil-

dren, the Prayer of Manasses, King
of Judah, and from Maccabees, 1st

and 2ud. The Wisdom of Jesus is

from the Book of Ecclesiasticus. A
long selection from Dean Stanley's

Jtuitfh Chimh forms the introduction

to the first named of these books.

Thus far seven tiny volumes of the

series have been issued, and they are

well-deserving of the title which has

been given to them.

It is with real pleasure and satisfac-

tion that one reads a new novel by

* The Wisdom Series —relectionx from the Apoc-

rypha ; The Whdom of Jeinis, the Son of :sirack.

Edited by Ihe Editor of 'Quiet Hours.' Boston :

Roberts ijros. Toronto : Hart & Rawliuson.

William Black. He is one of the

strongest of living novelists. His stories

instruct as well as charm. They edu-

cate as well as amuse. His last rom-
ance is the most robust and vigor-

ous story he has written since A Prin-

cess of Thule, and like that gi-eat novel

it appeals to the cultivated reader.

Macleod of Dare* is strong in Mr.
Black's best characteristics. It smells

of the heather and the Highlands of

Scotland, and the scene changes from
the far north to England. Many of

the pictui-es of life in London are new,

but the old views which our author

gives us of the gay metropolis are

strikingly and attractively done, and
recall Thackeray in his best days and
some of the earlier novels of Disraeli.

The pox"traiture of Macleod Ls a study.

He will live in fiction as long as his

clan survives in history. Mr. Black

is always successful in his character

drawing. His men and women be-

come attached to the reader from their

first appearance on the scene. His
incidents are dramatic, bold, and real.

They never tire nor become tedious.

His characters say intelligent things

when they ?peak, and they never ser-

monize or preach. Mr. Black manages
his love scenes well, and his lovers are

never stupid lovers. Macleod ofBare
will add largely to our author's reputa-

tion. It more than surpasses Mad
Cap Violet, and in point of interest it

is not a whit behind A Daughter of

Beth. This edition of the novel is

illustrated by a number of prominent

artists, notably F. Faed, J. E. Millais,

J. MacWhirter, and T. Graham.

The Eose-Belford Publishing Co.

have in press Buckle's History of
Civilization in England, in three

handsome volumes. This edition will

contain a complete and carefully re-

vised index, specially prepared for

this work. The price per volume has

been fixed at one dollar and a half.

* Macleod of Dare (illustra'ed). By William
Black, autb' r of Mad Cap Vitilet, etc. Canadian
Copyright Edition. Montreal : Dawson Bros. Tor-
onto : Rose-Belford Publishina: Co.
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ABOUT SOME FIRE MOUNTAINS

BY E. C. BRUCE.

BEFORE considering the embiy- merly provocative of disputes not un-
ology of fire-mountains, let us worthy in their ardour of the fiery

begin with their birth. This was for-
\
theme. The theory of "craters of
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elevation," or the lifting of a great

mountain bodily by subterranean force

in the form of a gigantic vesicle or

bubble, was asserted and defended by

no less authority than that of Yon
Buch and Alexander von Humboldt.

It was opposed by Lyell, Poulett-

Scrope and the great majority of mod-

ern geologists. Von Buch, the father

of the theory, based it chiefly on his

observations in the Canary Islands.

One of them especially, Palma, seemed

to offer support to it by the shape in

which the mountain was projected

above the level of the sea. From all

the coast of the island the ground rises

gradually'* toward the centre, attaining

a height, at the rim of the hollow in-

terior, of over five thousand feet. The
dejith of the central basin is nearly as

great At one point it is cut through

by a ravine which opens a passage to

the sea. Along this furrow, called

the Barranca de las Angustias, the

almost perpendicular inside walls of

the great crater continue themselves

at a diminishing elevation. The ex-

ternal slope, much gentler, is studded

\ULCAN0 AND V0LCA^"1;LLu.

with cones of scoria", many of them

having miniature craters which for-

merly sent forth lava.

Von Buch conceived that the layers

of volcanic matter which compose ^e
island, and are now tilted toward a

common centre, lay originally in a

horizontal position at the bottom of

the sea. Raised thence, the hollow

summit, after enduring the strain to a

certain point, fell in, and left the im-

mense cavity now occupying its place.

To subsequent accretions by ejection

he allows but little effect in swelling

the mass of the island. Finding in

the centre of the reversed and fallen

cone the point of least resistance, the

forces beneath effected there a new

outlet, and formed a crater of erup-

tion, the matters expelled from w^hich

gradually filled the cavity and raised

themselves above it. Hence the fa-

miliar spectacle of an active cone ris-

ing in the centre of an amphitheatre.

Barren Island,in the Bay of Bengal,

offers a clear illustration. The Som-
ma, or ancient wall which encloses

Vesuvius, and a similar erection

which has been traced around Tener-

iffe, suggest themselves among many
others we could cite. Volcano, repre-

sented in these pages in profile and in

plan, has a secondary crater on the ex-

terior circuit.

Another argument in favour of this

view was based on the assumed im-

possibility of lava coming to a stand

upon an inclination of more than six

degrees to the horizon. Observations

are, however, numerous and positive

of its having arrested its progress and
formed sheets upon a surface of fif-
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teen, or even at Mauna Loa of twenty-

four, degrees slope. At Lanzerote, in

the eruption of 17oO-oG, a stream of

basaltic lava formed a layer from two
to four feet thick on a grade of thirty

degrees. The sliarply-drawu furrows
at Palma, supposed by Von Buch to

be crevices opened in the process of

elevation, are wider at bottom than

top, contrary to the shape required by
such an origin.

According to the view of the oppo-

site party, a comparatively slight

opening, like the fissures through

which water passes down, having been
etfected in the crust of the globe, ashes

and melted stone, simultaneously or

in various shades of alternation, are

projected in volumes which in the

course of time build up the volcano,

with no great local disturbance of the

penetrated strata. The canal or ver-

tical pipe, inconsiderable it may be
at first, enlarges its dimensions—like

that, for instance, of Vesuvius, which
was widened to a diameter of one
thousand feet by the explosions of fif-

teen days. The ejected matter rolls

bied's-eye view of volcano and volcanello.

back into the enlarged funnel, and
thus, aided by the secular sinking of

the exhausted focus beneath, forms a

vast cavity, sometimes miles across.

The showers and currents which reach

the scrap are subject only to the in-

fluence of gravity and the i-ains. Thus,

their thickness increases. The appa-

rent height of the enceinte is enhanced

also by the breaking through, gener-

ally at a single point, of water or lava

from the cavity. The degradation

thus caused often forms peninsulas

in the sea, and corresponding deposits

on land. In the Pacific are many
hollow islands like Palma, with the

floor more depressed, so as to lie under

water. One of this character furnish-

ed a refuge, two or three years ago.

to the water-logged transport Magaera
and her crew. If we draw a hori-

zontal line across the lowest point of

the crater of Oi'izaba, we have one of

these islands reproduced and theii- for-

mation illustrated.

Upon the perpendicular walls of the

tremendous seam called the Val del

Bove, three thousand feet deep, the

anatomy of Etna is depicted. It pre-

sents a succession of inclined beds of

lava, tufa and scoriae, cut through by
dykes or narrow injected clefts, which
traverse them nearly at right angles.

Such fissures, we may remark here,

are the channels into which pass,

either originally or after the decompo-
sition of their first contents, the sul>

limations which leave metallic ores.
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It is a fair presumption, were there

no facts to justify othertlian a presump-

tion, that the gi-eat volcanoes are born

like the little ones, and they are fre-

quent attendants upon cataclysms in all

volcanic regions. Two small mountains,

called Monte Rossi, were formed in a

fortnio^ht on the side of Etna in 1669,

the ejected cinders covering a space

of two miles. These are members of

a large family that flourishes around

the same hearth. It numbers about

eighty at present, but is liable to

change from the diseases which aiilict

infancy. Many are swept off in early

childhood, while others gi-ow up
through a jeunesse orageuse, and finally

fill the place of theii' enfeebled parent

in the active world.

But the study of nascent volcanoes

is not limited to specimens like these.

Hills of gi-eater size and in detached

localities have erected themselves be-

fore the eyes of modern observers, and
added to the long list sent down by

their predecessors. The Chinese and
Japanese records note occurences of

the kind. Aristotle tells us of a sub-

marine eruption in his day. Strabo de-

scribes a flaming mountain that sprang
up in a night, and made the sea boil

to a distance of five furlongs. Ovid
speaks with the scientific precision to

be expected from a poet of his stamp
of a like apparition on the promontory
of Methone.
We shall refer to events not de-

pendent for their authenticity on Mon-
gol chroniclers or Roman poets. On
a September afternoon in 1538 the

sea suddenly backed a thousand yards

from the Neapolitan coast under
Monte Barbaro. Next morning the

earth sank in the place afterward oc-

cupied by the crater. Water flowed

from the spot, at first cold, but after-

ward tepid, with a strong odour of

siilphur. Toward noon, the sea, which
had lowered its level twelve yards

since morning, rose again, and at the

1

MONlf, >LU>u,
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same moment a crater opened near

Lake Avernus, hard by, and ejected

smoke, flame, cinders, stones and mud
with the noise of cannon. The air

was black with aslies and scoria*, and
in four days they had built up in the

valley between the lake and Monte
Barbaro a hill nearly as high as the

latter, and three miles in circumfer-

ence. The eruption began on the

29th, and four days after, the 3rd of

of October, it was possible to climb

the hill, three thousand feet high. The
work had l:)een done, however, in for-

ty-eight hours. That the blister the-

ory gets small comfort from Monte

JULIA ISLAND.

Nuovo is clear from the fact that the

columns of the ancient temple of

ApoUo at the base of the mountain
maintained their perpendicular. A
result, either of the immediate out-

burst or of the earthquakes which had
afflicted the neighbourhood for two
years previously, was an upheaval of

the adjacent shore to an extent of

thirty-six feet, as a deposit of recent

shells at that elevation indicates. This

is a rise utterly trivial by the side of

that attained by the mountain, and it

appears to have been but one of sev-

eral oscillations experienced on the

same shores within the Christian era,

as Lyell has pointed out in his remarks

on the so-called temple of Serapis.

Monte Nuovo has been idle since

the year of its bii-th, only a little smoke
representing the once formidable life

that filled its crater. But it may re-

vive at any time, as perhaps even may,

after a far longer period of repose, its

classic neighbours, Lucinus, Acheron,
Avernus, and a host of others silent

for many centuries, but still breathing

heavily, and sometimes stentoriously.

From 1500 to 1631, A. D. the crater of

Vesuvius was as placid and pastoral

as when Spartacus, the Roman Robin
Hood, pranked it there gaily with his

merr}" men in dells dense and fragrant

with ilex and myrtle.

It was on the 29th of September,

two hundred and twenty-one years

later, and on the opposite side of the

Atlantic, that Jorullo saw the light.

It rose, and stands, fifteen hundred
feet above the plain, thirty leagues

from the coast and more than forty

from any other volcano. The basaltic

rocks of the neighbouring mountains,

however, indicate an ancient seat of

volcanic activity. This apart, its iso-

lation from the ordinary sources of ir-

ritation is, as compared with Monte
Nuovo, complete. Jorullo rose so sud-
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denly that the first warning was the

discovery of ashes on the hats of j^eons

at work on the spot. These infernal

snowflakes ' soft and mute,' preceded

the tempest. It burst in all its fury

by the time the natives had fled to the

hills.

Jorullo appears to have burned for

about a year, and to have ejected in

that time four sheets of lava, and co-

vered a tract four miles square, thence-

forward known from its utter desola-

tion, as the Malpays or Bad Lands.

It, with five other cones reared at the

same time, and somewhat less in height,

emits in our day only a little smoke.

The plain around it is nevertheless

covered with jets of smoke and vapour
from thousands of little fumaroles

three or four feet high, styled by the

inhabitants hornitos, or ovens. This

lava-strewn plateau was thought by
Humboldt to have been raised five

hundred feet above the surrounding

level at the instant of Jorullo's appear-

ance orjust before it ; but modern ex-

plorers agree in the opinion that what
elevation exists is due to emissions of

lava. It does not exceed a fourth of

the distance from the original surface

to the summit of the new mountain,

nor does it amount in bulk to a greater

mass than that repeatedly ejected at a

single eruption elsewhere.

Izalco, in San Salvador, is ten years

younger than Jorullo. Its birthday

was the 25th of February, 1770. It

came up through a farm, the occupants

of which had for some months been

disturbed by subterranean shocks and
noises. The earth opened half a mile

from the steading, and sent out lava

and smoke. No tumescence is men-
tioned. It could not possibly have
been great enough to give any counte-

nance to the bubble theoiy, or the

hacienderos would have been abruptly

poured ofi" the sides of their unfortu-

EXTINCT CRATERS IN ADVERGNE.

nate plantation. They had no care but
to get out of the way of the cinders,

which were borne by the wind eigh-

teen miles.

Unlike the two others, Izalco did

not exhaust itself with a single effort.

It continues, and still continues, to

rage and to increase in height. It has

attained the stature of Vesuvius, and
there is no reason why it should not,

in the remote future that shall make-
our age geologic, rank with the exist-

ing giants of the Cordilleras, created

doubtless in substantially the same
way.

It is iiarely a quarter of a century
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since Central America was further en-

riched with anew volcano. Mr. George
Squier witnessed the occurrence, and
describes in his lively way an ascent

he soon after made to the cone. The
volcano was a lusty infant, but ceased

to breathe before the neighbouring

clergy could follow, their custom of

blessing and baptizing it. All the Ni-

caraguan volcanoes were thus Chris-

tianized soon after the Con(}uest, with

the exception of one fiery heathen who
never sent back the deputation of

monks commissioned to plant thecross

upon his crest, llnregenerate Momo-
tombo still speaks in the old thunder

to the strange idols of stone that stare

up at him from the woods below.

Religious honours were likewise ac-

corded to islets of volcanic origin in

the Meditei'ranean. Delos and Rhodes
the classic historiaiis and naturalists

could report only on the strength of

tradition as having suddenly sprung

from the waves. To the birth of others.

as Thera, Theraica, Hiera and Thia,

thoy were able to allix known dates.

Their accounts have been verified by
modern geologists, who trace the erup-

tive rocks in all these islands. Colla-

teral evidence has been furnished by
the actual elevation of additional is-

lands in the same sea, and out of the

substance of the ancient ones, within

the Christian era.

In A.D. 72G, Hiera and Thia were
blended by a new eruption into one

island. This, now called Great Kai-

meni, was enlarged in 1573 by the ac-

cession from the same source of a fire-

blackened rock styled Little Kaimeni

;

and in 1707-12, New Kairaeni. two
thousand yards across and two hun-

dred feet high, was added to the gi-oup.

In 1866 this persistent focuswas again

convulsed. New Kaimeni was en-

larged by a promontoiy two hundred
feet long at one point, and a pjrojec-

tion of nearly equal dimensions at

another part of the coast. During
this eruption an incandescent rock set

fire to a vessel and killed the captain.

LAKE PAVIN.
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Elevation and depression were alike

traits of these convulsions. The new
islands rose and fell several times be-

fore establishin<,' a firm submarine foun-
dation, and their elder neighbours suf-

fered at some points a lowering of their

level. The road of Santorin, in which
they lie, may be accounted the mother
crater.

^Meanwhile, far west of the Cyclades,

Etna was giving signs of a propensity

for annexation. In July, 1831, in the

o])en sea off" the harbour of Sciacca, on
the south-western coast of Sicily, the

skipper of a Sicilian brig was aston-

ished by the spectacle of a wave that

swelled to a height of eighty feet, and
when it .suV)sided gave way to a dense

ENTRANCE TO FINGAL S CAVE.

column of smoke. This happened sev-

eral times, at intervals of fifteen or

twenty minutes. Scoriae and dead fish

floated ashore in great quantities. In

twelve days an islet had been formed,

crateriform in shape, and capped with

a sheaf of smoke and ashes two thous-

and feet high. The greatest breadth

of the mound was eight hundred feet.

Its height was variable, but usually at

the extreme point sixty feet. The ma-

terials ejected were too light to build

a solid substratum or resi.st the action

of the waves. Hence the short-lived

island, with a flag and a name—Julia,

Graham, Nerit, Ferdinandea—for each

month of its existence, had in Novem-
ber disappeared. On the 2.5th of

December the sounding-line showed
twenty-four fathoms on its site. Etna's

first outlying colony was a failure.

The island of Sabrina, in the Azores,

had a longer lease of life—from 1811

to 1822. That of Johanna Bogas-

lawa, in the Aleutian Archipelago, has

passed threescore and ten, but shows
plain marks of age and portents of dis-

solution. Like Sabrina and Julia, the

hyperborean recruit was rickety from
the cradle. His bony framework was
defective and deficient. The softer tis-

sues predominated : and as neither
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men nor volcanoes can live like jelly-

fish, he must perforce succumb. He
lackedthe stamina of the Grecian strip-

lings, the lusty sproiits of Olympus.

The traces of superficial volcanic ac-

tion, perfectly apparent to the tourist

of to-day in Germany, Hungary, Spain,

Greece and its islands, were not de-

tected, or certainly not openly recog-

nized, before the beginning of the

present century. Lyell has made us

familiar with the beautifully-marked

gi'oups of craters in Catalonia and

Auvergne. In the latter are pointed

out thii-ty-nine, besides some others

less unmistakably marked. They all

lie within a space of twenty-five or

thirty miles. Lava, scoria?, calcined

stones and soil of the character due to

the disintegration of such materials

leave no doubt of the forces which have
once been at work, even were the con-

formation of the country such as to

admit of question on that point. The
most cursory reader who glances at

the engraving of the beautiful Lake
Pavin, slumbering at the foot of Mont
Dialme in its cradle railed in with

basalt, must pronounce its basin a du-

plicate of those of Etna and Kilauea.
' Its fires are out from shore to shore,'

and the ]n-obabiHty of their rekind-

C RATER OF TENEKIFFE.

ling maybe postponed at least to some

remote period in the future wlien the

continent shall have been remodelled.

Thev have been extinguished from the

Pliocene period, and depositscontaining

the bones of the hi])popotamus, tapir,

etc., interleave with tlieir latest lava-

beds. Yet these beds, one of them thir-

teen miles long, are as fresh looking in

theirtexture as though theeruptionhad

occurred last year. The surface of

the country, in its relations to the sea-

level, has not been materially changed.

The region was then, as now, inland,

and the volcanic outbursts sub-aerial.

Veiy ditferent in the conditions of

foi-mation are the traces of the same

force we encounter in Staffa and on

the coast of Antrim. The famous

cave and causeway were shaped at the

bottom of the sea, and the lava, crys-

tallized into columns, subsequently up-

heaved by a movement extending over

a wide area, and acting so smoothly
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and uniformly as to cause little or no

disruption. The pillars are as erect as

when the whale swam above them. A
reproduction on land of Fingal's re-

treat is seen in the Cheese Grotto near

Coblentz. The basalt there flowed from

a height on which craters are traceable

to-day. Beds of the same rock in the

Bay of Trezza carry us l>ack to the

sea, and lead us south toward another

island of volcanic origin, not depen-

dent on tradition or fable for associa-

tion with giants, but trodden within

living memory by a mightier than

Fingal. For Napoleon, born of the fire-

fraught soil of the Mediterranean, the

summit of an extinct volcano was a

fitting tomb.

The United States can claim but

two active volcanoes—St. Helen's, a

fellow-picket, far removed, of Joiaillo-

on the line of the Cordilleras, and its

KUINS UV LISBON.

file-closer on the north, St. Elias, a

twin in height of Orizaba. Pre-

historic craters are nearly as rare.

Oddly enough, the chief one we have

to cite, that of Mount Shasta, near the

California and Oregon line, has a.sso-

ciated itself with the single military

event which the meagre annals of the

Pacific coast have contributed to

history.

The eastern and noi'thei'u coasts of

the Pacific are formed by a volcanic

range, as every .schoolboy knows.

Starting from Tierra del Fuego, it

passes through Mexico and our wes-

tern limits to Behring Strait. There,

deflected south-westwardly, it makes
stepping-stones of the Aleutian cluster,

and goes through Kamtchatka, Japan
and the Philippines to the Molluccas.

There it divides—one branch turning

westward by Borneo, Java and Suma-
tra to Birmah, while a second threads

the New Hebrides and New Zealand

toward its culmination at the South

Pole in Mounts Erebus and Terror,
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making a tolerably continuous oval.

Looking to the Atlantic, another sys-

tem may be traced from Iceland past

the Hebrides, the middle Ehine, Au-

vergne, and the Apennines to Vesu-

vius, Etna and the Grecian Archipe-

lago. This line may be connected

with the other system on the coast by

Ararat and the Thian-Shan, and to

the west by Madeira, the Azores, the

Oaribbees and Venezuela. From this

branch au offshoot skirts the African

coast in a line parallel with it, and

strikes by way of Teneriffe, 8t. Paul

and St. ffelena, toward the same ob-

jective point at the South Pole.

Upheavals and depressions on a

great scale, and operating slowly over

vast areas, have made broad gaps in

these lines, and obliterated others for-

merly no doubt quite as clearly

marked. No one of these rows of

v^himneys is at any time continuous

and synchronous in activity ; but the

clefts supposed to underlie and be

tapped by them reveal their continu-

ity frequently by sympathetic move-

ments involving points separated by
thousands of miles. Paroxysms in

Hecla, Vesuvius and Etna have more
than once been palpably coincident.

In 1835, Coseguina in Nicaragua,

Corcovado and Aconcagua, burst into

eruption on one and the same day.

The first and last are separated by an

interval of thirty-five hundred miles.

What vehicle of communication is it

that travels with such velocitv] Sound

would traverse the distance named
in about five hours. It is on record

that Coseguina was heard at Bogota,

eleven hundred miles as the crow

flies. The atmosphere could not have

accomplished this. The reverbera-

tion must have been conveyed along

the crust of the earth through the

secret speaking-tube of the frater-

nity. The mere concussion may have

caused the explosions, by unsettling

the equilibrium of the slumbering

forces, much as the Strockr is sum-

moned into action by a pebble. With-

out requiring the existence of hollow

cores to the mountain-ridges, we may
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justly assume a horizontal prolonga-

tion of such ducts as supply active

craters, or grooves which facilitate the

passage of gases along certain lines.

The products of combustion must have

the means of reaching their definite

and permanent outlets. When any of

these are found to act in concert, the

conviction of theii- having a subter-

ranean connection cannot be escaped.

That acute and systematic obsei-ver,

Charles Darwin, long .ago made such

a declaration, and facts to sustain it

have since accumulated.

When the gases rising from the

molten interior lake seek egress, they

force their way in a broad sheet

through the space between its sui-face

and the under side of the incumbent

shell, and the enormous tension cannot

fail to tell upon the inelastic crust.

As a rule, the volume of these fluids

WKT.i.s cAi's::i>

seems insufficent to produce a serious

tremor unless steam be added to them
by an influx of water. Even then,

the vibration they cause before reach-

ing the escape-valve is, even in extreme

cases, relatively very slight. The
most terrible earthquake does not com-

pare, when measured by the body upon
the surface of which it acts, with the

twitch of a horse's skin in shaking off

a fly. It is imperceptible to the eye

of those who experience it in an open

;V KAKTHijT'AKES.

plain. Men and the lower animals-

are seldom overthrown by the move-
ment of the soil. Their injuries are-

due to falling of walls, and less fre-

quently to the sudden opening of

crevices in the soil. These disruptions^

a few feet across, dwindle to an in-

finitely small dislocation as they sink

toward the centre of disturbance.

Usually, the shocks last but a few
moments, room for expansion into sea

or air having been found by the im-
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prisoned vapour. Sometimes, however,

they are repeated during days, and

even months. The destructive earth-

quake which warned the Pompeians

of their approaching doom, and gave

them a foretaste of it, preceded the

eruption six years.

More puzzling and perilous than the

propulsive is the rotatory style of agita-

tion. We may well believe that notes

from calm and curious observers of

TEMPLE OF SEKAPIS.

this phenomenon are not plentiful.

The soil is described as whirling like

the surface of coffee when stirred with

the spoon. It seems to be liquid.

The land-waves may be regular or ir-

regular. The results of both astonish,

whether with ruin or the inexplicable

arrest of ruin. Cultivated fields slide

one over the other. In the Calabrian

earthquake above mentioned the pedes-

tals of two obelisks in front of the

church of St. Etienne del Bosco main-

tained their normal position, but the

capstones were twisted some inches

upon the centre. Still greater is said

to have been the wrench undergone by

a tower in Majorca in 1851. The
base turned sixty degrees upon its

axis, while the upper part stood firm.

Of numerous and equally disastrous

earthquakes in more I'ecent years, none
have eclipsed in the general mind that

of Lisbon, November 1, 1755. The
attack and instantaneous reduction of

a European capital by a new and
terrible invader made an impres-

sion that will yet be long in dying

out. The accounts of eye-wit-

nesses are abundant and fuU,

Kven in our day, a hundred and

twenty years later, new ones are

discovered in private letters writ-

ten at the time, and since buried

in desks and chests. Many Eng-
lish were in the city or on vessels

in the Tagus who could describe

the event in its two aspects on

land and water.

In this case there was no warn-

ing. At half-past nine in the

morning a tremendous noise was
followed by a shock which pros-

trated the most solid structures

of Lisbon in an instant. Some
minutes after the movement was
renewed in a kind likened to that

of a chariot rolling with extreme

violence over a rugged surface.

gi^if First and last, the terrible blow

^B occupied six minutes. The bed of

^S the river rose in several places to

the level of its waters, and the

great quay of the Prada was swal-

lowed up with a crowd who had sought

safety upon it. For a brief space of

time the harbour was left almost dry,

but the water returned in a billow fifty

feet high, which swept many walls left

standing. Toward noon another shock,

more feeble than its predecessors, closed

the tragedy, which was not confined

to Lisbon. Oporto, Cadiz and Madrid
felt the shock at the same time, almost

to a minute. Other towns and some

of the loftiest mountains of the Penin-

sula expeiienced it with more or less
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marked results, but it did not restrict

itself to the bounds of Spain and
Portugal, nor was its severity by any
means measured solely by distance

from any supposed focus. The con-

vulsion is estimated to have affected

an area equal to a twelfth part of

the surface of the globe ; not only
was all Eui'ope shaken but a part of

America and North Africa. The dis-

turbance, however, was not simultane-

ous over this extent. It distributed

itself through some days. Turin and
Milan felt it seriously, the latter on
the 1st of November, and the former
on the 9th. In Brieg houses were
overthrown. The Lake of Neufchatel

overflowed its banks. The small Lake
of Morat near it sank twenty feet, and
remained at the new level. Vesuvius,

in eruption at the time, was suddenly
silenced, and its column of smoke re-

absorbed into the crater. Churches
in Rotterdam were shaken ten hours

CKATEIi OF MERBABU.

after the Lisbon shock. Lakes and
springs in many parts of Germany,
Norway and Sweden were affected.

A littoral wave swept the coasts of

AVestern Europe, rising eight or ten

feet on the coast of Cornwall, and do-

ing great mischief thei-e. The Scot-

tish lakes rose three feet. Tetuan,

Tangiers, Fez, Mequinez and other

African towns, approached Lisbon in

the completeness of their destruction.

At Mequinez a mountain opened and

discharged torrents of turbid water

—

one of the escape-valves, possibly.

Westward across the Atlantic the vast

oscillation took its way. At Madeira
the sea rose fifteen feet. A billow
twenty feet high is said to have en-

tered the harbour of St. Martin's in

the West Indies. On the 18th No-
vember the impulse reached New Eng-
land. In Boston chimneys were over-

thrown or cracked, and amongthefarms
stone fences had the like mishaps.
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The tread of the eartliquake is not

stamped only in shattered cities. The

granite of Monte Polisterra in Cala-

bria was split in 1783 for a distance

of nine or ten leagues. At Terranova

and Oppido houses disappeared uttei"-

ly. Rosarno shows a bequest of the

same convulsion in cylindrical wells

which recall the Geysers. These are

but examples of crevices and wells

opened in other parts of the world

recently, and anciently. Dykes and
" faults," or slides, thus originating,

are familiar to quarrymen, miners and

geologists.

Evidence is wanting of permanent

elevation or depression of the soil over

any considerable area due to these

sharp and sudden commotions. Local-

ized effects of this kind have been often

traced to them. Since the shock of

1750 at Concepcion in Chili, vessels

have been unable to come within three

leagues of the old port, and the rise of

the coast is estimated at twenty-six

feet. Again in 1822 the level of the

coast at Valparaiso is said to have been

changed four feet, and in 1835 a shock

which followed an eruption of Cose-

guina raised three hundred miles of

the Chilian coast five feet, and im-

mediately depressed it three feet. This

last change was so very slight as to be

contested. Admii-al (then Lieutenant)

Wilkes tested the point by sovmdings,

and came to an adverse conclusion.

An elevation of the surface of New
Zealand over a space of 4,600 square

miles to a height varying at diSerent

points between one and nine feet, by

a violent shock on the 23rd January,

1855, seems to be better avouched.

In the oft-cited case of the Neapo-

litan ruin which antiquarians dub the

temple of Jupiter-Serapis the alter-

nate elevations and depressions are

probably secular. The preservation

of absolute verticality by the remain-

ing columns, and absence of disloca-

tion in the pavement on which they

stand and constructions around them,

is at war with the allegation that the

movements were due to a cataclysm.

A gradual depression of the western
coast of Greenland, continuous during
at least the past four centuries over a

length north and south of six hundred
miles, is established by incontestable

proofs. Another northern peninsula,

that of Sweden, has been for a longer

period in process of upheaval. This
movement covers a line of a thousand
miles north and south. The rate at

the North Cape is calculated at five

feet in a century, diminishing to-

ward Denmark.
From such facts we may conclude

that the subterranean forces act with
a steady, equable and prolonged effort,

as well as with sporadic and violent

blows, and tliat they accomplish more
by the former than by the latter

method. We have seen that the two
forms of movement may coexist with-

ovit interfering, earthquake shocks

shooting across areas of upheaval and
depression like lightning over the

plain, as the vast succession of strata

envelopingthe earth ' like the coats of an
onion 'are penetrated by injected clefts.

Are these forces, various in their

manifestations, complex and distinct

in their character 1 Are they all to

be summarily ascribed to a molten in-

terior? If so, does liquefaction by
heat extend to the centre of the

sphere 1 Has the shrinking of the

earth from either pole and expansion

at the equator, productive of a pre-

sent difference in diameter five times

greater than the height of the loftiest

mountains, nothing to do with the

erection of those mountains, of the

long ridges they stud, and of the

broader and more gentle plateaus upon
which they stand 1 May not the as-

signed fluctuation of two and a half

degrees—granting that to be its ex-

treme amount—in the inclination of

the equator to the ecliptic, perpetually

changing, as it does, the distance of

each point on the earth's surface from
its centre of gravity, combine with

the former influence in affjcting grad-

ually or suddenly the distribution of

land and water 1
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THE HAUNTED HOTEL.

A MYSTERY OF MODERN VENICE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Chapter XXV.

—

Continued.

HENRY made no further attempt
to dispute with her. She had

impressed him with a certain reluc-

tant respect for her own opinion in

spite of himself.

' Have you thought of any better

way of ari'iving at the truth ?
' lie

asked. ' Who is to help us 1 No
doubt there is the Countess, who has

the clue to the, mystery in her own
hands. But, in the present state of

her mind, is her testimony to be trust-

ed—even if she wei-e willing to speak 1

Judging by my own experience, I

should say decidedly not.'

' You don't mean that you have
seen her again ?

' Agnes eagerly in-

tei'posed.

' Yes, I had half an hour to spare

before dinner ; and I disturbed her

once more over her endless wi-iting.'

' And you told her what you found

when you opened the hiding-place 1

'

' Of course I did !
' Henry replied.

* I said, in so many words, that Iheld
her responsible for the discovery, and
that I expected her to reveal the whole

truth. She went on with her writing

as if I had spoken in an unknown
tongue ! I was equally obstinate, on
my side. I told her plainly that the

head had been placed under the care

of the police, and that the manager
and I had signed our declarations and

given our evidence. She paid not the

slightest heed to me. By way of

tempting her to speak, I added that

the whole investigation was to be kept

a secret, and that she might depend on

2

my discretion. For the moment I
thought I had succeeded. She looked
up from her writing with a passing

flash of curiosity, and said, " What
are they going to do with it ? "—mean-
ing I suppose, the head. I answered
that it was to be privately buried, after

photographs of it had first been taken.

I even went the length of communicat-
ing the opinion of the surgeon consult-

ed, that some chemical means of ar-

resting decomposition had been used,

and had only partially succeeded—and
I asked her point-blank if the surgeon
was right 1 The trap was not a bad
one—but it completely failed. She
said in the coolest manner, " Now you
are here, I should like to consult you
about my play ; I am at a loss for some
new incidents." Mind ! there was
nothing satirical in this. She was
really eager to read her wonderful
work to me—evidently supposing that

I took a special i^iterest in such things,

because my brother is the manager of

a theatre ! I left her, making the

first excuse that occurred to me. So
far as I am concerned, I can do no-

thing with her. But it is possible

that i/oui- influence may succeed with
her again, as it has succeeded already.

Will you make the attempt, to satisfy

your own mind 1 She is still upstairs
;

and I am quite ready to accompany
you.'

Agnes shuddered at the bare sugges-

tion of another interview with the
Countess.

' I can't ! I daren't
!

' she exclaimed.
' After what has happened in that

horrible room, she is more repellent to
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me than ever. Don't ask me to do it,

Henry ! Feel my liand—you have

turned me as cold as death only with

talking of it
!

'

She was not exaggerating the terror

that possessed her. Hemy hastened

to change the siibject.

' Let us talk of something more in-

teresting,' he said, ' I have a question

to ask you about yourself. Am I

right in believing that the sooner you
get away from Venice the happier you

will be 1
'

' Right ?
' she repeated, excitedly.

* You are more than right ! No words

can say how I long to be away from

this horrible place. But you know
how I am situated—you heard what
Lord Montbarry said at dinner-time 1

'

' Suppose he has altered his plans

since diiiner-time 1 ' Henry suggested.

Agnes looked surprised. ' I thought

he had received letters from England
which obliged him to leave Venice to-

morrow,' she said.

' Quite true,' Henry admitted. ' He
had arranged to start for England to-

morrow, and to leave you and Lady
INIontbarry and the children to enjoy

your holiday in Venice under my
care. Circumstances have occurred,

however, which have forced him to

alter his plans. He must take you all

back with him to-morrow, because I

am not able to assume the charge of

you. I am obliged to give up my
holiday in Italy, and return to Eng-

land too.'

Agnes looked at him in some little

perplexity ; she was not quite sure

whether she understood him or not.

' Are you really obliged to go back 1
'

she asked.

Henry smiled as he answered her.

' Keep the secret,' he said, ' or Mont-
barry will never forgive me !

'

She read the rest in his face. ' Oh 1
'

she exclaimed, blushing biightly, ' you
have not given up your pleasant holi-

day in Italy on my account 1
'

' I shall go back with you to Eng-

land, Agnes. That Avill be holiday

enough for me.'

She took his hand in an irrepressible

outburst of gratitude. ' How good
you are to me !

' she murmured
tenderly. ' What should I have done
in the troubles that have come to me,
withoiit your sympathy ? I can't tell

you, Henry, how I feel your kindness.

She tried impulsively to lift his

hand to her lips. He gently stopped

her. ' Agnes,' he said, ' are you be-

ginning to understand how truly I

love you 1

'

That simple question found its own
way to her heart. She owned the

whole truth, without saying a word.

She looked at him-—and then looked

away again.

He drew her to his bosom. 'My
own darling !

' he whispered—and
kissed her. Softly and tremulously, the

sweet lips lingered, and touched his

lips in return. Then her head drooped.

She put her arms round his neck, and
hid her face in hif bosom. They
spoke no more.

The charmed silence had lasted but

a little while, when it was mercilessly

broken by a knock at the door.

Agnes started to her feet. She
placed herself at the piano : the in-

strument being opposite to the door,

it was impossible, when she seated

herself on the music-stool, for any per-

son entering the room to see her face.

Henry called out irritably, ' Come in.'

The door was not opened. The
person on the other side asked a

strange question.

' Is Mr. Heniy Westwick alone ?

'

Agnes instantly recognized the

voice of the Countess. She hurried

to a second door, which communicated
with one of the bed-rooms. ' Don't

let her come near me 1
' she whispered

nervously. ' Good night, Henry I

good night
!

'

If Henry could, by an effort of will,

have transported the Countess to the

uttermost ends of the earth, he would

have made the effort without remorse.

As it was, he only repeated, more ir-

ritably than evei', ' Come in !

'

She entered the room slowly witK
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her everlasting manuscript inlici- li:ui(l.

Her ste]) was unsteady ; a dark flush

appeared on her face, in place of its

customary pallor ; her eyes were blood-

shot a nd widely dilated. In approach-

ing Henry, she showed a strange in-

capability of calculating her distances

—she struck against the table near

which he happened to be sitting.

When she spoke, her articidation was
confused, and her pronunciation of

some of the longer words was hardly

intelligible. Most men would have
suspected her of being under the in-

fluence of some intoxicating liquor,

Henry took a truer view—he said, as

he placed a chair for her, 'Countess,

I am afraid you have been working too

hard : you look as if you wanted rest.

'

She put her hand to her head. * My
invention has gone,' she said. ' I

can't write my fourth act. It's all a

blank—all a blank !

'

Henry advised her to wait till the

next day. ' Go to bed,' he suggested
;

' and try to sleep.

'

She waved her hand impatiently.
' I must finish the play,' she answered.
' I only want a hint from you. You
must know something about plays.

Your bro^^ i" has got a theatre. You
must often have heard him talk about

fourth and fifth acts—you must have

seen rehearsals, and all the rest of it.'

She abruptly thrust the manuscript

into Heniy's hand. ' I can't read it

to you,' she said ;
' I feel giddy when

I look at my own writing. Just run

your eye over it, there's a good fellow

—and give me a hint.'

Henry glanced at the manuscript.

He happened to look at the list of the

persons of the drama. As he read the

list he started and turned abruptly to

the Countess, intending to ask her for

some explanation. The words were

suspended on his lips. It was but too

plainly useless to speak to her. Her
head lay back on the upper rail of

the chair. She seemed to be half asleep

already. The flush on her face had

deepened : she looked like a woman
who was in danger of having a fit.

He rang the Vjell, nnd directed the

man who ausw<ired it to send one of

the chambermaids upstairs. His voice

seemed to partially rouse the Coun-
tess ; she opened her eyes in a slow

drowsy way. * Have you read it ?
'

she asked.

It was necessary as a mere act of

humanity to humour her. ' I will

read it willingly,' said Heniy, ' if you
will go upstaii's to l)ed. You shall heai'

what I think of it to-morrow morn-
ing. Our heads will Ije clearer, we
shall be better able to make the fourth

act in the morning.'

The chambermaid came in while he
was speaking. * I am afraid the lady

is ill,' Henry whispered. ' Take her

up to her room.' The woman looked

at the Countess and whispered back,
' Shall we send for a doctor, su- ?

'

Henry advised taking her upstairs

first, and then asking the manager's
advice. There was great difficulty in

persuading her to lise, and accept the

support of the chambermaid's arm. It

was only by reiterated promises to

read the play that night, and to make
the fourth act in the morning, that

Henry prevailed on the Countess to

return to her room.

Left to himself, he began to feel a

certain languid curiosity in relation to

the manuscript. He looked over the

pages, reading a line here and a line

there. Suddenly he changed colour

as he read—and looked up from the

manuscript like a man bewildered.
' Good God ! what does this mean 1

he said to himself.

His eyes turned ner\'ously to the

door by which Agnes had left him.

She might return to the drawing-room

;

she might want to see what the Coun-
tess had written. He looked back
again at the passage which startled

him—considered with himself for a

moment—and suddenly and softly left

the room.
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Chapter XXV ^

ENTERING his own room on the

up])er Hoor, Heniy phiced the

niaiiusci'ipt on his table, open at the

tiist leaf. His nerves were unques-

tionably shaken ; his hand trembled

as Le turned the pages ; he started at

chance noises on the staircase of the

hotel.

The scenario, or outline, of the

Countess's Play began with no formal

prefatory phrases. She presented

herself and her work with the easy

familiarity of an old friend.

' Allow me, dear Mr. Francis West-

wick, to introduce to you the persons

in my proposed Play. Behold them,

arranged symmetrically in a line.

' My Lord. The Baron. The Cour-

ier. The Doctor. The Countess.
' I don't trouble myself, you see, to

invent fictitious family names. My
characters are sufficiently distinguish-

ed by their social titles, and by the

striking contrast which they present

one with another.
' The Fii-st Act opens
' No ! Before 1 open the First

Act, I must announce, in justice to

myself, that this Play is entii-ely the

work of my own invention. I scorn

to borrow from actual events ; and,

what is more extraordinary still, I

have not stolen one of my ideas from

the Modern French drama. As the

manager of an English theatre, you
will naturally refuse to believe this.

It doesn't matter. Nothing matters

—except the opening of my first act.

' We are at Homburg, in the famous

Salon d'Or, at the height of the season.

The Countess (exquisitely dressed) is

seated at the green table. Strangers

of all nations are standing behind the

players, venturing their money or

only looking on. My Lord is among
the strangers. He is struck by the

Countess's personal appearance in

which beauties and defects are fantas-

tically mingled in the most attractive

manner. He watches the Countess's

game, and places his money where
he sees her deposit her own little

stake. She looks romid at him, and
says " Don't trust to my colour ; I

have been vmlucky the whole evening.

Place your stake on the other colour,

and you niay have a chance of win-

ning." My Lord (a true Englishman)
blushes, bows, and obeys. The Coun-
tess proves a true prophet. She loses

again. My Lord wins twice the sum
that he has risked.

' The Countess rises from the table.

.She has no more money, and she

oflfers my Lord her chair.

' Instead of taking it, he politely

places his winnings in her hand, and
begs her to accept the loan as a favour

to himself. The Countess stakes

again, and loses again. My Lord
smiles superbly, and presses a second

loan on her. From that moment her

luck turns. She wins, and wins
largely. Her brotl^r, the Baron, try-

ing his fortune in another room,

hears of what is going on, and joins

my Lord and the Countess.
' Pay attention, if you please, to the

Baron. He is delineated as a remark-
able and interesting character.

' This noble person has begun life

with a single-minded devotion to the

science of experimental chemistry,

very surprising in a young and hand-
some man with a brilliant future be-

fore him. A profound knowledge of

the occult sciences has persuaded the

Baron that it is possible to solve the

famous problem called the " Philoso-

pher's Stone." His own pecuniary
resources have long since been ex-

hausted by his costly experiment.

His sister has next supplied him with
the small fortune at her disposal ; re-

serving only the family jewels, placed

in the charge of her l)anker and friend

at Frankfort. The Countess's fortune

also being swalloAved up, the Baron
has in a fatal moment soiight for new
supplies at the gaming table. He
proves, at starting on his perilous

career, to be a favourite of fortune

;

wins largely, and alas ? profanes his

J
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uoltle eutliusiitsui for science by yield-

ing his sonl to the all-debasing passion

of the gamester.
' At the period of the Play the

Baron's good fortune has deserted

him. He sees his way to a crowning
experiment in the fatal search after

the seciet of ti-ansmuting the baser

metals into gold. But how is he to

pay the preliminaiy expenses ? Des-

tiny like a mocking echo, answers
How?'

' Will his sister's Avinnings (with

my Lord's money) prove large enough
to help him % Eager for this result,

he gives the Countess his advice how
to play. From that disasti'ous mo-
ment the infection of his own adverse

fortune spreads to his sister. She
loses again, and again—loses to the

last farthing.

' The amiable and wealthy Lord of-

fei'S a third loan ; l)ut the scrupulous

Countess positively refuses to take it.

On leaving the table, she presents her

brother to my Lord. The gentlemen

fall into pleasant talk. My Lord asks

leave to pay his resjiects to the Coun-
less, the next morning, at her hotel.

The Baron hospitably invites him to-

breakfast. My Lord accepts, ^Wth a

last admiring glance at the Countess

which does not escape her Ijrother's

observation, and takes his leave for

the night.

' Alone with his sister, the Baron
speaks out plainly. " Our affairs," he

says, " are in a desperate condition,

and must find a desperate remedy.

Wait for me here while I make in-

quiries about my Lord. You have

evidently produced a strong impres-

sion on him. If we can turn that im-

pression into money, no matter at

what sacritice, the thing miist be

done."
' The Countess now occupies the

stage alone, and indulges in a solilo-

quy which develops her character.

' It is at once a dangerous and at-

tractive character. Immense capaci-

ties for good are implanted in her na-

tui'e, side by side with equally remark-

table capacities for evil. It rests with
circumstances to develop either the
one or the other. Being a person who
produces a sensation wherever she

goes, this noble lady is naturally made
the subject of all sorts of scandalous

reports. To one of these reports

(which falsely and abominably points

to the Baron as her lover instead of

her brother) she now refers with just

indignation. She has just expressed
her desire to leave Homl)urg, as the

place in which the vile calumny first

took its rise, when the Baron returns,

overhears her last words, and says to

her, " Yes, leave Homburg by all

means
;
provided you leave it in the

character of my Lord's betrothed
wife !

"

' The Countess is startled and shock-

ed. She protests that she does not
reciprocate my Lord's admiration for

her. She even goes the length of re-

fusing to see him again. The Baron
answers, " I must positively have com-
mand of money. Take your choice,

between maiTying my Lord's income,

in the interest of my gi-and discovery

—or leave me to sell myself and my
title to the fii-st rich woman of low de-

gree who is ready to buy me."
' Tlie Countess listens in surjirise

and dismay. Is it possible that the

Baron is in earnest % He is hon'ibly

in earnest. " The woman who will

buy me," he says, "is in the nextroom
to us at this moment. She is the

wealthy widow of a Jewish usurer.

She has the money I want to reach

the solution of the great problem. I

have only to be that woman's husband,
and to make myself master of untold

millions of gold. Take five minutes
to consider what I have said to you,

and tell me on my return Avhich of us

is to marrv for the monev I want, you
or L" '

' As he turns away, the Countess
stops him.

' All the nol>lest sentiments in her
nature are exalted to the highest pitch,

" Where is the true woman," she ex-

claims, " who wants time to consum-
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mate the sacrifice of herself, when the t,

man to whom she is devoted demands

it 1 " She does not want five minutes

—she does not want five seconds—she

holds out her hand to him, and she

says " Sacrifice me on the altar of j^oui-

glory ! Take as stepping-stones on

the way to your triumph, my love, my
liberty, and my life !

"

' On this grand situation the cur-

tain falls. Judging by my first act,

Mr. Westwick, tell me truly, and

don't be afraid of turning my head :

—Am I not capable of wiiting a good

playr

Henry paused between the Fii-st and

Second Acts ; reflecting, not on the

merits of the Play, but on the strange

resemblance which the incidents so far

presented to the incidents that had
attended the disastrous marriage of

the first Lord Montbarry.

Was it possible that the Countess,

in the present condition of her mind,

supposed hei-self to be exercising her

invention when she was only exercis-

ing her memory 1

The question involved considera-

tion too serious to be made the subject

of a hasty decision. Reserving his

opinion, Henry turned the page, and
devoted himself to the reading of the

next act. The manuscript proceeded

as follows :

—

' Tlie Second Act opens at Venice.

An interval of four months has elap-

sed since the date of the scene at the

gambling table. The action now
takes place in the reception-room of

one of the Venetian palaces.

' The Baron is di.scovered, alone, on
the stage. He reverts to the events

which have happened since the close

of the First Act. Tlie Countess has

sacrificed herself ; the mercenary mar-
riage has taken place—but not ^\T.th-

out obstacles, caused by diflTerence of

opinion on the question of marriage
settlements.

' Private inquiries, instituted in

England, have informed the Baron
that my Lord's income is derived

chiefly from, what is called, entailed

property. In case of accidents, he is

surely bound to do something for his

bride 1 Let him, for example, insure

his life, for a sum proposed by the

Baron, and let him so settle the money
that his widow shall have it, if he dies

first.

' My Lord hesitates. The Baron
wastes no time in useless discussion.

"Let us by all means" (he says) "con-

sider the marriage as broken off." My
Lord shifts his gi-ound, and pleads for

a smaller sum than the svmi proposed.

The Baron biiefly replies, " I never
bargain." My Lord is in love ; the

natural result follows—he gives way.
' So far, the Baron has no cause to

complain. But my Lord's turn comes,

when the marriage has been cele-

brated, and when the honeymoon is

over. The Baron has joined the mar-

ried pair at a palace which they have
hired in Venice. He is still bent on
solving the problem of the " Philoso-

pher's Stone. " His laboratoiy is set up
in the vaults beneath the palace—so that

.smells from chemical experiments may
not incommode the Countess, in the

higher regions of the house. The one
obstacle in the way of his grand dis-

covery is, as usual, the want of money.
His position at the present time has

become truly critical. He owes debts

of honour to gentlemen in his own
rank of life, which must positively be

paid ; and he proposes, in his own
friendly manner, to borrow the money
of my Lord. My Lord positively re-

fuses, in the rudest terms. The Baron
applies to his sister to exercise her

conjugal influence. She can only ans-

wer that her noble husband (being no
longer distractedly in love with her)

now ap])ears in his true character, as

one of the meanest men li^^.ng. The
saci'ifice of the marriage has been made,

and has already proved useless.

' Such is the state of affairs at the

o]iening of the second act. »

' The entrance of the Countess sud-
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deiily disturbs tlio IJaioii's reflections.

81ie is in a state Ijorderiiig on frenzy.

Incoherent expressions of rage burst

from her lips : it is some time before

she can sutKciently control hei'self to

sjieak plainly. She has been doubly
insulted—first, by a menial person in

her employment ; secondly, by her

hixsband. Her maid, an Englishwo-

man, has declared that she will serve

the Countess no longer. She will give

up her wages, and return at once to

England. Being asked her reason for

this strange proceeding, she insolently

hints that the Countess's service is no
service for an honest woman, since the

Baron has entered the house. The
Countess does, what any lady in her

position would do ; she indignantly

dismisses the wretch on the spot.

' My Loi'd, hearing his wife's voice

raised in anger, leaves the study in

which he is accustomed to shut him-

self up over his books, and asks what
this disturbance means. The Coun-
tess informs him of the outrageous

language and conduct of her maid.

My Lord not only declares his entire

approval of the woman's conduct ; but

expresses his own abominable doubts

of his wife's fidelity, in language of

such hoi-rible brutality that no lady

could pollute her lips by repeating it,

" If I had been a man," the Countess

says :
" and if I had had a weapon in

my hand, I would have struck him
dead at my feet !

"

' The Baron, listening silently so far,

now speaks. " Permit me to finish the

sentence for you," he says. " Yoii

would have struck your husband dead

at your feet ; and by that rash act,

you would have deprived yourself of

the insurance money settled on the

widow— the very money which is

wanted to relieve your brother from

the unendurable pecuniary position

which he now occupies !

"

' The Countess gravely reminds the

Baron thac this is no joking matter.

After what my Lord has said to her,

she has little doubt that he wall com-

municate his infamous siispicions to

his lawyers in England. If nothing

is done to prevent it, she may be di-

vorced and disgraced, and thrown on
the world, with no resource but the

sale of her jewels to keep her from
starving.

' At this moment, the Courier who
has been engaged to travel with my
Lord from England, crosses the stage

with a letter to take to the post. The
Countess stops him, and asks to look

at the address on the lettei-. She takes

it from him for a moment, and shows
it to her brother. The handwriting is

my Lord's ; and the letter is directed

to his lawyers in London.
' The Courier proceeds to the post-

ofiice. The Baron and the Countess
look at each other in silence. No
words are needed. They thoroughly

understand the position in which they

are placed; they clearly see the terrible

remedy for it. What is the plain al-

ternative before them ? Disgrace and
ruin—or, my Lord's death !

' The Baron walks backwards and
forwards hx great agitation, talking to

himself. The Countess hears frag-

ments of what he is saying, He
speaks of my Lord's constitution pro-

bably weakened in India—of a cold

whichmy Lord has caught two or three

days since—of the remarkable manner
in which such slight things as colds

sometimes end in serious illness and
death.

' He observes that the Countess is

listening to him, and asks if she has

anything to propose. She is a woman
who, with many defects, has the great

merit of speaking out. " Is there no
such thing as a serious illness" she

asks, "corked up in one of those bottles

of yours in the vaults downstairs ?
"

' The Baron answers by gravely

shaking his head. What is he afraid

of ?—a po.ssible examination of the

body after death ? No : he can set any
post-mortem examination at defiance.

It is the process of administering the

poison that he dreads. A man so

distinguished as my Loi-d cannot be

taken seriously ill without medical at-
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tendance. Where there is a doctor

there is always danger of discovery.

Then, again, there is the Courier,

faithful to my Lord as long as my
Lord pays him. Even if the Doctor

sees nothing suspicious, the Courier

may discover something. The poison,

to do its work with the necessary se-

crecy, mustl)e repeatedly administered

in graduated doses. One trifling mis-

calculation or mistake may rouse sus-

picion. The insurance office may hear

of it, and may refuse to pay the money.

As things are, the Baroxi will not risk

it, and will not allow his sister to risk

it in his place.

' My Lord himself is the next cha-

racter who ap])ears. He has repeat-

edly rung for the Courier, and the bell

has not been answered. " What does

this insolence mean ?

"

' The Countess (speaking with quiet

dignity—for why should her infamous

husband have the satisfaction of know-
ing how deeply he has wounded her ?)

reminds my Lord that the Courier has

gone to the post. My Lord asks sus-

piciously if she has looked at the let-

ter. The Countess informs him coldly

that she has no curiosity about his let-

ters. Keferi'ing to the cold from which
he is suflering, she inquu'es if he thinks

of consulting a medical man. My
Lord answers roughly that lie is quite

old enough to be capable of doctoring

himself.

' As he makes this reply, the Cour-

ier appears, returning from the post.

My Lord gives him orders to go out

again and buy some lemons. He pro-

poses to try hot lemonade as a means
of inducing perspii-ation in bed. In
that way he has formerly cured

colds, and in that way he will cure

the cold from which he is suffering

now.
' The Courier obeys in silence. Judg-

ing by appearances he goes very rekic-

tantly on this second errand.
' My Lord turns to the Baron (who

has thus far taken no part in the con-

versation) and asks him, in a sneering

tone, how much longer he proposes to

prolong his stay in Venice. The Baron
answers quietly, " Let us speak plainly

to one another, my Lord. If you wish

me to leave your house, you have only

to say the word, and I go." My Lord
turns to his wife, and asks if she can

suj^port the calamity of her brother's

absence—laying a grossly insulting em-
phasis on the word, "brother." The
Countess j)reserves her impenetrable

composure ; nothing in her betrays the

deadly liatred with which she regards

the titled ruffian who has insulted her.

" You are master in this house, my
Lord," is all she says. "Do as you
please."

' My Lord looks at his wife ; looks

at the Baron—and suddenly alters his

tone. Does he perceive in the com-

posure of the Countess and her brother

something lurking under the surface

that threatens him ? This is at least

certain, he makes a clumsy apology for

the language that he has used. (Ab-

ject wretch !)

' My Lord's excuses are interrupted

by the i-eturn of the Courier with the

lemons and hot water.
' Tlie Countess observes for the fii'st

time that the man looks ill. His hands
tremble as he places the tray on the

table. My Lord orders his Courier to

follow him, and make the lemonade in

the bedroom. The Countess remarks,

that the Courier seems hardly capable

of obeying his orders. Hearing this,

the man admits that he is ill. He,
too, is suflering from a cold ; he has

been kept waiting in a di'aught at the

shop where he bought the lemons ; he

feels alternately hot and cold, and he
begs permission to lie down for a little

while on his bed.

Feeling her humanity appealed to,

the Countess volunteers to make the

lemonade herself. My Lord takes the

Courier by the arm, leads him aside,

and whispers these words to him.
" Watch her, and see that she puts

nothing into the lemonade ; then bring

it to me with your own hands ; and,

then, go to bed, if you like."

* Without a word more to his \n.ie^
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or to the Bai'on, my Lord loaves the

room.
' The Countess makes the lemon-

ade, and the Courier takes it to his

master.
' Returning, on the way to his own

room, he is so wcnk, and feels, he says,

so giddy, that he is obliged to support
himself hv the backs of the chaii-s as

he passes them. The Baron, always
considerate to persons of low degi'ee,

offers his arm. " I am afraid, my poor
fellow," he says, "that you are really

ill. " The Courier makes this extraor-

dinaiy answer :
" It's all over with me,

Sir : I have cavight my death."
* The Countess is naturally startled.

" You are not an old man," she says,

trying to rouse the Courier's spirits.

" At youi- age, catching cold doesn't

sui'ely mean catching your death. %
"

The Courier fixes his eyes despaii'ingly

on the Countess.
' " My lungs are weak, my Lady,"

he says, " I have already had two at-

tacks of bronchitis. The second time,

a great physician joined my own Doc-
tor in attendance on me. He consi-

dered my recoveiy almost in the light

of a miracle. Take care of yota-self,"

he said. " If you have a thii'd attack

of bronchitis, as certainly as two and
two make four, you will be a dead
man. I feel the same inward shiver-

ing, my Lady, that I felt on those two
foiTQer occasions— and I tell you
again, I have caught my death in Yen-
ice."

' Speaking some comforting words,

the Baron leads him to his room. The
Countess is left alone on the stage.

' She seats herself, and looks to-

wards the door by which the Courier

has been led out. " Ah ! my poor

fellow," she says, " if you could only

change constitutions with my Lord,

what a happy result would follow for

the Baron and for me ! If yon could

only get cured of a trumpery cold with

a little hot lemonade, and if he

could only catch his death in your
place— !

"

' She suddenly pauses—considers

for awhile—and springs to her feet,

with a cry of triumphant .surprise

;

the wonderful, the unparalleled idea

has crossed her miiifl like a Hash of

lightning. Make the two men change
names and places ; and the deed is

done ! Where are the ol)stacles ? Re-
move my liord (by fair means or foul)

from his room ; and keep him secretly

prisoner in the palace, to live or die

as future necessity may determine.

Place the Courier in the vacant bed^

and call in the doctor to see him—ill,

in my Lord's character, and (if he-

dies) dying under my Lord's name.'

The manuscript dropped from
Henry's hands. A sickening sense ofhor-

ror overpowered him. The question

which had occun-ed to his mind at the

close of the First Act of the Play as-

sumed a new and ten-ible interest

now. As far as the scene of the

Countess's soliloquy, the incidents of

the Second Act had reflected the

events of his late brother's life as-

faithfully as the incidents of the First.

Act. Was the monstrous plot, re-

vealed in the lines which he had just

read, the offspring of the Countess's

morbid imagination % or had she, in

this case also, deluded herself with the

idea that she was inventing when she

was really writing under the influ-

ence of her own guilty remembrance
of the past ? If the latter interpreta-

tion were the true one, he had just

read the narrative of the contemplated

murder of his brother, plamied in

cold blood by a woman wlio was at

that moment inhabiting the same
house with him. While, to make the

fatality complete, Agnes herself had
innocently provided the conspirators

with the one man who was fitted to be

the passive agent of their crime.

Even the bare doubt that it might
be so, was more than he could endure.

He left his room ; resolved to force

the truth oiit of the Countess, or to

denounce her before the authorities as

a murderess at large.

Arrived at her door, he was met by
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a. person just leaving the room. The
person was the manager. He was
hardly recognisable ; he looked and
spoke like a man in a state of desper-

ation.

' Oh, go in if you like !
' he said to

Heniy. ' Mark this, sir ! I am not a

superstitious man ; but I do begin to

believe that crimes carry their own
curse with them. This hotel is under
a curse. What happens in the morn-
ing 1 We discover a crime committed
in the old days of the palace. The
night comes, and brings another

dreadful event with it^a death ; a

sudden and shocking death, in the

house. Go in, and see for yourself ! I

shall resign my situation, Mr. West-
wick; I can't contend with fatalities

that pursue me here !

'

Heniy entered the room.

The Countess was stretched on her

bed. The doctor on one side and the

chambermaid on the other, were stand-

ing looking at her. From time to

time, she drew a heavy stertorous

breath, like a person oppressed in

sleeping. ' Is she likely to die ?

'

Henry asked.
' She is dead,' tlie doctor answered.

* Dead of the rupture of a blood-vessel

•on the brain. Those sounds that you
hear are purely mechanical—they may
^o on for hours.

'

Henry looked at the chambermaid.
iShe had little to tell. The Countess

had refused to go to x bed, and had
placed herself at her desk to proceed

with her writing. Finding it useless

to remonstrate with lier, the maid had
left the room to speak to the manager.
In the shortest possible time, the

doctor was summoned to the hotel,

and found the Countess dead on the

floor. There was this to tell—and no
more.

Looking at the writing-table as he
went out, Heruy saw the sheet of

paper on which the Countess had
traced her last lines of writing. The
characters werealmost illegible. Henry
could just distinguish the words,

•'First Act,' and 'Persons of the

Drama.' The lost wretch had been
thinking of her Play to the last, and
had be^un it all over again !

Chapter XXVII.

HENRY returned to his room.

His first impulse was to throw
aside the manuscript, and never to

look at it again. The one chance of re-

lieving his mind from the ch'eadful un-

certainty that oppressed it, by obtain-

ing positive evidence of the truth, was
a chance anniliilated by the Countess's

death. What good jjui-pose could be

served, what relief could he anticipate,

if he read more ?

He walked up and down the room.

After an interval, his thoughts took a

new direction ; the question of the

manuscri2:)t presented itself under an-

other point of view. Thus far, liis

reading had only informed him that

the conspiracy had been planned. How
did he know that the plan had been

put in execution.

The manuscript lay just before him
on the floor. He hesitated—then

picked it up ; and, returning to the

table, read on as follows, from the

point at which he had left off.

'While the Countess is still absorbed

in the bold yet simple combination of

cii'cumstances which she has discover-

ed, the Baron returns. He takes a

serious view of the case of the Courier

;

it may be necessary, he thinks, to send

for medical advice. No servant is

left in the palace, now the English

maid has taken her departure. The
Baron himself muat fetch the doctor,

if the doctor is really needed.
' " Let us have medical help, by all

means," his sister replies. " But wait

and hear something that I have to

say to you first. " She then electrifies

the Baron by communicating her idea

to him. What danger of discovery

have they to dread 1 My Lord's life
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in Venice has l)een a life of absolute

seclusion : nobody but his banker

knows him, even by pei-sonal appear-

ance. He has presentetl his letter of

credit as a perfect sti-anger ; and he

and his banker have never seen each

other since that tii'st visit. He has

given no parties, and gone to no par-

ties. On the few occasions when he

has hired a gondola or taken a walk,

he has always been alone. Thanks to

the atrocious suspicion which makes
him ashamed of being seen with his

wife, he has led the very life which

makes the proposed entei-prise easy of

accomplishment.

'The cautious Baron listens—but

gives no positive opinion as yet. "See

what you can do with the Covirier,"

he says ;
" and I will decide when I

hear the result. One valuable hint I

may give you before you go. Your
man is easily tempted by money—if

you only oifer him enough. The other

day I asked him, in jest, what he

would do for a thousand jiounds. He
answered, ' Anything. ' Bear that in

mind; and offer your highest bid

without bargaining."
' The scene changes to the Courier's

room, and shows the poor wretch with

a photographic portrait of his wife in

his hand, crying. The Countess enters.

' She widely begins by sympathis-

ing with her contemplated accomplice.

He is duly gi^ateful ; he contides his

sorrows to his gracious mistress. Now
that he believes himself to be on his

death-bed, he feels remorse for his ne-

glectful treatment of his wife. He
could resign himself to die ; but de-

spair overpowers him when he remem-
bers that he has saved no money, and

that he will leave his widow, with-

out resom-ces, to the mei-cy of the

world
' On this hint the Countess speaks.

" Suppose you were asked to do a per-

fectly easy thing," she says ;
" and

suppose you were rewarded for doing

it by a present of a thousand pounds,

as a legacy for your widow %
"

' The Courier raises himself on his

pillow, and looks at the Counte.ss with

an expression of incredulous surprise.

She can hardly be cruel enough (he

thinks) to joke with a man in his mis-

erable plight. Will she .say plainly

what this perfectly easy thing is, the

doing of which will meet with such a

magniiicent reward ?

'The Countess answers that ques-

tion by confiding her project to the

Courier, without the slightest reserve.

' Some minutes of silence follow

when she has done. The Courier is

not weak enough yet to speak with-

out stopping to think first. Still

keeping his eyes on the Countess, he

makes a quaintly-insolent remark on

what he has just heard. " I have not

hitherto been a religious man ; but I

feel myself on the way to it. Since

vour ladyship has spoken to me, I be-

lieve in the De^il." It is the Coun-

tess's interest to see the humorous

side of this confession of faith. She

takes no offence. She only says, " I

will give you half an hour by yovu'-

self, to think over my proposal. You
are in danger of death. Decide, in

your wife's interests, whether you v,-ill

die worth nothing, or die worth a

thousand poimds."
' Left alone, the Courier seriously

considers his position—and decides.

He rises with difliculty ;
writes a few

linesx)U a leaf taken from his pocket-

book ; and with slow and faltering

steps leaves the room.
' The Countess, returning at the ex-

piration of the half-hour's interval,

finds the room empty. While she is

wondering, the Courier opens the

door. What has he been doing out of

his bed I He answers, " I have been

protecting my own life, my lady, on

the bare chance that I may recover

from the bronchitis for the thii'd time.

If you or the Baron attempt to huiTy

me' out of this world, or to deprive me
of my thousand pounds reward, I

shall tell the doctor where he will find

a few liues of writing, which describe

yom- ladyshi}i's plot. I may not have

strength enough, in the case supposed,
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to betray you by making a complete

confession with my own lips ; but I

can employ my last breatb to speak

the half-dozen words which will tell

the doctor where he is to look. Those
words it is needless to add, will be

addressed to your ladyship, if I find

your engagements towards me faith-

fully kept."
' With this audacious preface, he

proceeds to state the conditions on
which he will play his part in the

conspiracy, and die (if he does die)

worth a thousand pounds.
' Either the Countess or the Baron

are to taste the food and drink brought

to his bedside, in his presence, and
even the medicines which the doctor

may prescribe for him. As for the

money, it is to be produced in one

bank note, folded in a sheet of paper,

on which a line is to be written, dic-

tated by the Courier. The two en-

closures are then to be sealed up in

an envelope, addressed to his wife,

and stamped ready for the post. This

done, the letter is to be placed under
his pillow ; the Baron or the Countess

being at liberty to satisfy themselves,

day by day at their own time, that

the letter remains in its place, with

the seal unbroken, as long as the doc-

tor has any hope of his patient's re-

covery. The last stipulation follows.

The Courier has a conscience ; and
with a view to keeping it easy, insists

that he shall be left in ignorance of

that part of the plot which i-elates to

the sequestration of my Lord. Not
that he cares particularly what be-

comes of his miserly master—but he

does dislike taking other people's re-

sponsibilities on his own shoulders.

' These conditions being agi^eed to,

the Countess calls in the Baron, who
has been waiting events in the next

room.
' He is informed that the Courier

has yielded to temptation ; but he is

still too cautious to make any com-

promising remarks. Keeping his

back turned on the bed, he shows a

bottle to the Countess. It is labelled

" Chloroform." She understands that

my Lord is to be removed from his

room in a convenient state of insensi-

bility. In what part of the palace is

he to be hidden? As they open the

door to go out, the Countess whispers

that question to the Baron. The Baron
whispers back, " In the vaults !

" On
those woi'ds, the curtain falls.'

Chapter XXVIIL

SO the Second Act ended.

Tiirning to the Third Act, Henry
looked wearily at the pages as h- let

them slip through his fingers. Both
in mind and body, he began to feel

the need of repose.

In one impoi-tant respect, the latter

portion of the manuscript ditfered

from the pages which he had just been

reading. Signs of an overwrought
brain showed themselves, here and
there, as the outline of the Play ap-

proached its end. The handwriting

gi-ew worse and worse. Some of the

longer sentences were left unfinished.

In the exchange of dialogue, ques-

tions and answers were not always-

attributed respectively to the right

speaker. At certain intervals the

writer's failing intelligence seemed to

recover itself for awhile ; only to re-

lapse again, and to lose the thread of

the narrative more hopelessly than

ever.

After reading one or two of the

more cohei-ent passages, Heniy re-

coiled from the ever-darkening horror

of the stoiy. He closed the manu-
script, heartsick and exhausted, and

threw himself on his bed to rest. The
door opened almost at the same mo-

ment. Lord Montbarry entered the

room.
' We have just returned from the

Opera,' he said ;
' and we have heard

the news of that miserable woman's
death. They say you spoke to her in

hei- last moments ; and I want to hear

how it happened.'
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' You shall hear how it happened,'

Henry answered ;
' and more than

that. You are now the liead of the

the family, Stephen ; and I feel bound,

in the position which o]»pi-esses me, to

leave you to decide w hat ought to be

done.

'

With those introductory words, he

told his brother how the Countess's

Play had come into his hands. ' Read
the first few pages,' he said, ' I am
anxious to know whether the same
impression is produced on both of us.'

Before Lord ]\Iontbariy had got

half way through the First Act, he

stopped, and looked at his brother.

' What does she mean by boasting of

this as her own invention,' he asked.

' Was she too crazy to remember that

these things really happened ]

'

This was enough for Henry : the

same impression had been produced on

both of them. ' Y^'ou will do as you

please, he said. ' But if you will be

guided by me, spare yourself the read-

ing of those pages to come, which de-

scribe our brother's terrible expiation

of his heartless marriage.'

' Have you read it all, Henry ?

'

' Not all. I shrank from reading

some of the latter part of it. Neither

you nor I saw much of our elder bro-

ther after we left school ; and, for my
part, I felt, and never scrupled to ex-

press my feeling, that he behaved in-

famously to Agnes. But when I read

that unconscious confession of the mur-

derous conspu-acy to which he fell a

victim, I remembered, with something-

like remorse, that the same mother

bore us. I have felt for him to-night,

what I am ashamed to think I never

felt for him before.'

Lord Montbarry took his brother's

hand.
' You are a good fellow, Henry,' he

said ;
' but are you quite sure that

you have not been needlessly distress-

ing yoiu-self? Because some of this

crazy creature's writing accidentally

tells what we know to lie the truth,

does it follow that all the rest is to be

relied on to the end ?

'

' There is no [lossible doubt of it,'

Henry replied.

' No possible doubt ?
' his brother

repeated. ' I shall go on with my
reading, Henry—and see what justifi-

cation there may he, for that confident

conclusion of yours.'

He read on steadily, until he had
reached the conclu.sion of the Second
Act. Then he looked up.

' Do you really believe that the mu-
tilated remains which you discovered
this morning are the remains of our
brother ?

' he asked. ' And do you be-

lieve it on such evidence as this 1
'

Heniy answered silently, by a sign
in the affirmative.

Lord Montbany checked himself

—

evidently on the point of entering an
indignant protest.

' Y^ou acknowledge that you have
not read the later scenes of the piece,'

he said. ' Don't be childish, Henry ?

If you persist in pinning your faith

on such stuff as this, the least you can
do is to make yourself thoroughly ac-

quainted w-ith it. Will you read the
third Act 1 No ? Then' I shall read
it to you.'

He turned to the third Act, and
ran over those frag-mentary passages
which were clearly enough expressed
to be intelligible to the mind of a
strangei-.

' Here is a scene in the vaults of the
palace,' he began. ' The victim of
the conspiracy is sleeping on his miser-
able bed ; and the Baron and the
Countess are considering the position
in which they stand. The Countess
(as well as I can make it out) has
raised the money that is wanted, by
boiTOwing on the security of herjewels
at Frankfort ; and the Courier up-
staii-s is still declared by the doctor to
have a chance of recovery. What are
the conspirators to do, if the man does
recover? The cautious Baron sug-
gests setting the prisoner free. If he
ventures to appeal to the law, it is

easy to declare that he is subject to in-

sane delusion, and to call his own wife
as a -witness. On the other hand if
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the Courier die?, how is the seques-

trated and unknown nobleman to he

put out of the way 1 Passively, by

letting him starve in his prison 1 No :

the Baron is a man of refined tastes

;

he dislikes needless cruelty. The ac-

tive policy remains. Say, assassina-

tion by the knife of a hired bravo ?

The Baron objects to trusting an ac-

complice : also to spending money on

any one but himself. Shall they drop

their prisoner into the CanaU The

Baron declines to trust water—water

will show him on the surface. Shall

they set his bed on fire 1 An excel-

lent idea ; Ijut the smoke might be

seen. No : poisoning is no doubt an

easier death than he deserves, but

there is really no other safe way out

of it thnn to poison him. Is it possi-

ble, Henry, that you believe this con-

sultation really took place ?

'

Henry made no reply. The suc-

cession of questions that had just been

read to him exactly followed the suc-

cession of the dreams that had terri-

fied Mrs. Norbury, on the two nights

which she uad passed at the hotel It

was useless to point out this coinci-

dence to his brother. He only said,

'Goon.'
Lord Montbarry turned the pages

until he came to the next intelligible

passage.
' Here,' he proceeded, ' is a double

scene on the stage—so far as I can

understand the sketch of it. The

doctor is upstairs, innocently waiting

the certificate of my Lord's decease,

by the dead courier's bedside. Down
in the vault the Baron stands by the

corpse of the murdered lord, preparing

the strong chemical acids which are

to reduce it to a heap of ashes.—Sure-

ly, it is not worth while to trotible

ourselves with decyphering such melo-

dramatic horroi-s as these 1 Let us get

on 1 let us get on !

"

He turned the leaves again; at-

tempting vainly to discover the mean-

ing of the confused scenes that fol-

lowed. On the last page but one he

found the last intelligible sentences.

' The third Act,' he said, ' seems to

be divided into two Parts or Tableaux.

I think 1 can read the waiting at the-

beginning ©f the second Part. The
Baron and the Countess open the

scene. The Baron's hands are myste-

riously concealed by gloves. He has

reduced the body to ashes, by his own
system of cremation, with the excep-

tion of the head
'

Henry inteiTuptedhis Vn-other there.
' Don't read any more !

' he exclaimed.
' Let us do the Countess justice,"

Lord Montbarry persisted. ' There

are not half a dozen lines more that I

can make out. The accidental break-

ing of his jar of acid has burnt the

Baron's hands severely. He is stili

unable to proceed to the destmction

of the head—-and the Countess is wo-

man enough (with all her wickedness)

to shrink from attempting to take his

place—when the first news is received

of the coming arrival of the commis-

sion of inquiry despatched by the In-

surance Oflicea The Baron feels no

alarm. Inquire as the commission

may, it is the natural death of the

Courier (in my Lord's character) that

they are blindly investigating. The
head not being destro3'^ed, the obvious

alternative is to hide it—and the Baron
is equal to the occasion. His studies

in the old library have informed him
of a safe place of concealment in the

palace. The Countess may recoil from

handling the acids, and watching the

process of cremation. But she can

sui-ely sprinkle a little disinfecting

powder '

' No more I ' Henry reiterated. ' No
moi*e.

'

' There is no more that can be read,

my dear fellow. The last page looks

like sheer delirium. She may well

have told you that her invention had

failed her !

'

' Face the truth honestly, Stephen

—and say her memory.'

Lord Montbarry rose from the table

at which he had been sitting, and

looked at his brother with pitying

eyes.
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' Your nerves are out of ordiu-,

Henry,' he said. ' And no wonder,

after that frightfvil discovery under
the hearth-stone. We won't dispute

about it ; we will wait a day or two
until you are quite yourself again. In

the meantime, let us understand each

other on one point at least. You leave

the question of what is to be done with

these pages of writing to me, as the

the head of the family %
'

'I do.'

Lord Montbai-ry quietly took up
the manuscript, and thi^ew it into the

fire. ' Let this rubbish be of some
use,' he said, holding the pages

down with the poker. ' The room is

getting chilly—let the Countess's Play

set some of these charred logs flaming

again. ' He waited a little at the fii-e-

place, and returned to his brother.

* Now, Henry, I have a last word to

say, and then I have done. I am
ready to admit that you have stum-

bled, by an unlucky chance, on the

pi'oof of a crime committed in the old

days of the palace, nobody knows how
long ago. With that one concession,

I dispute everything else. Rather than

agree in the opinion you have formed,

I won't believe anything that has hap-

pened. The supernatural influeices

that some of us felt when we first slept

in this hotel—your loss of appetite,

our sister's dreadful dreams, the smell

that over]50wered Francis, and the

head that appeared to Agnes—I de-

clare them all to be sheer delusions !

I believe in nothing, nothing, nothing
!

'

He opened the door to go out, and
looked back into the room. ' Yes,' he

resumed, ' there is one thing I believe

in. My wife has committed a breach

of confidence—I believe Agnes will

marry you. Good night, Henry. We
leave Venice the first thing to-morrow

morning.

'

So Lord Montbarry disposed of the

mystery of The Haunted Hotel.

POSTCRIPT.

A LAST means of deciding the-

difference of opinion between,

the two brothers was still in Henry's

possession. He had his own idea of.

the use to which he might put the-

false teeth, as a means of inquiry,,

when his fellow-travellers returned to-

England.

The only surviving depository of the

domestic history of the family in past

yeare was Agnes Lockwood's old nurse..

Henry took his first opportunity of

tiying to revive her po'sonal recollec-

tions of the deceased Lord ^Montbarry.

But the nur.se had never forgiven the-

gi-eat man of the family for his deser-

tion of Agnes : she flatly refused to

consult her memoiy. ' Even the bare

sight of my lord, when I last saw him
in London,' said the old woman,,
' made my finger-nails itch to set their

mark on his face. I was sent on an
errand by Miss Agnes, and I met him.

comuig out of the dentist's door—and,

thank God, that's the last I saw o£'

him.'

Thanks to the nui'se's quick temper
and quaint way of expressing herself,

the object of Henry's inquiries was
gained already ! He ventured on ask-

ing if she had noticed the situation of

the house, ^'he had noticed, and still

remembered the sitviation—'did Mas-
ter Henry suppose she had lost the

use of her senses, because she had
happened to be nigh on eighty years
old % 'The same day, he took the false

teeth to the dentist, and set all fur-

ther doubt (if doubt had still been
possible) at rest for ever. The teeth

had been made for the first Lord
Montbarry.

Henry never revealed the existence
of this last link in the chain of dis-

covery to any living creature, his bro-
ther Stephen included. He carried
his terrible seci-et with him to the
grave.

There was one other event in the
memorable past on which he preserved
the same compassionate silence. Little-
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Mrs. Ferrari never knew that her

husband had been—not as she sup-

posed, the Countess's victim—but the

Countess's accomplice. She still be-

lieved that the late Lord Montbarry

had sent her the thousand pound note,

and still recoiled from making use of

a present, which she persisted in de-

claring had 'the stain of her hus-

band's blood on it.' Agnes, with the

widow's entire approval, took the mo-

ney to the Children's Hospital ; and

spent it in adding to the number of

the beds.

In the spring of the new year the

marriage took place. At the special

request of Agnes, the members of the

family were the only persons present

at the ceremony : the three children

acted as bridesmaids. There was no

wedding breakfast—and the honey-

moon was spent in the retirement of a

cottage on the banks of the Thames.

During the last few days of the re-

-sidence of the uewly-mai-ried couple

by the riverside, Lady JNIontbarry's

children were invited to enjoy a day's

play in the garden. The eldest girl

overheard (and reported to her mo-

ther) a little conjugal dialogue which

touched on the subject of the Haunted

Hotel.
' Henry, I want you to give me a

kiss.'

' There it is, my dear.

'

' Now, I am your wife, may I speak

to you about something ]'

' What is it ?'

' Something that happened the day

before we left Venice. You saw the

Countess during the last six hours of

her life. Won't you tell me whether

she made any confession to you 1

'

' No conscious confession, Agnes

—

and therefore no confession that I need

distress you by repeating.'

' Did she say nothing about what
she saw or heard, on that dreadfxil

night in my room !'

' Nothing. We only know by the

event, that her mind never recovered

the terror of it.'

Agnes was not quite satisfied. The
subject troubled her. Even her own
brief intercourse with her miserable

rival of other days suggested questions

that perplexed her. She remembered
the Countess's prediction. ' You have

to bring me to the day of discovery,

and to the punishment that is my
doom.' Had the prediction simply

failed like other mortal prophecies 1

Or had it been fulfilled, on the memo-
rable night when she had seen the ap-

parition, and when she had innocently

tempted the Countess to watch her in

her room 1

Let it, however, be recorded, among
the other virtues of Mrs. Henry West-
wick, that she never again attempted

to persuade her husband into betray-

ing his secrets. Other men's wives,

hearing of this extraordinary conduct

(and being trained in the modern
school of morals and manners) natu-

rally regarded her with compassionate

contempt. They always spoke of Ag-

nes, from that time forth, as ' rather

an old-fashioned person.'

Is that all ?

That is alL

Is there no explanation of the mys-

tery of the haunted hotel ?

Ask yourself if there is any expla-

nation of the mystery of your own life

and death.—Farewell.
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BY WALTER TOWNSEND

' Most wretched men
Are cradled into poetry by wrong :

They learn in suffering- what they teach in song.*

- Julian and Maddalo.

IT has frequently been said that it

is neither necessary nor wise, in

passing judgment upon a poet's work,

to consider either his personal charac-

ter, private opinions, or the events of

his life. If this be true at all,

it is true only to a very limited

extent. It is not only justifiable,

but actually necessary to consider

all of these, in so far as they have

determined the nature of a poet's

work, or the manner of its execution
;

to go beyond this were to be profane

and sacrilegious, not to go so far were
to neglect a most obvious means of

learning to the full the lessons fit and
proper to be learned from poetry. It

is, unfortunately, necessary to say

here, to prevent the possibility of mis-

take, that we have no kind of sympa-

thy with those literary ghouls, who
make a business of ' the defamation

at second hand of the illustrious and
defenceless dead,' nor with those more
harmless, but perhaps more foolish

people, who, with meddling hand, ven-

ture to remove the dust of time and
oblivion from the most sacred priva-

cies of life. The events of a poet's

life may have no visible connection

with the work he does, and to argue

that we should be guided either in re-

ceiving or rejecting a man's woi'k, by
the fact that he was moral or immoral,

is, on the face of it, absurd. But there

are some great poets wdiose writings

have been so completely informed and

inspii'ed by the action, upon their cha-

racter, of the accidents of life and the

3

usages of the world, that it is impos-
sible to discuss their works altogether

apart from their lives ; and of such
poets Shelley is undoubtedly one. To
discuss Shelley's works without dis-

cussing Shelley would be to run the
risk of grave injustice, both to the

poetry and to the poet. We shall,

therefore, consider how far Shelley's

peculiar temperament and unconven-
tional life determined the nature of

his poetry, before we discuss the
abstract merits of the glorious work
he has done ; or in other words, we
shall endeavour to view him, first from
the human, and then from the intel-

lectual side. In attempting this it

will not be necessary to give a detailed

account of the poet's life ; its inci-

dents are too well known, or in any
case within such easy reach of all, that
it were superfluous to recapitulate
them here.

A sensitive poetic genius can feel

the torments that arise from a percep-
tion of the evil and misery of the
world, at an age when most boys
think of nothing but how to obtam
enjoyment or avoid punishment. Ima-
gine a child, with that sense of resist-

ance to injustice, always so strong in
childhood, abnormally magnified by the
divine comprehensiveness of genius
until it extended, not only to his own
petty woes, but also to the wrongs of
all wdth whom he came in contact or
of whom he had read or heard : ima-
gine such a child, delivered at a ten-
der age to the rough and brutal usage
of a vulgar and undisciplined private
school ; imagine the proud and lofty
spirit which even then refused to bend
before persecution ; imagine the ten-
der heart which bled most freely at
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another's suiferings tortured bj the

hourly sight of brutalities against

which revolt was vaiii ; imagine all

this, and it is not surprising that Shel-

ley entered on the second stage of his

boyhood at Eton with a spirit already

at war with a world in which he

thoughtthat injustice reigned supreme,

and with a mind burning with desire

to set wrong right, to brand the op-

pressor and to succour the oppi'essed.

It has been truly said, that life at the

great English public schools is but a

miniature of life in the actual world,

and Shelley's career at Eton is a re-

markable example of this. His con-

duct there was the same as his conduct

in after life—bold, defiant, and un-

compromising to all he thought false

or "v\Tong, and the treatment he receiv-

ed there but too accurately forshad-

owed the treatment that awaited him
in the ^^'ider arena of the world. At
Eton he had not to sufier from the

unlicensed cruelty of a private school,

but he found there, in the sys-

tem of fagging, a legalized form
of what he considered wholesale tyr-

anny. He resolutely refused to fag,

and was in consequence subjected to

the most brutal cruelty, his persecu-

tor being upheld and abetted by the

authorities of the school. Shelley has

left a most afiecting record, not only

of the sadness and misery of his school

life, but also of the purifying influence

upon his loving nature of the suffer-

ing he so early endured. In the in-

troduction to the ' Revolt of Islam '

there occurs the following inexpressi-

bly beautiful pictui-e of a boyhood mis-

understood and abused :

—

"Tlioughts of great deeds were mine, dear friend,

when first

Tlie clouds which wTap this world from youth did
pass.

' I do remember well the hour which burst
My spirit's sleep. A fresh May-dawn it was.
When I walked forth upon the glittering grass,

And wept, I knew not why : until there rose
From the near schoolroom voices that, alas !

Were but one echo from a world of woes

—

The harsh and grating strife of tyrants and of foes.

' And then I clasped my hands, and looked aroimd ;

But none was near to mock my streaming eyes.

Which j)oured their warm droi)s on the sunn.v
ground.

So, without shame, I spake :
—" I will be wise,

And just, and free, and mild, if in me lies

Such power : for I grow weary to behold
The selfish and the strong still tyrannize
Without reproach or check." I then controlled
My tears, niv heart grew calm, and I was meek and

bold.'

These well-known lines show how po-

tent the events of Shelley's boyhood
were in forming and determining his

character. His school life did not
alone foster and develop his inborn

hatred of all things foul and wrong,
but it also endowed him with the bit-

ter knowledge that our social laws re-

cognize sin and evil as permanent in-

I

stitutions, regarding them as fixed

t and unalterable parts of a divinely

I appointed imiverse. Against this

knowledge, instilled into him so early,

Shelley's soul rebelled ; the cardinal

point of his creed was that sin and
suflering are not the necessary ad-

juncts of, but excrescences upon,

existence here ; he believed that it is

within the power of man to remove
these excrescences, to make himself

perfect and all the world a paradise.

In ' Queen Mab,' the crude, undi-

gested work of youth, only pai-tially

redeemed in its excesses and faults of

workmanship by some passages of ex-

quisite music and burning eloquence,

Shelley first gave passionate expres-

sion to this belief. This is the gist

and aim of the poem, and is never lost

sight of through all the fierce arraign-

ments of religion and social law, until

it finds full ex|)ression in the beauti-

ful passage ending :

' Thus human things were perfected, and earth.
Even a.s a child beneath its mother's luve.
Was strengthened in all excellence, and grew
Fairer and nobler with each passing year.'

In ' Prometheus Unbound,' the mag-
nificent monument of Shelley's ma-
tui-ity, perhaps the greatest poem
given to the world in the years be-

tween Shakespeare and Victor Hugo,
the leading idea is the same. The
tortured Titan in his direst agony
knew that the day of his release must
come :

I
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' iVercwri/—Thou kiiowest not the period r-t Jove's
power ?

Prometheun—1 know but this that it must com.'.
Mercury.— Alas

'

Thou can'st not count tliy years to come
of pain

!

Prometheui —They last while Jovo mjst reign ; nor
more nor less

Do I desire or fear.'

From the beginning of the third act,

in which the Titan's freedom is con-

summated, the passionate strain of

exultation at the triumph which 'Love
from its awful throne of patient

power ' has at last achieved, continu-

ally rises, alternately swelling har-

monious in stately verse, or running
riot in joyous, entrancing music, until

the last grand words of Demogorgon :

' Gentleness, Virtue, Wisdom, and Endurance

—

These are the seals of that most firm assurance
Which bars the pit over Destruction's strength ;

And, if with infirm hand Eternity,
Mother of many acts and hours, should free

Th J serpent that would clasp her with his length,
These are the spells by which to re-assume
An empire o'er the disentangled doom.

'To suffer woes whijh hope thinks infinite
;

To forgive wrongs darker than death or night ;

To defy Power which seems omnipotent :

To love, and bear ; to hope till hope creates

From its own wreck the thing it contemplates ;

Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent
;

This, like thy glory. Titan, is to be
Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free :

This is alime Life, Joy, Empire, and Victory !'

This intense belief, that it is within

man's power to obtain perfectibility,

really lay at the bottom of Shelley's

hatred of all restraint and authority.

He found, naturally enough, that

what are called the bulwarks of social

ordei', viz. : properly constituted au-

thority and appointed law are the

greatest apparent obstacles in the path

of any Utopian scheme ; and he also

found what must inevitably occur in

an imperfect state of society, that

properly constituted authority and ap-

pointed law are not invariably arrayed

on the side of strict justice and free-

dom, and these considerations drove

him in his early yoiith into semi-

revolt against all authority and law.

In this frame of mind Shelley went to

Oxford, and his career at that Uni-

versity is remarkable only for the

manner of its close. As is well knowTi,

he was expelled for promulgating an
atheistical pamphlet entitled ' The

(i75

Necessity of Atheism,'* and this severe
action on the pai-t of the authorities

has frequently Ijeen blamed. It has
been alleged in Shelley's defence, that
the pamphlet in f|uestion contained no
absolute confession of Atheism, but
merely set forth the weakness of the
stock arguments in fa\'our of the ex-
istence of a (xod, and invited discus-

sion, m order, if po.ssible, to dissipate
the clouds of doubt that darkened his
mind. A careful {lerusal of the pam-
phlet will hardly bear out this view,
and moreover in extenuation of the
conduct of the Oxford authorities the
whole circumstances of the case must
be taken into consideration, which
tend to shew that it was not so much
the oflence itself, as the manner in
which it was committed, that drew
upon Shelley so severe a penalty.
Although in those days Oxford Pro-
fessors did not write articles abreast,
or perhaps rather ahead of the times,
in scientific re%aews, still, a little

pamphlet such as Shelley's was, if

modestly and anonymously published,
might even then, on the excellent
principle of letting sleeping dogs lie,

have been permitted to jjass unnoticed.
It is indeed directly stated by De
Quincey that on the first appearance
of the pamphlet, the heads of Colleges
met and decided to take no action in
the matter, and that it was in conse-
quence of this very decision that Shel-
ley, with characteristic fearlessness,

forced them from their quiescent posi-

tion, by sending to each a copy of the
pamphlet with a letter challenging
open discussion. De Quincey's ac-

count of the whole transaction, how-
ever, contains so many inaccuracies,

that it cannot be absolutely relied

upon, but it is most probable that,

as we have said, the offence which
precluded all forgiveness, consist-

ed more in the open defiance shewn
to the ai;thorities, than in the

* This pamphlet appears almost verbatim in Shel-
ley's own notes to ' Queen ilab ' which are given in
full in Mr. Rossetti's edition.
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mere writing of the pamphlet. Harsh

as the measure was, and unfortun-

ate, as tending further to im-

press Shelley A\4th the comaction of

the hardness and injustice of the

world, we must in candour admit that

as the Christian religion, whether

true or false, is the basis of their

society, there was apparently no al-

ternative course possible to the autho-

rities of Oxford.

Shelley's expulsion from Oxford

excited a considerable amount of

public notice ; he quitted it with the

reputation of a confirmed Atheist, a

reputation which drew upon him cruel

persecution during life, and clinging

to him after death, has subjected his

memory to the vUest misrepresenta-

tions and the most homble slander.

The truth is, and in any consideration

of Shelley or Shelley's writings the

fact cannot be too strongly insisted

upon , thathe was not an Atheist. Even

at this, the starting point of his career,

when, as a boy of nineteen he flew in

the face of all received opinions, there

is nothing approaching to proof that

he was an Atheist. But even if we

grant, that when he wrote the Oxford

pamphlet, his tenets, so far as he had

any, were atheistical, is it fan- from

the crude dogmatical ideas of boyhood

to infer the creed of a lifetime 1 No
man can quote a single passage from

any writing of Shelley's maturity,

either poetry or prose, which upholds

a belief in annihilation after death*

and from many of his poems, his

letters, and his prose works, distinct

* The following passage from ' Tbe Sensitive

Plant ' might be quoted against me :

' But in this life

Of error, ignorance and strife

Where nothing is but all things seem,

And we the shadows of the dream,

It is a modest creed, and 3'et

Pleasant if one considers it,

To own that death itself must be.

Like all the rest, a mockerj-.'

This is, however, an hypothesis rather than a

proposition, and an hypothesis of so vague and

shadowv a character that no conclusion can fairly be

adduced from it, and it is possible moreover, so to

read the latter lines that they annul rather than

confirm the ' Berkleyan ' philosophy of the preced-

proof of his belief in an omnipresent

Deity can be adduced. When Tre-

lawney asked him why he. who cer-

tainly was not one, allowed himself

to be called an Atheist, Shelley replied

:

'I used it (the name Atheist) to express

my abhorrence of superstition : I took

up the word as a knight took up a

gauntlet, out of defiance.' Shelley

was not at any period of his life a

Christian, and if to be not a Christian

is to be an Atheist, ^hen and then only

our argument falls to the ground. As
far as his belief can be gathered from
his writings, he was far more a Pan-
theist than an Atheist, and he was at

all times a sworn foe to Materialism.

Even in ' Queen Mab,' the poem which
contained so violent and outrageous

an assault upon the established beliefs

of mankind, that later in life he bit-

terly repented its production, Shelley

could speak thus :

' Death is a gate of dreariness and gloom.
That leads to azure isles and beaming skies.

And happy regions of eternal hope.'

It is ti-ue that he abhoi-red the vul-

gar anthropomorphic conception of the

Deity ; it is true that he denounced in

scathing verse the evil that men have
wrought under the sacred banner of

religion ; it is true that he laughed to

scorn those precious teachers, who
would carve out for us our luie of life

in the other world as well as in this
;

it is true that he hated all things false,

and vile, and wicked ; it is true that he

was pure in his life. -jue in his friend-

ships, and steadfast in his love, that

he loved all men and hated none, that

the one burning desire of his life, and
the ultimate goal of his striving, was
to lessen the suffering of his erring

fellow-creatures ; all this is true, and
if these be the ways of an Atheist

then Shelley was one. Mr. Barnett

Smith admirably says :
' The author of

" Queen Mab " was a man of faith com-

pared with the author of " Don Juan,"

and many less avowed unbelievers than

Byron would stand no better comjmri-

son with Shelley in this respect than

he does. The truth is that Shelley,
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like Voltaire, flrew upon liiinself the

wratli of liis fellow-inen, by pointing

out to them wherein their creeds have

failed ; not only—both of them say in

effect—have you erred in spite of re-

ligion, but behold the many instances

wherein you have erred because of re-

ligion ; and the truth of this is so self-

evident that there is no answer to it

but denunciation. Shelley and Vol-

taire were alike in their burning hatred

of wrong, and in their fervent desire

to uphold the right ; they both picked

out the same weak spots in the enemy's

armour, and they both fought the

battle a Voutrance, refusing to credit

Christianity with the manifold bless-

ings it has bestowed on mankind ; but

here the comparison ends, forthe author

of ' Prometheus Unbound ' was no
more capal)le of derisive ribaldry than

he was of falseness or cowardice. One
fought in the spirit of exaltation, the

other in the spirit of bitter mockery
;

but none the less were their aims

identical, and their ultimate triumph
will be co-eval.

Another fact, which is at variance

with the vulgar ideas concerning Shel-

ley, forces itself upon the student of

his poeras, viz : that his philosophy was
essentially practical. To the super-

ficial who regard Shelley as a misty

dreamer, suggesting nothing clearly

except.^ theism, the assertion may seem
strange. To those who know him, its

truth is self-evident. His aims were
always practical, however wild and
visionary the means by which he

sought to attain them. He rarely, if

ever, indulged in speculative dream-

ing ; he was no metaphysician, but an

active, earnest philanthropist, bent on

teaching men the thoroughly practical

lesson—how to make themselves vir-

tuous, and the world ha])]iy. Nor
were his actual propositions at all times

impracticable. In the scheme he drew
up for the regeneration of Ireland

Catholic Emancipation and the dis-

establishment of the Irish Church were

the cardinal points, and in a pamphlet

on Parliamentary Reform, written in

1817, he actually proposed a basis of

suffrage, substantially the same as the

Household Suffrage measure, passed

by a Tory Government in 18G7. These

are well-known instances of his fore-

sight, and others less remarkable, but

not less conclusive, might be adduced.*

His deeds also, on behalf of suffering

humanity, took the most nobly prac-

tical form : he studied medicine in

order the better to minister to the

wants of the poor during his residence

at Great Marlow ; early and late, in

wet, or frost, or snow, he laboured

amongst them. Nor were the abject

poor the sole recipients of his bounty.

Poor as he was, it is hardly too much

to say that Shelley gave away, during

his life, almost as much as he expend-

ed on himself. These brief, and neces-

sarily imperfect remarks on Shelley's

creed and philosophy, have been intro-

duced in comiection with his school

and college career, becaiise the events

of this portion of his life were un-

doubtedly the chief agents in the

gi'owth of his opinions and the forma-

tion of his character. It is now neces-

sary to speak of Shelley's manhood, to

some of the incidents in which we are

so largely indebted for the glorious

legacf of verse he left behind him.

"When Shelley quitted Oxford, he

had written some romances, some

feeble and extravagant verse, but no-

thing worthy of preservation, if we
except the 'Necessity of Atheism,' a

two-page pamphlet remarkable only

for the cogency of its logic. In con-

sequence of his avowed opinions, his

father refusing to see him withdrew

his allowance, and close upon this mis-

fortune followed tlie most ill-fated

event of his life. He was thrown into

contact with a schoolmate of his sis-

ters, Harriett Westbrook, a beauty cf

sixteen, who was the daughter of a

i-etired tavern-keeper, and finding that

she was unhappy at home, he gener-

* Such as, for inslanoe, the views in ' Hellas ' upon
the Eastern (,»uestion and the conduct ni England
towanls Greece and Turkey, which mutatis mutan-
dis ai)ply as forcibly to 187S as to 1321.
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ously accepted hei- ofier ' to throw
herself on his protection,' and married

hex-. This mad step, for the weight
of evidence shows that he never really

loved her, was most disastrous to

Shelley's happiness, and had he not

met later with a more congenial spirit,

might have robbed the English lan-

guage of some of its most priceless

treasures. While he lived with Har-
riett, the only poem of note which he
produced was ' Queen Mab,' and that

was probably composed wholly or in

part at an earlier period. But even if

we concede this poem as belonging to

the period of his life with Harriett

Westbrook, the concession only in-

volves the least perfect of his pub-
lished works. The fact that it should

have linked itself so inextricably with
his name, that to many people he is

known as the author of ' Queen Mab,'
and nothing else, would be inexplic-

able, but for the fact that during his

life the [loem was rendered specially

notorious as the source from which
Malice drew her most envenomed
darts. ' Queen Mab ' contains many
melodious and eloquent passages, and
the fact that the opening stanzas are

the most musical of any has done
much to create its false reputation as

one of Shelley's greatest lyrical works.
In truth, judged as a whole, Shelley's

inexjterience and insufficient study
render +he lyrical portions of the poem
the weakest ; while his energy and
enthusiasm render the declamatoiy
passages the stronger. Moreover, in

its conception it was an outrage upon
beliefs which, if Shelley could not sym-
pathize with, he should at least have
attacked without virulence ; in its con-

struction it is faulty, and its veiy beau-

ties aremarred by the fact that thepoem
in which they occur is totally devoid of

interest as a whole. It must be re-

membered that no one was more con-

scious of this than Shelley himself
;

he never 2Jublished the poem, and at

once withdrew it, when it was sur-

reptitiously given to the public some
years after it was written.

Shelley had been married less than

three years when the event occurred

which changed his whole life and
being. In the spring of 1814 he first

met Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin,
with whom he fell passionately in love

at first sight, and she returned his

affection. His union with Harriett

had long been a clog to both of them,

and later in - the same year they mu-
tually agreed to sepai'ate. Mary God-
win, who, as was natural to the daugh-

ter of Godwin and Mary Wollstone-

craft, had rather an aversion from,

than any predilection for, marriage,

at once gladly cast in her lot with his,

and became his dearly loved and in-

separable companion to life's end. The
precise degree of blame to be cast upon
Shelley for this transaction, it is hardly

necessary to appraise here. As far as

the separation goes he was almost, if

not wholly, blameless, but with re-

gard to its sequel, it must be ad-

mitted that, however decided both

he and Mary Godwin were of the

worse than uselessness of marriage,

they should have remembered that the

Millennium they imagined had not ar-

rived, and that in violating so flag-

rantly the laws of the society under
which they lived, they were commit-

ting a most grievous error. But pos-

terity should be disposed to pass over

the manner of their connection in si-

lence, because of the marvellously

good fruits it produced. The influence

vipon such a poet as Shelley of the

companionship of a thoroughly conge-

nial woman, can never be over-esti-

mated, and the world will pei-haps

never know how much it is indebted

to Mary Godwin for the glorious

flowering of Shelley's luxuriant genius.

They had not been together a year,

when he produced the first poem which

entitled him to a place among the

immortals :
' Alastor ; or. The Spirit

of Solitude.' llencefoi'th his song

never ceased to soar upward, ever

nearer to divine perfection. ' The
Revolt of Islam,' ' Rosalind and He-

len,' ' Julian and Maddalo,' are the
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steps by which he attained to the full,

liawless uiajesty of ' The Prometheus
L'nbound,' and ' The Cenci.' His
liappiness with Maiy Godwin soon re-

ceived a rude shock. His first wife,

who, through no fault of Shelley's,

had sunk to a state of wretchedness,

coruniitted suicide, and the horror of

this never ceased to haunt the poet.

Shelley's two children by Harriett

Westbrook had remained with their

mother, and he now applied to her re-

latives to restore them to his care.

They refused to do so on the grounds of

Shelley's atheism and ' immoral life,'

and out of their refusal arose the fa-

mous chancery suit. The notorious

judgment of Lord Eldon, refusing to

entrust Shelley with the care of his

children, excites nowadays almost uni-

versal indignation, and there can be
no doubt that to declare a man of such
exalted character unfit to be the cus-

todian of his children would, in our
time, be an absolute outrage. But to

be just we must remember, that things

in 1817 were not as things in 1S78;
that the judgment was not solely based
on Shelley's alleged atheistical beliefs;

and that it is most probable, that Lord
Eldon had by no means so good an
opportunity as we have of judging
Shelley "s real character : points which
•are strangely overlooked by those who
blame Lord Eldon, instead of blaming
the law he administered, and the age
in which he lived. We hold the judg-

ment (not the judge) to have been
iniquitous, but after all it must resolve

itself largely into a matter of belief,

and in this respect we entirely agree

with Mr. Rossetti's summing-up of

the case, which we shall venture to

approj^riate :
' We may say that lo-

gical minds which accept "saving
faith" as a principle, are entitled, in

the ratio of their logicality, to accept

Lord Eldon's judgment as righteous
;

logical minds which aifii-m this to be

unrighteous will, in the like ratio, de-

mur to the theory of saving faith. It

is a very spacious arena for discussion

;

and he who denounces the judgment

or the judge in this English "Mortara
case " without going several steps fur-

ther is presumably at least as much of

a partisan as of a reasoner.' There
can be no doubt that of all the wrongsa
done to him, of all the woes, merited
and unmei'ited, which he endured, the

deprivation of his children was the

bitterest to Shelley. The lines ad-

dressed to the Lord Chancellor are

awful in their grief and wrath :

' I curse thee by a jiarent's outraged love :

By hopes long cherished and too lately lost

;

By gentle feelings thou couldst never prove ;

By griefs which thy stern nature never crossed ;

' By those unpractised accents of j'oung speech.
Which he who is a father thought to frame

To^entlest love such as the wisest teach.
Thou strike the lyre of mind I Oh grief and

shame !

' By all the happy see in children's growth.
That undeveloped flower of budding years.

Sweetness and sadness interwoven both.
Source of the sweetest hopes and sad'Je>t fears.'

And in ' The Masque of An irchy,' the

verses beginning

:

' Next came Fraud, and he had on,

Like Lord Eldon, an ermine gown,

are even fiercer in their terse, sardonic

bitterness. In the same year (1817),

Shelley and his wife, for upon becoming
a widower, he had married Mary God-
win, left England for Italy, and the

poet never again saw the land whi( h
reviled and rejected him whilst living,

but which now rejoices in him as one

of her purest and most illustrious sons.

We have now briefly indicated those

leading events in Shelley's life, which

exercised the most marked influence

on his opinions, his character, and his

poetry, and further than this as we
stated in the outset, we do not propose

to go. The details of the tragic end
of liis brief life are too well known to

need repetition. When such a genius,

such a pure and noble spirit is so sud-

denly snatched away, the old Greek
adage, ' Those whom the Gods love die

young,' finds an echo in our hearts

We can almost fancy the denizens of

some brighter, purer world, rising up
through the clear green waves and
bearing the beloved youth, unspoiled

by the contamination of earth, with
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the divine radiance still briglit upon
his brows, to share with them their

bliss, to be no more despised, to err no

more, to reap no more harvests of suf-

fering, but to find in another sphere

what he yearned for so on earth, the

reign of di'vine and universal love.

We might fitly end here our re-

marks on the human side of Shelley,

were it not that "we feel boimd to pro-

test against the idea, insinuated by
some Clitics, that Shelley was ab-

solutely immaculate and perfect in all

the acts of his life. It is not given to

any human being to reach the ideal of

pure excellence. Shelley came per-

haps as near it as any whose life has

been dissected by the scalpel of Fame

;

but even he committed many errors

which caused an immense amount of

sufiering to others, and of remorse to

himself, and his memory "will no more
benefit by the extreme laudations of

the present day than it will suflfer from

the scurrilous abuse of the Quarterly

Reviewers of 1820. That no nobler

or purer man among the men of all

time can be named, we fiiTuly believe
;

that every separate act of his life "was

worthy of praise and adulation "v\'e do

not believe ; still "we can say in the

words of his most candid and fearless

critic :
' After everj^thing has been

stated, we find that the man Shelley

was "worthy to be the poet Shelley,

—

and praise cannot reach higher than

that ; we find him to call forth the

most eager and fervent homage, and
to be one of the ultimate glories of our

race and planet.'

Of all poets, Shelley is least to be

gauged by the footrule of criticism
;

his mighty purpose breathes so in-

tensely in every line of his poetry,

that his work must be judged as a

whole, unless we wish to risk losing

sight of that which animated it, and
to "which, indeed, itowed its very being.

His poems, considered sepai-ately, are

as the individual notes or chords in a

great musical creation, beautiful in

themselves, but deriving their chief

meaning and greatest glory as compo-

nent parts in an harmonious whole.

There is no poet "n"ho approaches more
nearly to the prophet than he does

;

his utterances are instinct "with the

spii'it of a seer he never ceases to

sing "with the fire and spontaneity of

inspiration :

—

' The eternal law,

Bj- which those live to whoni this world of life.

Is as a garden ravaged, and whose strife

Tills for the promise of a later birth

The wilderiiess of this elysian earth.'

His work, if appraised merely for

its qualities of artistic "workmanship,

attains near to "what men, who can

only judge by a standard of compari-

son, call perfection. This is, however,

the lowest, not the highest phase of

his gloiy. He is one of the immortals

"who "vsTite for future ages more than

for their own, "who are not themselves

fully conscious of the inestimable

"worth of their "words, often only

dimly perceiving their vast interpre-

tation. Each century that has elapsed

since Shakespeare died, has added,

from its store of fresh knowledge, new
meaning to, and cast fresh light upon

the pi'oducts of his inexhaustible mind

;

and so it "will doubtless be with Shel-

ley. It may perhaps be argued that

the everlasting applicability of Shakes-

peare's poetry to the afiairs of man-

kind arises fi-om its intense human in-

terest, and that Shelley's poems have

for us little or no human interest ,; but

it is in this yerj respect that time "wall

do most for Shelley. Future ages,

existing under widely different social

conditions from our own, may discern

in him an interest of a higher kind

than any we can conceive, and events,

as yet unborn, may to them, surround

his poetry with the gloiw of prophecy

fulfilled.

In attempting therefore, within om*

brief limits, to give a general idea of

Shelley, "we shall not dissect or ana-

lyse any particular poem, but shall en-

deavour briefly to indicate the bi-oader

aspects of his poetry. In each of

three directions Shelleyis equally great

and glorious : as the poet of Nature ;

as the poet of Freedom ;
and as the
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singer pure and simple. The charac-

teristic of the revival of poetry at the

end of the eighteenth and beginning

of the nineteenth century, was the

great love and knowledge of nature,

which sprang up in the hearts of poets.

Hitherto in English poetry, the obser-

vation of external nature had played

at best a secondaiy part. Shakespeare's

all embracing genius and Milton's ex-

quisite sensiliility enabled them to do
work entitling them to a high place

among the poets of nature, but with

neither of them was its study a chief

motive power. "With the advent in the

seventeenth century of the artificial

school, all love for, even any reference

to nature disappeared ; but with

Wordsworth commenced a race of

poets whose distinctive feature was
their passionate love of nature. Of
these poets, the two greatest beyond
compare were Wordsworth and Shel-

ley. To Wordsworth must for ever

belong the pre-eminent glory of being

the originator and leader of the school,

and he can also claim the possession of

the most extended and minute know-
ledge of nature in all her varied forms;

but, as between the two poets, Shelley

hymned her in the most impassioned

strains ; his song was not the jjrodnct of

observation, but the irrepressible out-

burst of Love. Shelley's poetiy is the

highest expression of that exquisite

rejoicing in mere existence, which
even the dullest and least responsive

feel something of on a sensuous spring

or an invigorating autumn morning
;

he sings from pvire delight, while

Wordsworth too often assumes the

tone of a schoolmaster, teaching na-

ture, or of a showman desii'ous to

show her off to the best advantage.

Wordsworth Is the more didactic and
philosophical, Shelley the more spon-

taneous and natural ; Wordsworth
thought the most deeply, Shelley felt

the most acutely. The following pas-

sage from ' Rosalind and Helen :'

—

' It was the azure time of June,
When the skies are deep in the stainless noon,
And the warm and fitful breezes shake
The fre.-h green loaves of the hedge-row briar

:

And tliere were odours there to make
Tlie very hreath we did respire

A liquid element, whereon
Our spirits, like delighted things
That walk the air on subtle wings.
Floated and mingled far awaj-,
'Mid the warm winds of the sunny day.
And when the evening star came forth
Above the curve of the new bent moon,

And light and sound ebbed from the earth.
Like the tide of the full and weary sea
To the depths of its own tranquillity.
Our nature to its own repose
Did the earth's bre?thles8 sleep attune.'

may be compared with the opening
lines of ' The Excursion,' describing a
summer noon-tide ; lines beautiful in

themselves and perfect as a picture of

the external sights and sounds of na-

ture—more realistic than the passage

we have quoted from Shelley, but not

so emotional, and failing to influence

us so much because of the compara-
tive absence of that direct appeal to

the receptive capacity for the enjoy-

- ment of nature which is inherent to

us all. The poet of nature must not
only possess this receptive capacity

in an extraordinary degree, but also

the power of retaining and giving

future expression to what are with
most men fleeting impressions. In
power of pure description, in

ability to transfer to our minds the

exact impression formed upon his own
Shelley is, if second to any, second to

Wordsworth alone. The glorious pic-

ture of sunset in Italy, in ' Julian

and Maddalo ' is unsurpassed and
unsurpassable in grandeur :

' The hoar
And aerj' Alps, towards the north, appeared
Through mist —an heaven-sustaining bulwark reared
Between the east and west ; and half the sky
Was roofed with clouds of rich emblazonry.
Dark purple at the zenith, which still grew
Down the steep west into a wondrous hue
Brighter than burning gold, even to the rent
Where the swift son yet paused in his descent
Among the many folded hills. They were
Those famous Euganean hills, which bear,
As seen from Lido, through the harbour piles.

The likeness of a clump of peaked isles.

And then, as if the earth and sea had been
Dissolved into one lake of fire, were seen
Those mountains towering, as from waves of flame,.

Around the vaporous sun ; from which there came
The inmost purple spirit of light, and made
Their very peaks transparent.'

The influence which the exhilara-

ting atmosphere and lovely scenery of

Italy had upon the whole s})irit of

Shelley's poetiy cannot be over-esti-

mated. He himself says in the Pre-
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face to 'Prometheus Unbound,' 'the

bright bhie sky of Rome, and the

effect of the vigorous awakening of

Spiring in that divinest climate, and
the new life with which it drenches

the spirits, even to intoxication, were
the ins})iration of this drama.' Such
.a climate was thoroughly in unison

with his own nature, and the uncon-

scious feeling of sympathy with his

surroundings which it engendered,

quickened his perception of, and love

for, the beautiful. Shelley's descrip-

tive passages are generally luxuriant,

and sometimes overcrowded with
imagery, but as a proof that he pos-

sessed the power of condensation, a

passage may be quoted which will

appeal ^\^.th added force to the dwell-

ers in a land where autumn robes

herself in brightest splendours :

' And here,
The children of the Autumnal whirlwind bore
In wanton sport those bright leaves whose decay

—

Red, yellow, or ethereally pale

—

Rivals the pride of Summer.

Here in a few biief words we have
fixed upon the camera of the mind the

whole gloi'ies of autumn.
There is, however, a higher form of

love of nature than mere delight in

her visible beauties. A true votary

Avorships her in the spirit of love and
universal charity ; her simplest sights

and sounds to him form part of a ne-

vei'-ending lesson, and in his heart

there is found room for love of what
appears to the dull eyes of most men,
her meanest and least lovable crea-

tions. It was in this spirit that Shelley

never ceased to worship Natui'e

;

from his infancy he drank in new les-

sons from every changing incident

;

as he himself tells us :

' The shells on the sea-sand, and the wild flowers.

The lamplig-ht through the rafters cheerly spread,
And on the twining flax—ni life's young hours.
These sights and sounds did nurse my spirit's folded

))owers.'

His comprehensive love of everything

that lives and breathes ; his delight in

the mere thought that ' birth proceeds,

that things subsist
;

' his glorious at-

tempt to teach us that the spirit of the

Universe, and the spirit of the Deity
.are commingled, so that as he says

:

' The spirit of the worm beneath the sod,
In love and worship, blends itself with God,'

these are our evidences that in its re-

presentation of Nature, Shelley's

poeti'y was born of, and inspired by
Love. Shelley went a step further

than most poets in insisting upon the

evident laws of nature, and in show-

ing how by our perversity we mar
some of the purest beauties of her sys-

tem. The burning consciousness of

this first forced him into song, and un-

til the end of his life he sang, with the

fiery inspiration of a prophet, this

truth. His soul revolted against the

senseless restrictions, the meaningless

tyrannies with which man circum-

scribes his own existence, and with un-

conscious art he rarely inveighs against

these without as a counterpoise hold-

ing up a picture of the calm sereniiy

and undisturbed beatitude of nature.

If in his song he was sometimes too

eager, too impetuous and too sanguine

;

if he made light of obstacles, and
laughed at prejudices nothing is there-

by detracted from his glory ; for the

well-head of his song was the vision of

perfect Man and perfect Nature, a

vision altogether hid and obscured

from our dull sight, but which it was
permitted to him to see, not perhaps

in its full and awful glory, but ' as in

a glass darkly.'

The year of the birth of Percy Bys-

she Shelley was the year which wit-

nessed the fall of the Monarchy in

France. It is among tlie unfading

glories of the French Revolution, that

it awoke throughout Europe a burst

of enthusiasm for freedom, which not

only influenced poetry, but which out

of itself created poets. Upon Shelley

its effect was peculiar, in that he lived

too late to witness its excesses, but

not too late to see the final success of

despots, in destroying for the time all

that it contained of good. This con-

sciousness envenomed the darts which

he flung at despotism, and rendei-ed

him a fiercer defender of the freedom

against which he thought all the

mighty ones of the earth were in
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arms. But it cannot be said to have

strengthened, much less to have in-

spired his love of liberty. This love

was not a part of Shelley, it was
Shelley : without it he is nought, and

by reason of it he is divine. There is

hardly a poet, since poets first were,

who has not in some form or other

sung the praises of Freedom ; with the

majority, however, the love is liut half-

heai'ted and the singing conventional.

Many poets whose love of liberty, so

far as it goes, is genuine, have fallen

into the mistake of believing that

Freedom only concerns a poet as a

thing beautiful in the abstract, and
therefore to be praised and upheld in

a dilettante patronizing spirit, so long

as the praise can be given without im-

plying any practical application to the

actual conditions of life. It was not

in this wise that Shelley loved Free-

dom : he not only sang her praises but

attacked her enemies, in season and
out of season, with almost ruthless

disregard of temporalities. In ' The
Revolt of Islam,' he thus proclaims

his mission :

' It shall be thus no more ! too long, too lonfr.

Sous of the glorious dead, have ye lain bound
In darkness and in ruin !—Hope is strong,
Justice and Truth their wingfed child have found.

Awake 1 Arise ! until the mightj' sound
Of your career shall scatter in its gust

The thrones of the oppressor, and the ground
Hide the last altar's unregarded dust.

Whose idol has so long betrayed your iniitious trust

!

It must be so— I will arise and waken
The multitude, and, like a sulphurous hill,

Which on a sudden from its snows has shaken
The swoon of ages, it shall burst, and fill

The world with cleansing fire ; it must, it will

—

It may not be restrained I

'

Other men have been content to de-

vote theii- lives to the promotion of

some particular phase of liberty—the

abolition of slavery, or the emancipa-
tion of a nation, or religious or poli-

tical freedom, but Shelley's meaning
of the word was a wider and a deeper
one. He applied it not as a panacea
for the reformation of any particular

evil, but as the one glorious principle

by which at last the world
' Will be without a flaw,

.\Iarrhig its perfect syniniftr3.*

To their wilful loss of freedom he at-

tributed all the crime and evils that

vex men. He found restraint every-

where, not only in the larger concerns

of life, such as education, religion,

love, war, and politics, but even in-

truding itself into the smallest social

affairs, and he believed that man
needed but freedom from all such res-

traint to attain perfect virtue and per-

fect happiness. This is the creed he

upheld, and would have found some
means to preach, had he been deaf,

dumb, and blind, and it is for this

reason that, robbed of its hyperbole,

De Quincey's saying that had there

been no such thing as literature,

Shelley would hardly have lost one

plume from his crest, is a true and just

criticism. Shelley, in his enthusiasm,

too often overlooked the fact that to

be fit for perfect freedom, man must
first attain perfect wisdom

;
yet this

very forgetfulness finds its condona-

tion in the fact that it arose from his

noble belief that
' Every heart contains perfection's germ.'

Shelley's proposition was that all men
not only ought to be free, but may of

their own will become free, by which

he understood not only free from ty-

ranny, but free from sin and sufiering

—free from all desii-e of sin and all

possibility of sufl:eriug. The exposition

of this belief forms the groundwork of

all his more important poems, ^^dth

the sole exception of ' The Cenci

'

' The Revolt of Islam ' is the most di

rect and most passionate of Shelley's

})oems written in defence of freedom.

The poem is faulty in its primai-y con-

struction, and contains more evidence

than almost any other of his works of

the impetuous carelessness with which

he worked, abounding as it does in

examples of loose rhyme and license

of metre. We have said, not without

fear of presumption, that this poem is

faultily constructed, and for this rea-

son, that it sets in juxtaposition the

Allegorical and the Actual, both with

so slight a definition and so shadowy
an outline, that they act upon each

other only in the direction of a mutual
lessening of power. An allegory or a
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parable impresses us in direct ratio

witla the realism and iiltra-probalnlity

o""' its details, but as there is no such
attempt even made in ' The Eevolt of
Islam,' it fails as an allegoiy ; and
as whatever of human interest might
be found in the plot is destroyed
by the commingling of the real and
the fanciful, it fails in this respect
also. There is, however, no greater
proof of Shelley's genius than the fact

that, notwithstanding all its faults, the
poem is a magniticent and in one re-

spect an harmonious whole. It is one
sustained appeal to mankind to arise

and be free—free from ser%-itude, free

from sin, and free from miseiy. Before
this fact its want of plot, its wild li-

cense of imagination, fade into insig-

nificance. It is not a parable nor a
stoiy : it is, as Shelley meant it to be,
' a series of thoughts which tilled his

mind with unbounded and sustained
enthusiasm,' and it is, as he also meant
it to be, the most complete record of
himself which he has handed down
to future ages. These few inade-
quate remarks upon a poem which
rarely receives full justice, must con-
clude our observation of Shelley as
the poet of Freedom. In his singing
of Liberty, as in all his singing, he
was animated by Love, and sustained
by enthusiasm, sustained, too, by the
consciousness that if not in his day,
at least in the future,

' All shall relent
Who hear iiie- tears as mine shall flow.
Hearts biat as mine now heats with such intent
As renovate the world : a will oninipo'ent I

'

We now come to the province
wherein none question Shelley's pre-

eminent gi-eatness. There are many
who fail to sympathize fully with his

aspirations, and to whom the spirit of
his poetry is alien, but the ears must
be deaf and the eyes blind indeed,
which refuse to acknowledge that he
has embodied his aspirations in match-
less verse, and that, whatever may be
its spirit, the outward form of his

poetry is di\-ine. Shelley's poetry is

remarkable for its immense range, and
its steady, yet rapid and sustained

progress towards perfection. In two
dii-ections he has shown himself the
greatest of moderns—in the lyrical

and in the dramatic. The tendency
of all those poets who are called of the
' School of Wordsworth ' was towards
the lyrical and musical in poetry.

Shelley, Keats and Coleridge all base
their renown on their marvellous pos-
session of the faculty of singing, and
of these three Shelley possesses it in

by far the highest degree. Song was
inborn in him, and flowed from him
without an eflfort, and with such a
steady increase in volume and
power that the degree of strength
and sweetness in his later lyrics

could hardly have been foretold

from the efforts of his youth. In
' Alastor, or the Spii-it of Solitude

'

Shelley first burst into full song. The
poem is essentially one of nature, and
is the elaboration of an idea rather
than an attempt to pourtray human
emotion or feeling. The poet who
wanders through the world, ostracis-

ing himself from his fellow-beings in

the search for unattainable perfection,

and in despair at his failure, perishes

untimely, is a subject that might, in

other hands, have been susceptible of

a directly human treatment. Shelley,

however, discards the human element,

and, as was his wont, idealizes the
real. This poem, as compared with
' Queen Mab,' shows a remarkable
advance, not only in power, but in

knowledge of, and reliance upon, his

own resources. There had been no-

thing in Shelley's pi-evious career to

show that he possessed the exquisite

musical faculty which alone could in-

spire such verses as the following

:

' Beyond, a well,

Dark, gleaming-, and of most transl jcent wave,
linages all the woven bonsrhs above.
And each defining leaf, and every speck
Of azure sky dartiusr between their cliasms ;

Nor aught else in the liquid mirmr leaves
Its portraiture, but some inconstant star
Between one foliage lattice twinkling fair.

Or painted bird sleeping beneath the moon.
Or gorgeous insect floating motionless.
Unconscious of the day, ere yet his wings
Have spread their glories to the gaze of noon.'

' The Revolt of Islam,' the general

characteristics of which we have al-
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ready noticed, contained the first signs

whicli Shelley gave to the world of the

possession of tragic 2)ower. To deline-

ate the horrible with all the licensed

exMggeration of poetry, but without
offending the most delicate sense, is

a gift bestowed on few poets. The
description of War and Famine in the

Revolt of Islam is drawn with the

utmost tiery power and horrid realism,

and some critics think that Shelley

has given undue prominence to har-

rowing and repulsive details. But the

hand of genius continually relieves the

most ghastly pictures by the introduc-

tion of a tenderly hviman incident, such
as that contained in the concluding
line of the following stanza :

"There was no corn—in the wide market-place
All loathliest things, even human flesh, was sold ;

They weighed Ic in small scales—and many a face
Was fixed in eager horror then. His gold
The miser brought ; the tender maid, grown bold

Through hunger, bared her scorned charms in vain
;

The mother brought her eldest born, controlled
By instinct blind as love, but turned again.
And bade her infant suck, and died in silent pain.'

In addition to the increase in

strength apparent in this poem, there

is also an increase no less considerable

in sweetness and flow of melody. Shel-

ley's lyrical faculty, gro^^^.ng stronger

with each effort, was now approaching
its zenith. ' Rosalind and Helen ' and
' Julian and Maddalo,' are the only

considerable poems which interpose

between the full and gloi'ious attain-

ment of ' Prometheus Unbound. ' The
first of these is Shelley's most serious

attempt at a narrative poem, and per-

haps this is sufficient reason for the

fact that, although it contains many
passages of rare beauty, it is a com-
parative failure. He was conscious

that such an attempt was at that time

unsuited to him for he abandoned the

poem when half finished as unworthy
of completion, and the conclusion was
unwillingly added by him, only at the

eai'nest solicitation of Mrs. Shelley.

' Julian and Maddalo ' is the first of

Shelley's works which absolutely ful-

fils its every purpose : it is perfect

not only in outward form, but in con-

ception and treatment. Shelley called

it a " conversation," and although
technically the definition is incomplete
it exactly describes the character of
the poem. * There is an air of dignified
simplicity and lialf concealed tender-
ness diffused throughout, which invests
the poem with an indescribable charm.
Although the story is episodical and
the chief incidents but dimly shadowed,
there is a more penetrating human in-

terest in ' Julian and Maddalo ' than
in any of Shelley's poems with the ex-
ception of ' The Cenci.'

' Prometheus Unbound ' is the di-

vinest and completest example of Shel-
ley's matchless powers of song. The
subject gave him ample scope for the
exercise of both tragic and lyric power.
The spectacle of the mighty Titan,
chained to the rock of tortui-e, the
alternation of the fierce exultation of
the Puries "Shapeless as their Mother
Night," with the sweet and liquid

singing of the ' Spirits of the Mind,'
strike, in the opening act, the keynote
of the drama. Shelley gave his own
interpretation to the Greek myth, and
instead of allowing Prometheus, the
embodiment of Good and Champion of
Mankind, to yield to Jove, the embodi-
ment of Evil and Oppressor of Man-
kind, he represents him as remain-
ing firm in spite of torture, and at last

obtaining his release from the Primal
Power of the Universe. The second
portion of the poem, wherein all the
glorious spirits who circle round the
earth, and Earth herself burst into
glad strains of rejoicing at the emanci-
pation of Humanity, is not only un-
rivalled, but not even approached by
any other lyrical poet of modern times.
There is nothing at all resembling it

in kind, nothing that can be placed in
the same categoiy with it ; it stands
alone in the divine isolation of flawless

beauty. It is impossible from such a
collection of gems to select any one as
unquestionably of purer lustre than
another, but the following antiphonal

* It will be apparent to the most casual reader that
Count Maddalo is designed for Lord Bjtod, while
Julian represents Shelley himself.
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singing may be quoted as in a measure

typical :

Chorus of Hours.

• Break the dance and scatter the song ;

Let some depart, and some remain.

Semickm'iis I.

We beyond heaven are driven along.

Semichonis II.

Us the enchantments of earth retain.

Semichonis I.

Ceaseless and rajjid, and fierce and free.

With the spirits which build a new earth and sea,

And a heaven where .vet heaven could never be.

Seinichomis II.

Solemn and slow and serene and bright.

Leading the day, and outspeeding the night.

With the powers of a world of perfect light.

SeMichorus I.

We whirl, s-inging loud,round the gatheringsphere,

Till the trees and the bea-sts and the clouds appear

From its chaos, made calm by love, not fear.

Semichoriis: II.

We encircle the ocean and mountains of earth.

And the happy forms of its death and birth

Change to the music of our sweet mirth.

Chorus of Hours and iipirits.

Break the dance and scatter the song.

Let ?ome depart and some remain.
Wherever we fly, we lead along

In leashes like star-beams, anil yet strong,

The clouds that are heavy with love's sweet rain.'

The bent of Shelley's mind, in which

the real was indissolubly mingled with

the visionary, rendered possible his

marvellous treatment of this subject.

As we read, we feel ourselves trans-

ported to another world without alto-

gether losing remembrance of this one

;

love, pain, sin and suffering are all

there, and in spite of their divinity its

denizens are informed with the spirit

of humanity. One remarkable feature

of Shelley's poetiy is prominently dis-

played in ' Promotheus Unbound,'

and that is the manner in which he

illustrates nature by the emotions of

mankind, and in turn draws his illus-

trations of human feeling from the

vast vocabulary of nature. Thus it

is said of Spring :

—

' Thou comest as the memory of a dream,
\\Tiich now is sad, because it hath been sweet.'

We have ah-eady referred to this

poem as an illustration of Shelley's

overpowering belief in the perfecti-

bility of man. The speech of the

Spirit of the Horn- ^vith which the

Third Act closes, is the most exhaust-

ive and deeply inspired exposition

which Shelley has given us of what

the world, under a reign of perfect

wisdom and love might become, leav-

ing man
' The king

Over himself ; Just, gentle, wise ; but man.
Passionless? No : yet free fnun guilt or pain,

—

Which were, for his will made or Miffered them ;

Nor yet exempt, though ruling them like slaves.

From chance and death and mutability,

—

The clogs of that which else might oversoar
The loftiest star of unascended heaven.
Pinnacled dim in the intense inane.'

It is fitting that Shelley's most glori-

ous poem should contain such evidence

of his noble belief in the ultimate des-

tiny of his race.

We pass now to the consideration

of the poem which establishes Shel-

ley's reputation as the second of

English poets in dramatic, as he

is first in lyrical composition. ' The
Cenci ' stands alone among Shel-

ley's works. It is absolutely dif-

ferent in kind from anything he had
hitherto attempted, and as to its form,

there is hardly to be found in it one of

the peculiar characteristics which mark
his previous poems. The horror of the

story of the Cenci family vividly im-

pressed Shelley, and in dramatizing it

he contrived most marvellously to sink

his own personality, opinions and theo-

ries, and even to abandon all his fa-

miliar modes of workmanship. He
does not openly display the most mon-
strous horror in the story, but treats

it so delicately that there is only one

direct allusion to it in the whole ch-ama.

He works out his plot with the in-

tense directness of Shakespeare : there

are no passages of exuberant fancy, no
poetical descriptions which would be

valuable for their poetry alone, and

not for their bearing on the story :

every line serves its purpose towards

his gi-eat end, the thorough develop-

ment of the character of Beatrice.

What a many-sided nature Shelley has

here depicted ! Fii'st, the tender lov-

ing girl bending under the weight of

afflictions from which she refused to

escape if she must leave those whom
she loved to ' suffer what I still have

strength to share ;
' the tortured ci'ea-

ture, driven mad by the last hellish

outrage ; the courageous woman, firm
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of hand to strike her loathed foe, and

ready of brain to defend herself and

her loved ones ; and the proud exalted

martyr, whom torture could not move,

stepping to her grave as it had Iteen

her marriage-bed, still comfox'ting, still

sustaining others ; all these are em-
bodied in the character of Beatrice.

The coml)ination of strength, courage

and endurance with the tenderness of

woman is rare in actual life, and al-

most as rare in poetry ; Shakespeare

and Shelley have alone perfectly de-

picted it. Beatrice is not the only

character in the play which reminds

us of Shakespeare ; the magniticent

conception of Count Cenci, to whom
evil is the only good, who loves no-

thing but :

' The sight of ajfoiiy, and the sense of joy,—
When this sliali be another's, and that mine.'

is thoroughly Shakespearean. Richard
the Third's enjoyment of evil was more
vivacious, and less horrible than Count
Cenci's, because he is invested with
more of the human and less of the

monstrous element, and lago, with the

same devilish malice as Count Cenci,

had an aim, if but a shadowy one, ia

what he did. But all three characters

have this in common, that each in his

diflFerent degree loved evil and the in-

fliction of pain for theii* owti sakes,

and apart from any ulterior result.

The mighty power and vigour of the

man pour forth in burning words, and
to find a parallel for such a passage as

the curse invoked upon Beatrice, we"

must go back to the dramas of Mar-
lowe or Ford. It is said that Macready
was so struck with the acting capa-

bilities of this character that he de-

clared if the play were ever acted he
would emerge from his retirement to

assume it. * The minor characters are

in no case elal)orately worked out, and
indeed, with the exception of Orsino,

* It has always been a matter of surprise to us
that tlie play has never been put upon the sta»e ; al-

though, as Shelley himself said, to see Beatrice finely
acted would tear our nerves to pieces.' Perhajjs
the difficulty lies as much in finding representatives
for the two chief characters as in any objection to
the horror involved in the plot.

are somewhat shadowy. Orsino, the
heartless casuist, who, hesitating atnO'
crime to secure his ends, yet deter-

mines to do
' As little mischief as I can ; that thouvfht
Shall fee the accuser Conscience.

is finely conceived, but the concep-
tion is hardly sustained, and a char-

acter which in the first act promised
to be a second lago, disappears from
the play in the fifth act, leaving a
decided sense of disappointment and
incompleteness on the reader's mind..
' The Cenci ' is the finest, perhaps to

most minds the only, example of pure
and deep human pathos which Shelley
has left us ; the last words of Beatrice
with which the Drama ends call up'
' thoughts which lie too deep for tears,'

and are nowhere surpassed even by
Shakespeare himself :

' Give yourself no unnecessary pain,
My dear Lord Cardinal.— Here, mother, tie
My g-irdle for me, and bind up this hair
In .any simple knot ; ay, that does well—
And yours, I see, is coming down. How often
Have we done this for one another 1 now
We shall not do it any more. xMy lord
We are quite ready. Well, 'tis very well.'

Shelley's inborn genius for pure
song and his vehement desire to pro-

claim his theories of the ultimate des-

tiny of mankind forced him fi-om the
path of the drama of action, nor, dur-
ing the few years left to him did his

footsteps ever again tend in that di-

rection. The ' Witch of Atlas,' and
' Epipsychidion ' show no decline in

his exquisite powers, and ' Adonais

'

is surpassed as an Elegy by ' Lycidas '

alone. It has not the dignified grace
and calm conscious strength of Mil-
ton's poem, but in beauty of imagery
and sweet sadness of melody it stands
unrivalled. One line in the poem de-

fines the poem itself

:

' And love taught grief to fall like music from his
tongue.'

There are two of Shelley's minor
poems which, brief as is our remain-
ing space cannot be passed over un-
noticed. ' The Cloud ' and lines ' To
a Skylark ' have been said by some
critics to sum up Shelley's chief ex-
cellencies as a poet. This is an ex-

aggerated estimate, and unjust to his
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more important poems, but sorqe

colour is given to it by tbe absolute

undeniable perfection of the two lyx'ics

in question. There is certainly noth-

ing of the same kind in English

poetry in any way comparable to them.

The exquisite lines in ' The Cloud,'

' Tliat orbed maiden with white fire laden
Whom mortals call the moon,

Glides glimmering o'er my fleece like floor

By the midnight breezes shewn
;

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet

Wiich only the angels hear,

May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof,

The stars peep behind her and peer.'

or those in * The Skylark,'
' We look before and after

And pine for what is not
;

Our sincerest laughter
With some pain is fraught

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest
thought.'

surely prove that the wish uttered in

the last verse of the ' Skylark ' was
not altogether fruitless :

' Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know ;

Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow

The world should listen then as 1 am listening

now.'

Notwithstandingtheexquisite music
of Shelley's poetry, it does not cling

to the memory, nor can we recall it so

easily as we can some poetry less wor-

thy to be remembered. This is the

reason that, although so widely read,

he is so little quoted'. To add largely

to the world's stock of quotations a

poet must needs be terse and epigram-

matic, qualities which cannot be com-
bined with the musical flow of lyrical

poetry.

We must perforce end here our

remarks on Shelley's powers of

song, leaving unnoticed many poems,

such as ' The Sensitive Plant ' and
' Ode to the West Wind,' which
worthily rank among his finest crea-

tions. There is one direction, how-
ever, very generally overlooked in any
estimate of him, in which he showed
the germs of greatness, and that is in

satire. The ' Masque of Anarchy ' is

a master-piece of bitter irony, and
fierce invective, and the airy and play-

ful satire of ' Peter Bell the Third ' is

delightful, while for grotesque and
Rabelaisian humour, ' CEdipus Tyran-

nus or Swellfoot the Tyrant,' has few
rivals in modern poetry. To compare
' Peter Bell the Third ' with another
satii'e of the same period Lord Byron's
' English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,'
is to compare the coui-tier's keen and
polished rapier, with the leaded blud-

geon of the housebreaker. What can
be more happy than the hit at Cole-

ridge in the verse :

' He was a mighty poet and
Asubtle-souled psj-chologist :

All things beseemed to understand
Of old or new, of sea or land

But his own mind, which was a mist.'

The truth is, that whatever Shelley

attempted, song, drama or satire he
succeeded in ; each year of his life he
entered some new field, only to gaia
additional glory, and we can but dimly
guess what the world lost by his early

death. His faults are as spots upon
the Sim, or as specks of dust upon a
shining mirror, they cannot even dim
the exceeding brightness of his fame
as a poet or his glory as a man. If

future ages will discern beauties in,

and gather wisdom from, his poetry
which are obscured from us, we, at

least, who are nearest to him in time,

can glory in him most as a man.
One of the most beautiful tributes to

his pure and noble nature has been
ofiered by one who disagreed most
bitterly with all his theories and
opinions. When we find, in one of

those exquisitely touching passages of

which he alone is capable, De Quiacey,
the prejudiced, almost bigoted dogma-
tist, speaking thus of Shelley, ' When
one recurs to his gracious nature, his

fearlessness, his truth, his purity from
all fleshliness of appetite, his freedom
from vanity, his diffusive love and
tenderness—suddenly out of darkness
reveals itself a morning of May

;

forests and thickets of roses advance
to the foreground, and from the midst

of them looks out " the eternal child,"

cleansed from his sorrow and radiant

with joy,' surely we may say of

Shelley that, deathless as is his fame
as a poet, his god-like nature

' Seems half his immortality.'
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Chapter XXIX.

'Or I am mad, or else this is a dream.'

MRS. BOSTOCK continued to take

the same gloomy view of Al-

ma's wonderful fortune. Instead of

rejoicing with her husband, and hold-

ing up her head as he did, she wefnt

about downcast and murmuring, in-

stead of thanking Heaven. She said

it was unnatural ; she laughed to

scorn her daughter's earnest efforts to

make herself a lady ; she even went
so far as to declare that it was a flying

in the face of Providence.

There is only one manner of meet-

ing with opposition possible to men
whose powers of utterance are not

equal to their powers of indignation.

Everybody knows that method : most
women have experienced its force,

and can testify to the remarkable

lack of results which follow its exhibi-

tion. "What one ' damn,' in fact, can-

not effect, fifty cannot. Yet a certain

artistic pride in rising to the occasion

carries on the swearer. But even

after the greatest provocation, follow-

ed by the most extraordinary efforts,

you always feel, as a merchant skipper

once complained to me with tears in

his eyes, after swearing till the top-

masts trembled, that you have hardly

done justice to the subject. The
Bailiff did his best, poor man ; and
yet his wife remained obdurate.

No one sympathized with her, ex-

cept, perhaps, Mii-anda, to whom she

poured out her soul.

4

' How should the girl be fit,' asked
her mother, ' to be a gentleman's wife 1

It isn't from her father that she'd

learn the soft ways that Master Alan
has been used to, that's quite certaii^

Then he'll turn round some day and
blame me for it—me, his mother's
own maid, as held him in my arms
before he was a day old !'

' But Alma looks soft and gentle,'

said Miranda ;
' and I am quite sure

that Alan would never impute any
blame to you.'

Mrs. Bostock spread out her hands
and nodded her head.

' Soft and gentle
!

' she echoed.
' Miss Miranda, a cat is soft and gentle

;

but a cat has got a temper. Only a
cat has mannei's ; which,' she added,

after a pause, ' my daughter hasn't

got.'

' Bostock,' she went on, ' thinks it

will be a fine thing for him. So it

will, no doubt. Alma thinks it will

be a fine thing to sham grand lady.

"Well, until she tires of it, no doubt it

will be. Instead of learning her gra-

titude and duty to her husband—in-

stead of trying to see how she can pre-

vent being a shame and disgrace tohim
—goes into the village and flaunts

round, trying to make that black-

smith's girl burst with spite, while
her father goes to Athelston market,
and makes believe he's equal to the

biggest farmer in the place.'

This was a gloomy, but a true pic-

ture.

'And no taste in dress,' the ex-

lady's maid went on. ' Anything



690 THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

that's got a colour in it : here a bit of

red, and there a bit of yellow. It

makes me ashamed, I declare. Miss

Miranda, just to see you in that lovely

pearl-grey, so cool and sweet this hot

morning, is a rest for weary eyes.

There ! you always had, next to my
lady, the true eye for colour. That is

born with a woman.'

Then Miranda took the step which

she had been meditating since the first

news of the engagement. It was not

a thing which gave her any pleasure
;

quite the contrary. It gave her a

gi-eat deal of pain ; it was a step

wMch would keep before lier eyes a

subject on which she was compelled

4bo think—Alan's engagement and his

fiande ! In fact, she asked Mrs.

Bostock to send Alma to Dalmeny
Hall, to stay with herself until the

wedding.

Mrs. Bostock hesitated.

' Would Mrs. Dalmeny like it 1
'

* My mother is almost entirely con-

fined to her own roum^. Alma will

see little or nothing of her.'

' And the ladies of Weyland Court ]'

'Alma will probably see none of

them,' said Miranda, smiling. 'We
shall not make her a Sister of our

Monastery.'
' It's more than kind of you, Miss

Miranda, and I know it is all for Mr.

Alan's sake. The banns are to be put

up next Sunday, and her things to be

got ready and all. But I can manage

better without her, and up here with

you she will be out of mischief, and

learning nothing but what's good.

'

' Out of mischief, at least,' said Mi-

randa.
' Unless you're a lady, and can make

your daughter a lady,' said Mrs. Bos-

tock, ' it's a dreadful difiicult thing to

bring up a girl FuU of deceit they

are, and cunning as no one would be-

lieve. Look as innocent, too, if you

trust their looks, which I don't, nor

wouldn't let one of them go out o'

sight for five minutes. Even now,

while I am here, I shouldn't wonder

if Alma isn't carrying on "v\ath .

But she shan't say I made mischief,'

concluded the good woman, as if her

whole discourse had tended to the

praise and honour of her daughter.

Alma was not ' carrying on ' with
any one. Shewas harmlessly employed
before the biggest looking-glass in the

house, practising the art of walking as

she had seen Miss Nelly walk, Avith

her long skirts gathered up in the left

hand, and a parasol in the right. She
worked very hard at this imitation,

and really succeeded in producing a

fair caricature.

It must be acknowledged that, so

far, Alma's only gratification in her

engagement was this kind of exercise.

Whatever else would happen to her,

whatever ' rows '—this young lady

confidently expected rows—with her

husband, whatever defiance or disobe-

dience she would have to exhibit, one

thing was quite certain, that she should

be a lady. She would have her ser-

vants and her carriage ; she woiUd
have as many (h-esses, and as fine, as

she wished.

Her only gratification—worse than

that, her only consolation ! The pro-

spect of actual marriage with that

grave and solemn man, full of books

and things beyond all comprehen-

sion, was becoming daily more re-

pugnant. She was not a girl of strong

will ; she was afraid of her father, of

Mr. Dunlop, and of Harry. She was
afraid of all three, and she could not

bear to think of the consequences

which might follow whatever line she

adopted. As for the grandeur of the

thing, the poor girl was already desil-

lusionnee. Grandeur with perpetual

company manners was not, she felt,

worth the fuss people made about it.

All very well to flaunt in the face of

Black Bess, and the like of her ; but

a gine when one is alone, or surround-

ed by those very wearying compan-

ions, stiff manners and incomprehen-

sible talk.

Three weeks before the wedding.

A good deal may be done in three

weeks, did one only know the right
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thing to do. A clear run of three

weeks, which she had hoped to use

for some good purpose, to be devised

by Harry, at home. And now she

was to give up this precious interval

of liberty, and spend it in learning

company manners at Dalmeny Hall

—

company manners all day long, and no
relaxation.

And she had begun, in her foolish

and irrational jealousy, to hate Miss
Dalmeny, whom, in former days, she

had only envied. The young lady

represented all that her betrothed re-

garded as perfect in womanhood. Can
a girl be expected to fall in love with

some one else's ideal—her engaged
lover's ideal—of what she herself

might be 1 It is not in human nature.

She dared not yet show her ani-

mosity. Once married, she thought.

Miss Dalmeny should see of what a

spirit she could be. Only, when Alan
talked of Miranda, she set her lips to-

gether and was silent ; and when Mi-
randa came to see her, she hung her

pretty head and became sulky.

Miranda saw the feeling, and partly

guessed its cause.

It was impossible for Alma to re-

fuse an invitation at which Alan was
rejoiced beyond measure, and her fa-

ther gratified, because it seemed, to his

amazing conceit, as if the whole world

was ready to acknowledge the fitness

of the match.
' My little gell,' he said, rubbing

his great red hands together, and as-

suming an expression of gratified van-

ity, which made Alma long to spring

to her feet and box his ears for him

—

it is understood that young ladies with

such fathers as Stephen Bostock ac-

cept the Fifth Commandment with a

breadth of view which allows large

deductions—•' my little gell is to be

received at l^lmeny Hall. She is not

to walk there, if you please, nor is she

to go in by the back way "

' Like her mother,' interposed Mrs.

Bostock.
' She will be drove there by Miss

Miranda herself,' resumed her hus-

band. ' She will be bowed down be-

fore and scraped unto by the foot-

men, and the butler, and the coach-

man, and the lady's-maid. She will

be made a lady before Mr, Alanmakes
her a lady.'

' I wish being a lady wasn't all com-
pany manners,' sighed Alma.

' Think of the gi-andeur !
' said her

father. ' Think of setting alone on
your own sofy at Weyland Court

—

because that's all nonsense what Mr.
Alan talks—and receiving your father

when he calls to see you. You will

be grateful then to your father for

being such a father, as it does a gell

credit to take after.'

Miranda drove her pony-carriage

to the farm to take her. She saw that

the girl was unwilling to come, and
she guessed, from the i-ed spots in her
cheeks, and her lowering look, that
there had been some difference of opin-

ion between her and her mother. In
fact, there had been a row I'oyal, the
details of which present nothing re-

markable. The contention of Mrs.
Bostock, had the matter been calmly
argued, was that her daughter's disin-

clination to spend the three weeks be-

fore her wedding at Dalmeny Hall
was another proof of her unfitness to

rise to the gi-eatness which was thrust

upon her. Nothing but a natural love
for low life and conversation, such as

her father's, coidd account for her wish
to refuse the invitation. Alma would
have pleaded, had not temper got the
better of reason, that he might have
allowed her to enjoy in her own way
the last three weeks of her liberty.

The controversy,warmly maintained
on either side, was raging at its height
when Miss Dalmeny's ponies were
seen coming up the road from the vil-

lage. Both disputants instantly be-

came silent.

Very little was said when Alma left

her home, and scant was the leave-

taking she bestowed upon her parent.

But her heart sank when the thought
came upon her that she was leavino'

the old life altogether, never to come
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back to it, and that for the future it

•would be always company manners.

Mrs. Bostock watched the carriage

drive away. She, too, felt a heart-

sinking. Her daughter was gone.

' A son is a son till he marries a wife,

A daughter's a daughter all her life.'

It was not so in her case. She knew
that, lady or not, there would be a

space between her and Alma more
widening as she acquired new ideas,

and began to understand how a lady

thinks of things. And spite of her

temper, her craft, and her subtlety,

the good woman was fond of her

daughter. Now Alma was gone, she

would be left alone with her Stephen,

and he with the thirst for brandy-and-

water growing upon him. What dif-

ference did a little quaiTel, however

fierce, make for mother or daugliterl

Alma preserved her silenceand sulki-

uess during their short drive to Dal-

meny Hall. It made her worse to

obsex-ve that Black Bess was not in

the village to watch her driving in

state with Miss Dalmeny.
Mii-anda took her to her own room,

a pretty little room, furnished with

luxury to which the Bailiff's daugh-

ter was wholly unaccustomed. The
aspect of the dainty white curtains,

the pretty French bed, the sofa, the

toilet table, the great glass, took away
her breath, but it did not take away
her sulkiness. She reflected that all

these pretty things meant company
manners—why, oh ! why, cannot peo-

ple have nice things, and yet live any-

how 1—and she hardened her heart.

' This is your room, Alma,' said Mi-

randa. ' r hope you will be happy
with us,'

Alma sat on the bed, and began to

pull off her gloves, pulling at them
with jerks.

' You don't really want me,' she

said, slowly, glancing furtively at her

hostess, for she was dreadfully afraid.

' You don't really want me here at all.

You only want to teach me manners.

You waijt to improve me before I am
maiTied, that's alL'

It was quite true, but not a thing

which need be said openly.

* Come, Alma,' said Miranda, kind-

ly ;
' you are going to marry Alan. Is

not that reason enough for our being

fi-iends ?

'

But Alma went on pouting and
grumbling.

' That's all very well, and if I hadn't

been going to marry Mr. Dunlop, of

course yoti wouldn't have noticed me
no more than the dirt beneath yoiir

feet. I know that. But it's all non-

sense wanting to be friends. You
think you can teach me how to be-

have so as he shan't be ashamed of

me. Very well, then. I always

thought, till I was engaged to a gen-

tleman, that I knew as well as any-

body. But I know now that I don't.

Mr. Dunlop, he's always saying that

there's nobody like you in all the

world.' Here Miranda blushed vio-

lently. ' Why didn't he ask you to

marry him, then, instead of me? I'm

to imitate yoti if I can, he says. Then
mother keeps nagging—-says I'm not

fit to sit at table with gentlefolks. It

isn't my fault. Why did she not

teach me? She ought, because she

knows, though father doesn't.'

' Maiiners,' said Miranda, ' are

chiefly a matter of good feeling.'

Here she was quite wi-ong. In my
limited pilgrimage, I have met abim-

dant examples of men possessing ex-

cellent hearts and the kindest dispo-

sitions, who seemed to regard a plate

as a trough. I am not at present

thinking of the commis voyageurs

whom you meet at French country

town tables d'hote, because their hearts

are not commonly considered to be in

the most desirable place.

Then Miranda took Alma's red

hand—it was shapely ^d small—in

her own white fingers, and pressed it

kindly.
' Come, my dear, we will improve

each other.'

They had luncheon together, and

alone. In the afternoon they sat in

Miranda's cool morning-room, which
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looked upon the shady garden, and
while the bees droned heavily outside

among the flowers, and the light

breeze rustled among the leaves, and
the heavy scent of suuuner floated

through the open windows, JVIiranda

told the girl something— she did not

trust herself to tell her all—of Alan's

life.

' And so you see, my dear, his whole
life, from the very first, as soon as he
understood that he was born to wealth,

has been an endeavour to find out how
best to use that wealth, not for any
personal advantage or glory, but for

the good of others. And while other

rich men have contented themselves

with giving money, speaking on plat-

forms, and leaving secretaries to do
the work, he put his theories into

practice, and has always worked him-
self instead of paying others to work.

He has thought out the kind of life

which he believes will be of the great-

est benefit, and he has lived that life.

I think, Alma, that there is no man
living who has so much courage and
such strength of will as Alan.

'

' Yes,' said Alma, thoughtfully.
' Father always did say that he was
more cracked than any man he'd ever

come across. And I suppose he is.'

This was not quite Miranda's posi-

tion, but she let it pass.

' To live among the people as one of

themselves, to live as they live, to eat

among them, sleep among them, and
to show them how the higher life is

possible even for the poorest, surely,

Alma, that is a very noble thing to

do.'

Alma looked as if she should again

like to quote her father, but would
refrain. Those who dwell habitually

among the lower sorts acquire an in-

sight into the baser side of human na-

ture which, pex'haps, compensates for

the accompanying incredulity as to

noble or disinterested actions.

Alma did not quote Mr. Bostock,

but she laughed, being on this subject

as incredulous as Sarai.

' After all, what good has he done

the villagers with his notions '] ' she

asked.

' Who can telH' replied Miranda.
' You cannot sow the seed altogether

in vain. Some good he must have
done.

'

' He hasn't, then,' said Alma, tri-

umphantly. ' Not one bit of good. If

I wasn't afraid of him, I'd tell him so

myself. You might, because you are

not going to marry him, and have no
call to be afraid.'

Miranda shuddered. Was this girl

chosen on purpose to carry on Alan's

schemes, going to begin by openly
deriding them ?

Alma lay back in her easy-chaii'

—

in spite of company manners, the

chair was delicious—and went on with
her criticism of Alan's doings.

' Stufi"and rubbish it all is, and stuff

and rubbish I've called it all along.

There was the Village Parliament.

When the beer stopped, that stopped.

Not one single discussion was held

there. Only the usual talk about pigs

and beer—same as in the Spotted

Lion. Then there was the shop, where
everybody was to have little books,

and put down what they bought, and
have a profit in it at the end of the

year. As if the people would take

that trouble ! And there was no credit,

until the boys gave credit, contraiy to

orders. And then there was the Good
Liquor Bai', where the beer was to be

sold cheap, and the best. Why they

used to water the beer, those two boys,

and unless they'd given credit, too, no
one would have ever had a glass there.

A nd you know" how both the boys have
run away with all the money, and Mr.
Dunlop's found out that they kept a

double set of books.'

' Yes,' said Miranda. ' It is such a

pity that dishonesty must be taken

into account in every plan.'

' All the village knew about it—at

least, all the women. Then the men
on father's farm got three shillings a

week extra. That makes all the other

men jealous. For do you think that

the men took the money home to their
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wives ? Not they, nor wouldn't if it

had been thirty shillings. Spent it all,

eveiy drop, in beer.'

She almost rose to the level of

righteous indignation as she made
these revelations.

' And the Library ! That makes a

nice place for Prudence Driver. She
—and a nasty little cat she is—tried
to get Mr. Dunlop to listen to her
tales and gossip. Well, we shall see

before long.'

Miranda began to feel very uncom-
fortable indeed. The young lady was
revealing the seamy side to her cha-

racter.

' And the baths ! As if those beer-

drinking louts ever wanted to wash.

It's too ridiculous. Well, I hope Mr.
Dunlop's had enough of his foolishness

now. I'm afraid to tell him. But I

hope you will, Miss Dalmeny.'
' We will grant,' said Miranda,

with a feeling of hopelessness, becai;se

the girl could not even feel respect for

Alan's self-sacrifice— ' we will grant

that some of the experiments have not

been successful. You, however. Alma,
are his last experiment. It depends
upon yourself whether you will be

successful.

'

* Oh ! yes,' sighed the girl, wearily.
' He's always talking, but I can't un-

derstand, and sometimes I listen and
sometimes I don't. Said once he
wanted to marry me in order to enter

more fully into their minds. Their

minds, indeed ! As if that would help

him. I always thought men married
girls because they loved them—and
never a word, not a syllable about
love. How would you like it. Miss
Dalmeny ?

'

Miranda could not help it. The
feeling was unworthy, but her heavy
heart did lift a little at the thought
that Alan had made no pretence of

love to this girl.

' Then he lends me books. Books
about all sorts of things. Books so

stupid that you would think no one
would ever be found to read them.'

' But you do read them ]

'

' Oh ! I pretend, you know. I

tried to, fii'st of all, but it was no
vise ; and then, because I saw he
liked it, I took to pretending.' This
she confessed with the perfect confi-

dence that among persons of her own
sex such little deceptions are laudable

when found expedient.

And so the truth was at last ascer-

tained by Miranda. The girl, in spite

of all Alan's preachings, which had
fallen upon unlistening ears, was
whollj^ unprepared for the life de-

signed for her, and perfectly ignorant

of her suitor's design.

What was to be done ? She was
afraid to tell Alan, and she shrank
from telling Alma. Then she sent a

note to Desdemona, asking her to

come to her help. Desdemona came
to dinner, and after dinner—which
Alma thought a most tedious and
absurdly ceremonious affair—Mii'anda

played and sang a little, while Desde-

mona talked to Alma.
She talked artfully, this craftiest

of comedians. She congratulated

Alma on her success of the Golden
Apple, which she insinuated was the

means by which her splendid subse-

quent success had been brought about.

A-iid when Alma, who found in her a

person much more sympathetic than

Miss Dalmeny, at once plunged into

her private grievances at being de-

prived of the usual accompaniments of

courting, Desdemona murmured in

tones of real feeling, ' Dear ! dear me \

how very sad ! and how veiy strange
!

'

And then she added, as if the thing

made Alan's coldness conspicuously

disgraceful :
' And when, too, he is

going to make you sacrifice yourself

in that dreadful way !

'

' What dreadful way ?
' asked Alma.

' Why, my dear child, after your

marriage.

'

' After my marriage. What do you
mean, Mrs. Fanshawe 1

'

* Why, my dear, what do you think

you will do when you are married 1
'

Miranda heard the question, and

went on playing softly.
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* Why . . . live at Weyland
Coui't, to be sure ; and have carriages

and servants, and be a lady.'

' But that is not at all what you
will do,' said Desdemona. ' Has not

Alan told you 1
'

Alma's face grew white.
' You will never live at "Weyland

Court at all,' said Desdemona, slowly

and icily. ' The Court will be let to

other people. You will have no car-

riages and no servants : you will live

in the village among the people : you
will work as you do now : you will

lead the same homely life that you
have always led, only simpler : yet it

will be necessary, for your husband's

sake, that you make yourself a lady.

It will be your lifelong business to

show the villagers how a cottage

woman may be a lady.'

Alma gasped.
' Is this the meaning of all his talks

that I never listened to? ' She spi-ang

to her feet and clasped her hands.
' Oh ! I am cheated—I am cheated !

And why did he pick me out for such
foolery ?

'

' Because,' said Miranda, leaving

the piano, and looking her sternly in

the face, ' because Alan thinks that

he lias found a woman who will enter

into his noble plans, and help him to

carry them out.' Because he trusts

entirely in your loyalty and truth.

Alma. And because he thinks that

you, too, desire a life Avhich shall be

one of self-sacrifice, and yet most
beautiful and holy for him and for

you.'

But Alma broke out into passionate

crying and sobbing. She asked if this

was to be the end of her fine engage-

ment, that everybody was to laugh at

her, that she was to be woi'se ofi than

Black Bess, and her wedding only

land her among the wash-tubs of the

rustic.?. She was a practical young
lady, and life in a cottage without a

servant suggested wash-tubs as the

prominent feature. And then, in an

uncontrollable rage, she sprang to her

feet, and cried :

' I might have had Harry Cardew,

and he's a man and not a milksop.'

And then she sat down again in her

chair, and sobbed again.

Presently she plucked up her spirits

a little, left off crying, and stated

calmly her intention of going to l)ed,

to avoid being laughed at any more.

No opposition was made to this pro-

posal, except a faintly deprecatory re-

mark by Miranda to the effect that they

were very far from laughing at her.

When she was gone the two ladies

looked at each other.

' My dear Desdemona,' said Miran-
da, ' my heart is very heavy for poor

Alan.

'

' He is not married yet,' said Des-

demona. Really, that was getting a

formula of hers.

Miranda, presently, instead of go-

ing to her own room, sought Alma's.

The poor girl had cried herself to

sleep, and lay with her tear-stained

cheek on her open hand—a picture

for a painter. Alma in repose, Alma
asleep. Alma motionless, was like a

possible Greuze. You thought, as you
looked at the parted lips and the

closed eyes, what the face would be

like when the lips were parted for a

smile, and the eyes were dancing with

delight or lan^juid with love. But
when the lips were parted for a smile

it was generally a giggle or a feminine

sneer—when the eyes were dancing

with delight, it was joy at another's

misfortunes ; and if they were ever

soft and languid with love, it was not

when they looked in the face of Alan
Dunlop, but in that of Gamekeeper
Hany. For Alma was all her fond

mother painted her : a young lady of

unpolished manners and low views of

life.

Miranda put down her candle, and
sat awhile looking at the girl who had
robbed her of the one man she could

ever love. It seemed cruel. He
would not, and did not pretend to,

love this village maiden : she made no
pretence of any sort of affection for

him. She didn't even regard him
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with respect. She thought him cracked.

She did not understand, even now,
what he wanted her for; there was
not the smallest possibility that she

would ever rise to understanding him.

She was no helpmeet for him, and he,

with his enthusiasm and simple

loyalty, was no fit husband for her.

But Miranda could do nothing.

Presently the light awakened Alma,
who sat up, startled, and seeing

Miranda, began to cry again, pai-tly

because she was rather ashamed of her

recent outbreak.
' My poor child,' said Miranda,

taking her hand and sitting down be-

side her ;
' I am so sorry. I thought

you knew the whole of Alan's designs.

'

' I di—didn't listen,' she said. ' It

all seemed so stupid, and, oh ! I did

think I should be made a lady.'

' So you will, Alma, if you choose

to be a lady. No one could live with

Alan Dunlop without becoming nobler

and better. My dear, there is nothing

to cry about. You will have the best

husband in the world, and he will

smooth your path for you. It will be

your happy task to show the villagers

the beauty of a modest life. Alma,
you WT.11 be envied in the long run
far more than if you were going to

Weyland Court to live in idleness.

You will think of things in this way,

won't you ?

'

' I'll try to,' said Alma. ' But, oh !

he's cheated me.'

Miranda stole away. ' He ' was no
doubt Alan, and it was a bad omen
of the future when she prefaced her

promised meditations on the Higher
Life with the observation that her

guide and leader had cheated her.

Next day. Gamekeeper Harry re-

ceived by hand two letters. This

greatly astonished him, as he was not
in the habit of maintaining a corres-

pondence with any one. The first,

written in a fine Italian hand, diffi-

cult for the honest fellow to read, was
given him by a footman in the Thelema
livery. It was signed ' Clairette Fan-
shawe '—I think I have already al-

luded distinctly to the fact that Sister

Desdemona's marriage having proved a

failure, she had long since resumed
her maiden name with the marriage
pi-efix—and asked him simply to call

upon the writer at the Abbey that

same afternoon, if possible. He ac-

cepted the appointment by word of

mouth with the footman.

The other letter was brought by a

boy—in fact by the son of an under-

gardener. He drew it from the in-

side of his cap, and gave it to Harry
with a show of gi'eat secrecy.

* Oh ! Harry,' the letter began. It

was written in a hand which was legi-

ble but yet not clerkly. ' Oh ! Harry
—such a revelations as you little

dream of ! and what to do—with Mr.
Dunlop on one side and Miss Miranda
on another, both at me like printed

books, and Mrs. Desdy Moner, as

they call her, who was nothing but a

painted actress and glories in it, with

her scornful ways about my not going

to Weyland Court after all. I don't

know what to do nor where to turn.

So if you can help me, and mean to,

now's the time. And I'll try to be at

the little gate at the end of the garden

—that which Mr. Dunlop always uses,

and it opens on the park—at nine

o'clock ; and do you he there, too. punc-

tual. To think of living in the village

alongside of Black Bess, and she to

come out and laugh all day long, and

me to go on slavingworse than at home.
' Your miserable true love,

' Alma. '

Said Gamekeeper Harry to Bobert

the boy :
' You tell her, boy, that I've

read the letter, and I'll be there.'

Chapter XXX.

' " Are you going to be a fool ? " asked George.
'"Of course I am not going to be a fool," an-

swered the young woman.'
Trollope.

BEFORE six the next morning

Alma awoke according: to usual
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custom. It took her a few moments
to remember everythin<?, that she was

in one of the rooms of Dalmeny Hall,

the scene of last night, her tears and

disappointment. But the knowledge

came all too quickly, and she sprang

from the bed and began to dress her-

self swiftly.

Then she sat down to the table,

where the thoughtful Miranda had

provided pens and paper, and dashed

off the letter we know of already with

the ease of a practised pen and the im-

petuosity of a war correspondent.

Then she recollected that it was
only half an hour's walk to the village

of Weyland across the park, that she

could get thei-e, see her father at his

breakfast, lay the whole horrid truth

before him, and be back again at the

Hall before Miss Dalmeny came
down. She slipped down the stairs as

lightly as Godiva ; the house was
silent and shut up. The great front

doors were locked and barred, and
the shutters up, and the door which
led into the garden was closed in the

same manner. She made her way
into one of the rooms—she did not

know which—on the ground-lloor,

and managed, with some difficulty, to

open the shutters. The window looked

out upon the garden, and on the lawn
was a boy whom she knew, an imder-

gardener's son, sweepingand tidying up.
' Robert !

' she cried, in a loud

whisper.

Robert looked up, and saw, to his

amazement, Alma Bostock.
' Robert, I want to get out, and

the doors are locked. Bring me a

ladder, or the steps, or something.'

The window was about eight feet

from the ground. Robert brought her

his short gai-deners' ladder, and the

young lady, with much agility, pro-

ceeded to get out of the window and
to descend. Seen from the outside, it

I

looked like an elopement.

,

' Now, Robert,' she said, ' you go
I up the ladder and shut the window.
I They will think the shutters were left

open by accident, and if anybody asks

you about me, you didn't see me go

out of the house, mind.'
' I mind,' said the boy, grinning.

' And, Robert,' she went on, hesi-

tating, ' can I trust you, Robert 1

'

He grinned again.

' I want you to take a letter for me
to Harry Cardew. You know where

to find him ?

'

' I know,' said the boy.
' Then here is the letter. Let no

one see you give it him. Hide it in

the lining of your cap—so !—and I'll

give you the very first shilling I get.'

' I'll take it safe and quiet,' said the

boy, stoutly.

She sped down the garden, out by

the garden gate, and ran as fast as she

could across the dewy grass of the

park. Nobody was there but the

deer, who thought it a shame that

they should be disturbed so early in

the morning, and looked at her as in-

dignantly as the natural benignity of

their eyes enabled them, refusing en-

tirely to get up and scamper away,

as they would do later on.

Fortunately, there was no necessity

to go through the village, so that she

was seen by no one ; and she reached

the farm before her father—who in

these days of fatness was growing late

in his habits—had left the house on

his early round. And she was so early,

that it was yet an hour from their

breakfast.

She rushed in, breathless and ex-

hausted, with eager eyes, as if some-

thing dreadful had happened ; so much
so, that her mother was fain to sit

down and gasp, and her father stayed

his hand which was grasping his hat.

' Alma !

'

'Yes, father,' she replied, with

short gasps. ' Yes, mother : well may
you say "Alma!" Oh! the things

I've discovered. Oh ! the plots and

the conspiracies
!

'

The Bailift' turned very pale. Mad
anything happened then? Was the

match, on which, to him, eveiything

depended, in danger 1 Had these plots

anything to do -svith him 1
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' "We've been nicely fooled, all of

us. Oh ! nicely fooled. And you, too,

father,' added Alma, ' wise as you
think yourself.'

' Who's been a fooling of me 1
'

asked Mr. Bostock, proceeding, in

general terms familiar to his daughter,

to state the certain fate of the one
who made a fool of Stephen Bostock.

' Mr. Dunlop, and Miss Dalmeny
with him. They're them that have
fooled us all,' cried Alma, breathless.

' WTiat do you think he wants to

marry me for 1
'

' To make you his wife, I suppose,'

said her father. ' That's what most
men want, and a most uncommon
stupid want it is.'

' Ah !
' his wife echoed, ' for once

you're right, Stephen.'
' Then it isn't,' said Alma ;

' and
you're just wi-ong. He doesn't want
to make me his wife a bit ; that is, he

won't make me a lady.'

' Nobody ever thought he would,

Alma,' said her mother, staunch to her

principles.

' He can't help it. Alma,' said her

father. ' The wife of the Squire must
be a lady : she's a lady by position.

When a woman marries, she takes the

rank of her husband. W^hen I mar-

lied you'—he nodded to his wife, for-

merly lady's-maid—'you took my po-

sition.'

It was one of the minor results of

the new allowance that the Bailifi"

had taken to consider himself a man
of high, and even dignified, social

position,

' That was fine promotion,' said his

wife. ' Go in. Alma.

'

' You don't imder-stand—neither of

you \xnderstand. I thought I was
going to be Mrs. Dunlop in jnoper

style up at the Court and all. Well,

it seems he's been explaining to me
ever since we were engaged what he

meant. It isn't that a bit. But I've

been that stupid, as I wouldn't under-

stand one word he said, and the more
he said, the less I understood. It was
Miss Miranda who told me the truth

last night. Ah ! father, you and jowr
fine plans indeed !

'

' What the devil is it, then 1
'

' It's this. I'm not to go to the

Court at all—I am never to go there.

I'm to be kept hidden away down here

in the village. I'm to live in a pig-

sty, like what Mr. Dunlop has lived

in for a year. We're to have no ser-

vants—no nothing. I'm to do all the

work all day long, and listen to him
talking all the evening. Father, he'll

drive me mad ! ^Tiat with the work
and the talk, I shall go cracked !

'

She shook her pretty head tragi-

cally, and sat down on one of the

wooden kitchen chairs with a despe-

rate sigh.

' But you will be married,' said her

father, thinking of himself. ' You'll

be married to the Squire. You can't

well get over that. Mr. Dunlop will

be my son-in-law.'

* And no fine dresses, and no pony-

carriages, and nothing grand at all 1

And I'm to make friends with all the

Avomen in the village, and show them
how they ought to live ; and I shall

be as poor as any of them, because we
shall live on five-and-twenty shillings

a week. Mother, I'd rather come back

home and work in the daily again.'

' So you shall,' said her mother,
* and welcome. I always said it was
unnatural.'

' You keep your oar out of it,' j\Ir.

Bostock observed to his wife with

fii-mness, ' and let me think this out a

bit'

He sat in his arm-chair, his stick

between his legs, and thought it out

for ten minutes.
' I remember now,' he murmured,

' the Squire did talk about setting ex-

amples and that sort of stuff". He's

full of soft places, is the Squii-e.'

Then he relapsed intohard thinking.

Meantime, the mother looked blank-

ly at her daughter. It was hard

enough to realise that her lady's son

could positively prefer her Alma to

Miss Miranda It was still harder to

understand whv he wanted her to live
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witli him in a cottage after the man-
ner of the rustics, in order to set an
example. Did not Miss Miranda set

an example to all the world of a beau-

tiful young lady leading the most
beautiful of lives 1 What else did he
want ?

' And what,' the girl went on with

choking voice— ' what will Black Bess

say ? And what will Prudence Driver

say 1—the nasty, spiteful, little, twist-

ed thing ! And what will all of them
say r

' As for that,' said Mrs. Bostock, 'I

suppose they will say just what they

like. You can't tie tongues. It isn't

that as 1 care about ; nor it isn't that

as your father thinks about.'

* No,' said Alma, who had taken the

bit between her teeth altogether since

her engagement, and now permitted

herself to criticise her parents with

the greatest freedom. ' All you care

about is to stop the wedding if you
can. You think your own daughter

is a disgrace to Mr. Dunlop. In all

the story-books I ever read yet, I

never heard of a mother spiting her

own daughter. Step-mothers a-plenty,

but never a real mother. You ought
to be ashamed of yourself, mother.

'

Mrs. Bostock began what would
have proved too long a speech for in-

sertion in these pages, but she was in-

terrupted by her daughter, who now
turned with vehemence upon her

father.

' And as for you,' she cried, with

such force that the thinker, who was
I'esting his chiii on the stick, having
closed his eyes for greater abstraction,

sprang erect in his chair, and gazed

at her with open mouth— ' as for you,

what you care about is to call Mr.
Alan j^our son-in-law, and squeeze all

you can out of him. I'm to marry
the man for you to get his money.

'

Mr. Bostock, recovering his self-

possession, remarked that, as a gene-

ral rule, sauce is the mother of sor-

row, and cheek the parent of repent-

ance ; but that in this particular case

his daughter's provocations being such

as they were, he was prepared to

overlook her breach of the Fifth Com-
mandment, of which, when she fully

understood a fond father's projects

and counsel, she would repent upoii

her bended knees. That is, he said

words to that effect in the Bostoikiau

tongue. After which he relapsed into

silence, and went on consiideiing the

situation.

It seems extraordinary that not one
of these good people should before

this have realised the true position of

things. Alma, however, heard the

truth from Alan's lips once, and once

only, and then she was too confused

to understand. Later on, when Alan
repeated . in genial terms, again and
again, his plan of life, the girl was not

listening. Mrs. Bostock had never

heard the truth at all. The Bailiff

understood only—we must remember
that he, too, for pi-ivate reasons, was
confused on the first heai'ing of the

statement—that Alan was going to

give up actual farm-work. And this

being the case, there seemed really no
reason at all why he should not go

back and live in his own great house.

And now Alma's greatness was- to

be shorn of all but barren honour.

And what for himself 1 Mr. Bostock

went on meditating.
' What's the good of being the

Squire's wife,' asked Alma, ' if I'm to

be his kitchen drudge as well ? Thank
you for nothing. I'll stay at home,

and let him marry Black Bess if he
likes. I won't marry him at all.'

Then Mr. Bostock, having arrived

at a definite conclusion, slowly un-

twisted his right leg, which he had
twined round the left calf, raised him-

self in his chair, and gazed steadfastly

and in silence on his daughter.

Then he rose, took hat and stick,

and spoke.
' You'll take a little walk with me.

Alma,' he said.

Mrs. Bostock saw that the paternal

advice would be such as she would not

approve, but it was no vise for her to

interfere, and she was silent.
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Outside the house her father thus

addressed Alma :

' The Squire is a-going to marry you,

my gell. He will live, he says, down
in the village, along with the farm la-

hourers, you and him together. Gar !

in a cottage where you will do all the

hoiisex^ork. He's mad enough to want
that, and obstinate enough for any-

thing. But there's one thing he's foi--

gotten.'

' What's that, father 1

'

' When he asked for you, I told him
you took after your father. But I

didn't tell him that my gell had got a

temper of her own, like her father.

She is not one to be put upon, nor is

she one to be deprived of her rights.'

' But I'm so afraid of him.'

' Ta, ta ! afraid of your husband,

and you a Bostock I You'll sort him
once you get the use of your tongue,

fi'ee as you have been accustomed to

have it in your humble 'ome. Lord !

I see it all reeling out sti'aight before

me. First the church, then the cot-

tage ; that may last a week or a fort-

night, according as you feel your way
and get your freedom. Then, one

moVning, you sit down and fold your

^rms, and you says, " Take me to

Weyland Court,"you says ;
" that's the

place where I belong, and that's the

place where I mean to go." He begins

to talk, you put on yoiar bonnet, and
you walk up to Weyland Court, willy-

nilly, whether he comes or whether he

stays behind, and you sit do^\Ti there,

and there you stay. You send for

your old father, and he will come and
back you up. Do you think he can

drag you out of your own house 1 Not
a bit of it.'

' But he doesn't love me a bit, and
he's head over ears with Miss Dal-

meny.'
' Love ! stuff and rubbish ! Now

look here. Alma. Don't mix up fool-

ishness. You've got to marry him. I

, can't afford to let the chance go. If

you prefer the work'us, say so, and go
there—you and your mother. Love !

what's love, if you've got your carriage

and pair ? What's love when you can

walk up to the chui'ch a Sundays with

the folk scraping a both sides 1 What's
love when you can have a new silk

gownd every day 1 What's love with

no more trouble about money 1 Gar !

you and your love !

'

Alma had nothing to say to this.

' And now, my gell,' resumed her

father, 'you just go straight back to

the Hall, and you'll get there before

breakfast, and go on as meek as a kit-

ten with them all ; and if they show
their pride, remember that your time

is coming. And your father's to give

you away in the church, and to back

you up when you do sit in your own
house and laugh at 'em all. As for

they lazy Monks, we'll soon send them
about their business.'

Thus dismissed, the girl walked

slowly back to the Hall. What her

father said was just. She might, by

being bold at the right moment, assert

herself, and reign at Weyland Court.

On the other hand, she did not feel

confidence in her own powers, and she

was, besides, profoundly humiliated.

She wanted revenge, and she did not

comprehend, as her father saw, that

her most efficacious revenge, as well

as her wisest plan, would be to marry

Alan first, and upset all his plans

afterwards.

She got back before breakfast, and

found Miranda in the garden. She told

her hostess that she had run across the

Park to see her mother.

After breakfast she sat in Miranda's

room with one of Alan's selected books

in her hand, and pretended to read.

As was this room, so, she supposed,

were all the rooms of Weyland Court.

It would be pleasant to sit in such

rooms, to roam from one to the other,

to feci herself the mistress. Pleasant,

that is, if Mr. Dunlop was not there

too. Pleasant, if you could slip into

the garden and meet Harry Cardew.

And here her heart fell low, because,

as she reflected, after she was mai'-

ried, she would never, never see Harry

any more.
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In her way—lier shallow way

—

Alma was certainly in love with this

man. He had taken her fancy ; and
to think of giving him up, and takiiig

in his place the grave and solemn gen-

tleman with the soft, cold manners,

the deep and earnest eyes, whose every

word fell upon her like a reproach !

Then her heart hardened, and Wey-
land Court, with all its glories, seemed

a poor return for life spent vnth such

a man.
Presently, looking up from her

book, into whose pages she was gazing

while she worked out these problems,

she saw that she was alone. Miranda
had left. her. Alma tossed the book
away, and began impatiently to wan-
der round the room. Fii'st she looked

at herself in the mirrors, of which
there were two ; then she looked at

the books and the pretty things on

the tables ; and then she went to the

window and began to yawn. Did
ladies do nothing all day but sit over

books ']

While she was still yawning, the

door opened, and the lady they called

Desdemona appeared. She was in

walking dress, having just come over

from the Abbey, and as Alma looked

at her, she felt as if she was at last

looking into fhe face of a real friend.

Desdemona's face was capable of

expressing every passion at will, but

chiefly she excelled in conveying the

emotion of sympathy. Her face this

morning expressed sympathy in abund-

ant measure. Sympathy beamed from

the pose of her head—a little thrown
back, because Alma was a little taller

than herself, and a little thrown on
one side—from the softened eyes, from
the parted lips, and from the two
hands, which were held out to greet

the village maid. I have never seen

any actress who equalled Desdemona
in the expression of pure, friendly,

womanly sympathy.
' Oh ! my dear,' she began, taking

both Alma's handsand squeezing them
softly, ' my dear, I was so sorry for

you last night, so very sorry. How I

felt for your sad position. And to

think that he never told you ! And.
we knew it all the time. What a

pity ! Oh ! dear, dear ! What a

pity !

'

' Perhaps he told me, but I was not
listening.

'

' Such a pity ! It seems so very hard
upon you. What is the good of maxry-
ing a rich man if you have to be a jjoor

woman ?

'

' Why, that's just what I told mo-
ther this morning,' said Alma, eagerly.

' Yes, and to think, oh ! to think '

—

Desdemona's manner became sympa-
thetic to the highest degree, and she

almost wept with sympathy, and her
voice trembled— ' to think that you
should Jiave to listen to him, what-
ever he says, as soon as you are mar-
ried !

'

Alma groaned.
' And men—oh ! my dear, I know

them well—are so fastidious. You
will have to do all the work of the

house, make the beds, wash the linen,

scrub the floors, scour the pots, cook

the dinner, serve the breakfast and the

tea, wash Tip the cups, and all ; and
he will expect the manner—I mean
the appearance—and dress of a lady

with it all. My poor dear ! no lady

could do it. It is not to be expected.

'

' Of course not,' said Alma ;
' but

you are the first person to find it out.

Miss Dalmeny, I suppose, thinks it as

easy as easy.'

' Miss Dalmeny does not know any-

thing, my dear,' said the perfidious

Desdemona, with almost a gush of

sympathy. ' And then, in addition to

all that, you will have to go about

among the labourers' wives and make
friends of them. That will be a very

hard thing to do, for I am sure, my
dear, such a pretty and well-mannered

girl as yourself has never had much
to do with that class of people.'

'Indeed,' said Alma. 'I always

despised the whole lot. Black Bess is

no better than a labourer's daughter,

and half a gipsy, too.'

' There it is, you see ; that is the
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pity of it. And tlien you will have

to read the books which your husband

will choose for you, because when you
are married, you will not be able to

pretend any more to have read his

selections. Really, my poor Alma, I

pity you from my very soul.'

Alma resented this a little.

' At i%ll events,' said Alma, ' there

will be lots to envy me, and think I'm

a lucky gii'l.'

' Those,' said Desdemona gravely,

* will be the people who do not know
what we know. The worst of it is,

that Alan is so obstinate. Nothing,

for instance, would ever persuade him
to bring you up to Weyland Court.

He is fixed upon the village life.'

' But suppose,' said Alma meaning-

ly, ' suppose that I were to go over

there and say I was going to remain

there.

'

This was rather a facer.

' My dear,' said Desdemona, after a

pause of a few moments, ' that would

be impossible, becavise Weyland Court

is let—to the Monks of Thelema.'

Then Alma gave way altogether.

Her father's scheme, then, was en-

tirely unfeasible. She felt cold and

faint.

' It will be quiet for you in the vil-

lage. Dull, I am afraid. No amuse-

ments. Miranda says she will call

upon you, but you cannot make your-

self happy with an occasional call.'

Alma turned white with jealousy

—

that meaningless jealousy of hers.

' You see,' her motherly adviser

went on, ' I want you to know and

understand everything. That is best,

to begin with a right understanding,

is it not 1 Well, you can never be to

Alan Dunlop what Miranda has been

to him. No one can. Had it not

been for his philanthropic schemes, he

would have certainly mai'ried her.

She is, indeed, the one woman in the

world who knows him thoroughly,

and, under other circumstances, ought

to be his wife. So, my poor dear, you
will have to content yourself with the

second place—or, perhaps, as he has

many other friends in the Abbey, even
with a much lower place in his affec-

tions. Of course, he will be personally

kind to you. Gentlemen do not beat

or swear at theii* wives.'

'You mean,' said Alma, her eyes

glittering with suppressed fury, ' that

I am to be nothing in my own house,

and that my husband is to think more
of Miss Dalmeny than of his wife.'

' Why, of course. We all know
that. What can one expect after his

long friendship with Miranda 1 I sup-

pose he has never even pretended to

make love to you, my dear ?

'

'No,' replied Alma gloomily; 'he

never has. He is as cold as an icicle.'

' He does not kiss you, I suppose,

or say silly things to you, as other

men do to their sweethearts 1

'

She shook her head.
' He has never kissed me. He isn't

a bit like other men.'
' Dear me ! dear me !

' sighed Des-

demona. ' What a dreadful thing to

have such a sweetheart ! As well have

none. And you, too, a girl who knows
how men fall in love.' Desdemona
added this meaningly, and Alma
flushed a ruby red. ' Did Harry Car-

dew ever leave you of an evening

without a kiss 1
'

' What do you know about Hany
Cardew 1

'

' Everything, my dear. iLnd not

only Harry, but gentlemen, too. Did
not Mr. Caledon once meet you in the

lane and offer to kiss you 1 Did Mr.

Exton take you through the park that

night when you won the Golden Ap-
ple, without the same ceremony 1 My
dear, I am a witch ; I know every-

thing. You need not try to hide any-

thing from me. I could tell you the

past, and I can tell you the future.

So you see, Mr. Dunlop does not love

you, else he would kiss you, just as

other gentlemen have done. Tell me,

my dear child,'—hei-e her voice grew

persuasive, and she took the girl's

hand in her own soft palm and stroked

it
—

' tell me, do you want to many
him?'
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'No,' said Alma, ' I don't. But I

must—I must—cause of father.'

' Let me iook at the lines of your
hand.' Desdemona took the pretty

little hand in hers, and began to ex-

amine it curiously. ' I am a conjurei".

1 know all about palmistry. Urn

—

um— um— this is , a very strange

hand.'
' What is it %

' cried Alma, super-

stitious, as other maidens be.

' Have you ever had your hand ex-

amined by gipsies 1

'

' Only once,' said Alma, ' and it

was all nonsense.'
' But this is not nonsense. Dear

me ! Really ! The most curious

thing
!

'

' Oh ! do tell me,' cried Alma.
' My dear, if it had not been for

what has happened, you would think

I was inventing. Now look at your
own hand. What does that line mean
across the middle 1

'

' I am sure I don't know.'

'A marriage interrupted. And
what does that line mean under the

ball of the thumb ] But, of course,

you do not know. A long and happy
life. And those lines round the third

finger ? Children and grandchildren.

My dear, you will be a happy wife

and a happy mother ; and yet . . .

and yet ... I do not think it will

be in the way you think. I wonder,

now, if you have a pack of cards any-

where.
'

' I am sui-e I don't know.

'

' There ought to be,' said Desde-

mona, looking about. Presently she

opened the ch-awers of a Japanese cab-

inet. ' Ah ! here are some. ' Alma
could hardly be expected to know that

she had put them there, arranged for

xise, that very morning. ' Let us see

what the cards say.'

Alma looked on breathlessly while

the conjurer dealt, arranged, and laid

her cards in rows, quite after the fa-

shion approved among wise women.
' A brown man,' she said, dropping

out her sentences as if the cards called

for them, ' a man with curly haii* : a

nuin with rosy cheeks : a tall man :

a young man : wedding bells and a
wedding ring : across : this card looks

like a father's anger : this . . . what
is this 1 Your mother does not seem
angry. A poor man, too, but riches

in the background. My dear, can you
explain it all to me 1

'

' It's Harry Cardew,' said Alma,
eagerly. ' It can't be no one else.

'

' Is it now ] You see, my dear, we
cannot read names. We can only tell

events. And what does all this mean,
do you think] Cards cmd the lines

on your hand cannot tell lies, either

together or separately.'

' I don't know. All I can say is,

the banns are up.'

' Yes ; but there is many a slip,

you know. And HaiTy ?

'

' Well ... but you'U tell Miss
Dalmeny.'

' Indeed, I will not.'

' Then I will try to meet Harry
some evening, and ask him can he do
anything ? Because, whatever father

says, I can't abide the thing, and I

won't.'

' You are right in one thing, my
dear. Have a spirit and a will of your
own. I always did say for my own
part that a wife shonld be a man's
one thought. Now, there's Miranda
and Alan—there they are in the gar-

den at this moment.' Alma looked

out, and saw them walking over the

lawns in eager converse, and her little

heart was like to burst with jealousy.
' A pretty pair, are they not 1 After
all, though, it would be a pity to spoil

Alan's philanthropic aims, just be-

cause he's in love with Miranda.'

Alma tossed her head.
' It isn't his philanthropy that I

care for,' she said; 'not one straw.

It's only father, who wants to get

things for himself out of his son-in-

law.'

Here, however, the lady they called

Desdemona broke off the conversation

by sitting down to the piano and be-

ginning a song. She had a sweet,

strong contralto, and she knew how
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to enunciate her words, so that Alma
understood them, and her heart began

to glow within her.

For Desdemona began to sing a song

of a faithful pair of lovers, who were

to be separated by paternal decree and

the maiden given to another ; but that

they ran away, like Keats's young

lady, on the very eve of the wedding,

and did not appear again until Holy
Church had fairly made them one.

It was a beautiful song, and sung

with the clear intonation which stage

practice gives. Also, oddly enough,

there was a personal application in

the song to her own case, a thing she

had never noticed in hymns, which

were ihe kind of songs most familiar

to her.

' How should you like. Alma,' mur-

mured the temptress, turning on the

piano-stool, 'how should you like to

be carried away by your own true

love 1

'

' Ah !
' said Alma.

* What a splendid revenge !
' cried

the actress. She sprang from her feet

and began to act. By what witchery,

what enchantment, did the girl read

in the face of the actress, in her ges-

tures, in her eyes, the whole of a sin-

gle scene ? ' A revenge indeed. Your
father waiting in the church

;
your

betrothed at the altar
;

'—her hands

were spread out, her head erect, her

eyes fixed, while Alma bent before

her, mesmerised, unable to lift her

gaze from Desdemona's face, with part-

ed lips and heaving breast—' your

bridesmaids wondering where you are

:

the clergyman with the book : the or-

ganist tired of playing : the people all

wondering and waiting. Then—

a

sound of wheels ... it is the bride.

How beautiful she looks I—almost as

beautiful as you. Alma, my dear. But
she is on the arm of another maru

Heavens ! it is the rival. The people

press and crowd. Tlie men whisper :

the girls laugh and envy her : true

love has won agaixt You can go,

avaricious father—go—and count your

gold.' She acted all thiswdth energy.

' You can go, baffled suitor—you who
looked to make your profit out of the

bride you never loved. And you

—

all you who pray to see true love re-

warded, come out with us and dance

upon the village green. . . . What a

scene ! Can you not picture it ? Oh !

Alma, Alma, my beautiful Alma !

'

It was a simple trap, but set with

subtlety. Any less direct method
would have roused Alma's suspicions.

Now, however, the simple cottage

girl, entranced by this bewildering

picture, intoxicated by Desdemona's

praises, overcome by so much sympa-

thy and so much kindness, yielded

herself a ready victim to the actress's

blandishments, and fell into those fat

and comfortable arms, and on that

ample bosom which lay open and in-

vited the fond embrace.

Chapter XXXI.

' A tall and proper man.'

IT was with curiosity that Desde-

mona awaited the young game-

! keeper, who had taken the fancy of

j

this village girl. Doubtless, some

clumsy rustic, half a step removed

above the clods of the soil : some

bashful, grinning swaLp, who might

be drawn with his finger in his mouth,

to convey a faithful impression of his

character. Well, she saw a rustic,

certainly, and yet one of the most

magnificent men she had ever looked

upon, the comeliest, the straightest,

and the strongest. His cheeks were

ruddy like David's, his hair was curly

like Absalom's, only he avoided that

excessive length which led to Absa-

lom's untimely end ; his eye as keen

as that of the last Mohican.

Desdemona rose out of respect to

such splendid humanity. And then, •

to the honest young giant's amaze-

ment, she murmured, still looking at

him :
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' There be some women, Sil\ ius, had they marked
him

In parcels, as I did, would have gone near
To fall in love with him.'

And she said aloud :

' Shake hands with me, Mr. Car-

dew ; I think you are a very handsome
man.

'

Harry bowed respectfully, but he

did not accei)t the invitation to shake

hands. And then Desdemona discov-

ei'ed that this handsome man was pei'-

fectly self-possessed and liad perfect

manners. Her experience of game-
keepers was naturally small, but her

knowledge of human nature should

have taught her that men who live

alone in the woods, watching the

habits of creatures, and whose work
brings them into close contact with

gentlemen, would be likely to acquire

a fine manner.

Harry, then, bowed gravely when
this lady told him he was handsome.

H > lik.f? the fact already ; hehadex-
j)erienced this kind of attack on his

personal vanity more than once ; but,

thovigh it is undoubtedly better to be

good-looking than ugly, good looks

will not keep off poachers, nor will

staring at yourself in a glass keep down
vermin. Har-ry was not altogether

without imagination, but he devoted

all his availa))le play of fancy, all that

was imaginative and unpractical in his

composition, to Alma.
' I wanted to see you.' said Desde-

mona, ' about Alma Bostock.'
' About Alma Bostock 1

'

' I have leai-ned from Mr. Caledon,

who knows you, I believe
'

Harry smiled. ' Yes, madam, I

know Mr. Tom veiy well. Almost
as well as I know Mr. Alan.'

' That you and Alma were, until

her engagement with Mr. Dunlop, at-

tached to each other.

'

' Yes, madam,' said Harry quietly;

' that is so. And we are attached

s.ill.'

And you hoped to marry her 1
'

' Surely,' said Hariy, ' surely, we
did think and hope so.'

The quiet self-possession of this

5

young man, and his modest way of

answering, struck Desdemona with a
little confusion.

' Pray do not consider n)e imper-
tinent. I assure you that I am for

many reasons most desirous of helping
Alma in this matter.'

' No one c -.n help me. Nothing
can be done now,' said Harry. ' Alma's
going to marry Mr. Alan, and there's

an end.'

' And you ? What will you do ?
'

' I shall emigrate,' he replied. ' I've

saved a little money, and I shall go
out to Canada.'

Desdemona was silent for a while.
' Does Mr. Dunlop know ]

'

Harry shook his head.
' Unless Alma's told him, he can't

know. Because there's only we two,

and Mr. Tom Caledon, and now you,
who know anything about it.'

' Would it not do good to tell him V
' I think not, madam,' replied

Harry slowly. ' I've turned that
thought over in my mind all ways,

day and night, to try and get at the
right thing; and I've made up my
mind that if Mr. Alan hears of it

from any one except Alma herself,

he'll be set against her, may be, for

deceiving him. Let things be.'

' And you have decided to do noth-

ing?'
' Nothing,' he said. ' There was

hope while Alma was at home. I

didn't know, but I used to think,

when she came out to meet me in the

orchard at night, when he was gone,

that I should somehow try and tind a
way. And Mr. Tom, he came and
talked it over with me ; but the davs
went on, and I couldn't hit on any
plan. And now. Miss Dalmeny has
got her up at the Hall, ai.d will show
her the pleasant ways of living like a
lady, and till her head w-.th notions,

so as nothing can be done.'

' I think that you are wi-ong ; some-
thing may yet be done. Now, Mr.
Cardew, what I want to make quite

clear to you is that those who love

Alma and those who love Mr. Alan
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of whom I am sure you are one
—

'

' Yes,' said Harry, ' there's no one

like Mr. Alan, except Mr. Tom, per-

ha})S.'

' All of us, then, have got to do

what we canto prevent this marriage.'

' But the l)anns are put uj).'

' That does not matter. For many
reasons I cannot ask Lord Alwyne,

or Miss Dalraeny, or any of the ladies

here, to do anything, but I have seen

Mr. Caledon, and he will join me, and

we will both work our best for you

to break off the marriage, and you

must give us your help.'

H arry looked puzzled.

' You do not understand 1 Then

let me explain something. Alma finds

out at last what we have known all

along, that Mr. Dunlop wants her to

marry him solely in order to carry

out certain plans and theories of his
;

that he means her not to live at Wey-
land Court at all, but in a little cot-

tage among the farm labourers, as he

himself has been living, and to work

among them, as he has worked. Stop.

'

for Harry was about to speak

—

' Mr. Dunlop, for his pai't, believes

that she understands his views, that

she will gladly follow in his steps, and

help him with all her heart to enter

into the minds of the villagers, under-

stand them, and show them the real

Christian life.'

Here Harry laughed with derisive

pity.

' Alma, for fear of her father, dares

say notiiing. Mr. Dunlop, who is, of

course, entirely honourable, will keep

his engagement, even if he finds out

the truth about her. I need not tell

you that the prospect before both is

of the darkest and most unhappy

kind—for Mr. Dunlop, disappointment

and humiliation ; for Alma '

Here she was silent.

' Yes,' said Hany gravely, ' I've

seen it all along. For Alma it will be

worse,'
' Then let us prevent it.'

Harry only looked incredulous.

How to prevent a wedding of which

the banns were already put up ] The
thing was not in nature.

' Will you let me tell you a little

story 1

'

De.sdemona told a little story. It

was a story of the same genre as that

little scene which she acted for Alma.
She acted this as well, but in a differ-

ent way, for to Alma she was melo-

dramatic, exaggerated, exuberant
;

but to this man of finer mould, she

was concentrated, quiet, and intense.

He was not externally carried away,

as Alma. He did not lean forward

with glistening eye and parted lips,

but his cheek grew pale, and his lips

trembled. Indeed, it "was a story

very much more to the purj)ose than

any related by Mr. Barlow to Masters

Sandford and Merton.

'And.' said Desdemona, coming to

an end, ' it is not as if we were invit-

ing you to join in a conspiracy against

Mr. Dunlop's happiness, ^ gainst

Alma's. Whatever is the result, so

far as Mr. Dunlop is concerned, you
will have prevented him from a step

which would have ruined his future.'

' It seems like a dream,' said Harry.
' And perhaps,' continued Desde-

mona, ' if those friends so arrange

matters as that this wedding does not

take place, everybody who knows who
those friends were would hold their

tongues if necessary.'

' Surely,' said Harry, ' that is the

least they could do.'

' Then we quite understand our-

selves," Desdemona continued. ' You
will hold yourself in readiness to act

some time within the next fortnight.

Above all, secrecy.'

' It seems like a dream,' said Harry.
' Mr. Dunlop, he'd never forgive me.'

' Perhaps not,' replied Desdemona
;

' and if he does not, there are other

people in the world. You will not

offend Lord Alwyne, I am sure, nor

Ml". Tom, nor myself.'

Hai-ry stood musing for a little.

Then he collected himself.

' I am to see her to-night,' he said,

' at the end of the garden of the HalL'
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'By appointment?' asked Desde-

mona, a little taken aback—the artful

little creatui'e !

' Yes, madam, at her request. What
am I to sav to her ?

'

Desdeniona could have wished him

to tell Alma that she was a cunning

and crafty little animal, thus begin-

ning the very first day of her stay with

a secret a^)pointment. But she re-

frained.
' Tell her as little as you can. Only

let her know that you alone will be

able to stop the marriage, if she keeps

;|;iiet and tells no one. And go on

meeting her. I will do all I can to

make the meetings easier for her and

unsuspected by Miss Dalmeny. And
now, my friend, good-bye. Shake
hands, in token of confidence.'

Harry bowed and extended his

brown fist with a blush which became
him.

' I like you,' said Desdemona, ' and

I will show my liking by giving you
an old woman's advice. It is only

useful for married men. My advice

is no good for bachelors and selfish

people like them. Do not, then, be-

gin your married life by thinking your

wife an angel. If you do, you will

be disappointed. Remember that she

is a woman, and though, perhaps, a

good deal better than yourself, with a

woman's vanities and weaknesses.

Remember that. Also, don't humble
yourself. Remember that if she has

her points, you have yours. And wliat

a woman likes is a husband who rules

her ; never forget that. 8he looks for

guidance, and if you don't guide her,

some other man may. And begin in

your home-life as you mean to go on.

And do not trust her blindly, because

there are some women who go on bet-

ter if they feel that they are running

in harness, with an eye to watch, and
a hand upon the rein. One thing

more. Remember that all women,
like all men, are most easily kept in

good temper by praise administered

with judgment. Shall you remember
all this ]'

'I will try,' said Harry. 'At all

events, I see what you mean. Alma
isn't a goddess, but 1 think I can ncike
her into a good wife for me.

'

Desdemona m.t down and considered

carefully.

* It cannot be wrong,' she thought.
' Alan will be cleared of this entangle-

ment. He will marry Miranda. Al-
ma, the poor, little, shallowAhna, will

marry the man who has fascinated her,

and no one will be harmed—except
perhaps, that man himself. What a
splendid man it is ! And he may not
be harmed. Alma is not up to his

elbow in intellect and goodness
;
yet he

is strong, and will rule. When a man
can rule in his own house, very little

harm comes to it. They will all bless

and laud continually the name of

Desdemona.

'

And then her fancy wandering back,
she sat for a long time thinking of the

past, in which Alan's father was a
good deal mixed up.

This was at three in the afternoon.

Harry walked across the Park and in-

spected certain .spots where he sus-

pected wires, certain traps where he
looked for stoats, killed two vipers,

shot a kite, and took other steps in the
gamekeeping interests. This brought
him to five. Then he made his tea,

which took longer in the making than
in the drinking. Then he took a pipe,

and considered with a certain elation,

dashed with sorrow, the events of the
day. Had his thoughts been written
down, they might have taken some
such shape as the following :

' I am
the servant of Mr. Alan, and I am go-

ing to take away Mr. Alan's wife that

was to have been. But he took away
mine that w-as to haA'e been. And it

would be a sin and a shame to let the
wedding ever take place. AlmaAvould
be wretched, and Mr. Alan disappoin-

ted. When he can't marry Alma, he
will go back to the young lady he al-

ways ought to have married—Miss
Dalmeny.

* As for me, Mr. Alan will never
forgive me. I shall lose my place,



70S THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

and that is worth a great deal more

than I am ever likely to make ofl" a

small farm in Canada. But Lord

Alwj'ne will be pleased. One would

go a long way to please Lord Alwyne :

and him our best friend always, before

Mr. Alan came of age. And Mr.

Tom will be pleased. One would like

to please Mr. Tom. I think that

everybody will be pleased.

' Except Bostock. But Bostock

has had a whole year's steady run

with the Sqiiire, cheating him at

every turn, as all the world knows

;

he ought to be content. I suppose

he expected to go on cheating all his

life. No, Bostock, yon are not going

to be the Squire's father-in-law ; and

it will be worth—well worth Mr.

Alan's displeasm-e to see your rage,

when you tind the prize slipped oxit of

your fingers, and yourself nothing

but bailiff still, with the accounts to

make up.

' And as for Alma . . . well

. Alma is what the Lord made
]jer . . . and if one is in love with

Alma, why trouble one's head about

Alma's little faults 1 The lady meant
v^ell, no doubt, and gave excellent

advice, which if a man would always

follow, he'd keep clear of many a pit-

f.ill. Poor little Alma \

'

All this thinking brought him to

half-past eight, and then, mindful of

liis assignation, he took his gun and

strolled leisurely in the direction of

the Park. It was half-an-hour's walk

to the garden-gate whei-e ,\lma was

to meet him. Presently at the point

nearest to Weyland Court, there came
slowly along in the twilight a pair,

hand in hand.

They were Mr. Tom and Miss Nelly,

and they looked sad.

Harry took off his hat respectfully.

' Well, Hany,' said Tom, putting

on a cheerful aii', ' what news '?'

Nelly went on alone, trailing her

parasol in the grass.

' I've seen Mrs. Fanshawe, sir—the

lady they call Sister Desdemona.'
' Yes—yes.'

' And I've come to an understand-
ing with her. I'm to depend on the
help of friends, and take the word
when the word is given to me.'

' .\11 right, Harry, all right. I

shall not forget. Have you seen Al-

ma lately V
' Not since she came to Dalmenv

Hall .sir.'

This meant, not for four-and-twenty

hoiirs, and Harry hardly thought it

necessary to explain that he was on
his way to meet her.

' Have you talked it over with her

yet '?' Tom went on.

Harry shook his head. Just then
Nelly turned back, and joined Tom
again.

' Girls,' he said, ' ai-e girls. That
means, begging your pardon. Miss
Despard, because I am not talking of

ladies, that girls of our class like ad-

miration and ease, and sitting by the

fire, warm. Therefore, when Mr.
Dunlop asked Alma, she thought at

once that he admired her more than
the young ladies of the Abbey. That
tui-ned her brain. And then she

thought it was to be all sitting by the

fire, with her feet on the fender. And
that attracted her too. So that we
can't altogether blame Alma, Mr.
Tom.'
Harry spoke wistfully, touched his

hat, and went on his way.

Then Nelly, who had been hanging
her head, burst into tears.

' Oh ! Tom, every word comes home
to me. / like to be chosen out of all

the rest. / like to look foru-ard to a

life of ease and comfort, " with my
feet on the fender. " Oh ? it's shameful

—it's shameful. But how to get out

of it. Pity me, Tom.'

The ' revelations ' which Alma
made to her lover Avere conveyed with

the dramatic energy which character-

ises young women of the lower class-

all over the world, when narrating

their wrongs. She was furious with

everybody : with Miranda for telling

her the truth— ' She knew it all along,

Harry, and was only laughing at me
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in her stand-oli" way :
' with Alan for

not telling her before —he had told

her dozens of times, only she was not

listening : with her mother for re-

joicing that her daughter would not

be stuck up for the derision of all as a

fine lady : with her father for not in-

stantly declaring that the honour of

the Bostocks demanded a breaking off

of the alliance : with herself for hav-

ing been so fooled : and, above all,

prospectively, with Black Bess for the

advantages which this new complica-

tion might give her. Nor was her

anger appeased at all either by the

very hearty kiss which her lover be-

stowed upon her by way of greeting,

nor by that which followed the con-

clusion of her tirade.

She looked prettier as she stood

thei'e, worked up into a royal )"age,

than even on that night—to be sure

Harry was not there—when she stood

triumphant before the assembled mul-
titude, bearing round her neck the

chain of the Golden Apple. I do not
think, now one tries to remember,
that an irate Venus has ever been
painted. She smiles, she sprawls, she

laughs, she leers, she is Venus Victrix,

Venus Triumphant, Venus the com-
peller of hearts, Venus followed by a

troop of abject, grovelling men, but
she is never, I believe, Venus in a
royal rage. And yet, when one thinks

of her uncongenial husband, worse for

her than Alan Dunlop would be for

Alma, one may be sure that there

were moments in which her patience

gave way, and she sought the relief of

attitudes, gestures, and invectives such

as one would fain see painted and
written. Heavens ! What a divine

subject—Venus in a Rage ! 3Iethinks

I see the heaving bosom, the pai*ted

lips, the bright and glorious eyes

charged with the lightnings of scorn

and wrath, the thunders of the brow,

the tresses flying in disorder—it is a

subject beyond the powers of mortal
painter.

' And now, what's to do, Harry 1
'

she asked.

She had exhibited a copiousness of

language and a display of imaginative

colouring to help out details, in them-
selves, perhaps, unpromising, which
did her infinite credit ; and now, her

story told, she stood quivering still

with her wrath.
• First,' said Harry, ' first, tell me

true—you were proud that day when
Mr. Alan asked you to marry him 1

'

' Yes,' she replied, ' I uxis proud.

Wouldn't any girl be proud when the

S(juire come courting her ? And Miss
Miranda and all the beautiful young
ladies at the Abbey after him in vain.

Why, Harry, it wouldn't be in nature

not to be proud, when all the others

were made envious.'

'And you didn't ask whether he
was in love with you ?

'

' No, I didn't. He said something
about it to begin with, Vjut then—who
knows what he says or what he means?
If a man doesn't love a girl, what's

the good of his marrying her ?

'

' A-iid now you find he doesn't, and
you know he wants you for his own
experiments, you'd cry ofl" if you could.

Think carefully what you say, Alma.
More depends than you know.'

' I would cry off,' she replied, 'and
welcome, only for father. To live in

a cottage, and do all the work myself,

and have that man with his everlast-

ing talk all day and all night about
the house—why—it would be better to

stay at home with father, and that's

not too lively.'

' Never mind father,' Harry replied

huskily, because this was a very im-

portant question which he was about
to put ;

' never mind father. Look
here. Alma—once for all—and make
an end of it. Will you have me 1 No
fooling this time.'

' What do you mean, Harry 1' There
was a li^ht of hope, if not of respon-

sive love, in Alma's eyes. ' Whatever
do you mean 1

'

' I mean what I say. And this

time you must mean what you say.

Say No, and I'll go away and never
trouble you nor yours no more. Say
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Yes, and we'll laugh at them all yet.'

' But what do yoii mean, Harry 1'

' What I say. Promise to marry
me, and I'll manage it somehow. I

shan't tell you what I'm doing. There
shall be no chance of your letting out

secrets. But I'll manage ; I tell you
I know how.'

'Then, Harry,' she said firmly,

' I'll say Yes, and joyful, if only to get

rid of Squire Sobersides. And now, I

suppose,' she added, with a little natu-

ral jealousy, 'he'll take and marry Miss

Miranda. Then they can preach to each

other, and much joy may they have.'

Clearly Miss Bostock was as yet

unfitted for the professed practice of

the Higher Culture.
' And what are you going to do,

Harry ? "Won't you tell your own
Alma, as loves you tiiie 1

'

By this time the fond gamekeeper
had encircled the waist of this twice-

betrothed nymph. But he was not to

be wheedled.
' Never you mind what I'm doing.

What you've got to do is just to sit

at home, here, quiet. You wait

patient, and say nothing, till I give

the word, and then you do exactly

what I tell you, without letting out a

woi'd to anybody.

'

' And how will vou send me word,

Harry 1
'

' B^^ a messenger,' he replied mys-

teriously. ' Never mind who that

messenger is. He'll t"ell you. And
you may know him, and you trust him,

and do what he tells you.'

This was romantic. This was a

conspiracy. Alma felt the delicious

excitement of a secret intrigue creep

over her.

' But you've no time to lose, Harry,

The banns were up last Sunday, only

three weeks before the day.'

' Plenty of time. Will you be pa-

tient and quiet, even if you don't hear

from me till the very day before?

'

She promised again.
' As for your father, we'll make him

go round like a bubbling turkey-cock,

and as red in the gills. And as for

Mr. Dunlop—well—I'm sorry for Mr.

Alan. But it's all for his OAvn good,'

said Harry, cheering up. ' He's like

David, when he wanted to take away
that single ewe lamb of his neigh-

bour's, and the prophet came and pre-

vented of him doing it.'

As a gamekeeper, Harry's oppor-

tunities of going to church were limit-

ed, as everybody knows that Sunday
morning is the gamekeeper's mostbusy
and anxious time. This fact fully ac-

counts for the curious mess he made
of his Bible history.

' Did him good, that propliet,' he

repeated.
' Ah ! but, Harry, Mr. Dunlop '11

never forgive you.'

' Let him foi-give or not, as he likes,'

said Harry. ' We'll go to Canada. I'd

as leave go there and farm my own
bit o' land, as stay here watching

for poachers and destroying of ver-

min.
'

' And what mil they all say 1

Oh—h I
' said Alma, with a long sigh

of delight at the prospect of assisting

in an adventure.
' Folks will talk,' said Hariy :

' and

they may talk about us, if they like,

just the same as aboiit other people.

Good night, my pretty. You do just

what I say, and heart up.'

(To be continued.)
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WATER:—FIT TO DRINK OR NOT.

BY J. F. EVERIIART, A.M.

"TTTATER is fluid at all ordinary

VV temperatures, but becomes

solid when the temperature falls be-

low zero ; and changes into vapour

when it rises above the boiling point.

The degree of heat thus indicates the

ph^^sical condition of water. It is com-

posed of two gases, named hydrogen

and oxygen. One part, by weight, is

hydrogen, which is inflammable, and is

a considerable part of the gas burned in

the street lamps. Pure hydrogen has

neither taste nor odour, and being very

light it may be used to inflate bal-

loons. Oxygen, of which eight parts

by weight are combined with one of

hydrogen to form water, is a colour-

less, tasteless and odourless gas. It is

a little heavier than common air, of

which it forms one fifth part. In the

air it sustains animal life, and supports

combustion or fire by combining with

the hydrogen and carbon of fuel. If

oxygen did not exist in the air man
would die ; and but for oxygen dis-

solved in the water, not the oxygen of

the water itself, the fishes and other

animals of the rivers and seas would

perish. Water forms three-fourths of

the weight of living animals and

plants, and covers about three-fourths

of the earth's surface. A professor in

one of the French schools once dried

the body of a man in an oven, like a

brick in a kiln, and, after drying, the

body weighed only twelve pounds.

This seems an astonishing statement,

but it is well attested. Again, rather

more than a pound of water is exhaled

by the breath daily ; about one and
three-quarter pounds are given off by
the skin, and two and three-quarter

pounds pass ofi" by the kidneys, mak-
ing a total of about five pounds. Rain-

water, the water of the clouds, is the

purest of all natural waters, and is

next to distilled water in absolute

purity. It is, in fact re-distilled from

the lakes, and rivers, and seas. The
beds of these great reservoirs are a kind

of still or filter, so to say ; the sun's

rays take up the water which is con-

densed in the clouds, and wafted back

by the winds over hill and valley and
continent, becomes liquid again in the

refreshing shower or the unwelcome
torrent of rain, the rivulet and the

river are thus again supplied, pouring

their contents into the mighty sea,

which is never full : for unto the place

whence the rivers come, thither they

return. And right here, I think, the

light we need begins. In towns, rain

water is comtaminated by atmos-

pheric impurities, the sewage of the

air, such as dust, leaves, and bird

refuse on the roofs of houses. Rain
water is thus modified by the locality

in which it falls ; near the sea it be-

comes slightly salty, and in the neigh-

bourhood of smoky chimneys of public

works it is not so pure as that which
falls on the country house or hamlet.

The longer the shower continues the

purer the water becomes. Rain water

contains traces of ammonia, which is

present in the atmosphere to a small

extent ; and when preserved in old

cisferns it purifies more readily than

spring water, though, at best, it is

not Avell adapted for drinking, on ac-

count of its insipidity. A heavy
shoAver, therefore, is a capital public

scavenger, and, unfortunately, some
villages are cleaned only when a heavy
fall of rain takes place.

Water takes its character from the

nature of the soil whence it is derived.
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It is generally hard, owing to the pres-

ence of lime and magnesia in certain

forms,called salts of lime, saltsofmagne-

sia and someotheragents, which, unless

when in excessive quantity, are not in-

jurious to health. It is chiefly the

carbonate of lime that encrusts the in-

sides of kettles and boilers ; and till its

hardness be neutralized with soap,

washing with spring water is imper-

fect and unpleasant. When the hard-

ness is due to sulphate of lime, boiling

will not soften the water by thro"wing

down the lime. Carbonate of soda is

sometimes put into tea-kettles in order

to soften the water. Hard water
causes an excessive use of soap by the

lime decomposing the soap, and unit-

ing with its acids to form the well

known curd that floats on the surface

of the water. Any water that does

not contain more than fifteen grains of

solid matter in a gallon is considered

moderately hard. The following are

the characteristics of unpolluted water

:

' It is tasteless and inodoi'ous, pos-

sesses a neutral or faintly alkaline re-

action, and is incapable of putrefac-

tion even when kept for some time in

close vessels at a summer temper-
ature.

'

Through ignorance, neglect, and
carelessness, the water of spring wells

is often poisoned with sewage, tilth,

and for the possibility of unj)olluted

water it is aljsolutely essential that

the wells be situated remote from ash

pits, sewers, and gutters. If situated

at the bottom of a bank or hill, the

well will receive sewage from the

dwellings built at a higher level. Dip-

wells should have a stone coping and
fence, so that children may be ke])t

back from them. The covering in of

the well, and the erection of a pump
prevent the admission of leaves, dead
animals and other impurities. As an
example of the distance to which
dangerous matters may percolate to a
well, it is recorded that some creosote

poured into a trench near the work-
house at Cai'lisle, Eng., forind its way
to a well 200 yards distant, whei-e

the creosote taint was distinctly per-

ceptible.

The water of springs contains at-

mospheric air, oxygen, and carbonic

acid. When such Avater is exposed
to the air, these gases escape, and the

water becomes warm and in.sipid. No
water that has stood in an open ves-

sel all night should be used for drink-

ing or cooking. It has not only lost

the fi^eshness and sparkle which
aeration gives it, but has absorbed

many of the dust germs floating in the

apartment. Where spring water can

be had free from sewage contamina-
tion, it is certainly pure and refresh-

ing.

River water is made up usually

from rain water. Near cities and
large towns rivers are converted into

open sewers. Paver water should not

be taken for internal use, unless when
procured from very high levels, re-

moved from the reach of contamina-

tion.

Lake water is supplied to some
cities b}' gravitation ; its quality has

been an occasion of frequent disputa-

tion and professional profit among ex-

pert chemists and engineers ; some
claiming that a lake remote from the

haunts of men, should be the purest

soui'ce of water in larger quantities

for all purposes ; while others assert

that lakes are almost stagnant recep-

tacles for the debris of the hills,

—

waste vegetable matter, the excreta of

sheep and other animals, as well as a

habitat for myriads of the water flea.

When water cools down to 32' F. it

freezes, and the greater the frost the

lower it is below that point. Cold

contracts some bodies : at 39' it ex-

pands water at least 1-12 greater in

bulk. This is of practical iuqiortance

in connection with water pipes led

through houses. The frozen water, by
its expansion, causes a rupture of the

pipe. And although nothing may ap-

pear wrong till ice thaws, yet then

will come the deluge.

In a paper read before the College

of Physicians and Surgeons on Pol-
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luted Water, it was admitted that

hardness and softness are (pialities in

water upon which there are honest

differences of opinion ; but there can

be no doubt about the objectionable

quality of water in which the presence

of impurities can be proved. The
maladies most likely to be generated

by polluted water are typhoid or bowel
fever, cholera and dysentery. Some
families may be more predisposed to

such fevers than others—for instance,

Prince Albert died of bowel fever
;

the Prince of Wales was nearly dead
V ith it, and lately one of his sons was
ailing with the same disease.

A large proportion of the human
family die annually from the effects of

impure water, and the important point

is the remedy. This is found in se-

curing good drainage and using water
uncontaminated from the earth or air,

or the refuse of people on the rivers.

Since Calcutta has been supplied with
pure water, there has been fewer
deaths from any cause in which water
could be involved. Some t< n years

ago five persons were sent to the fever

ward of the Glasgow Royal Intirmaiy
from the cottages belonging to the

Garnkirk Fire Clay Company. The
fever ward was under the charge of

Dr. Robert Perry, who, remembering
that a physician's duty is to prevent

disease as well as to remove it, com-
municated with the manager of the

works, and went to the place from
which the fever patients came, and
traced the source of the evil to the use

of water which had been contaminated
with sewage and ]>utrifying matter
that had leaked into the water supply

by means of a broken water pipe.

Parties who did not use water de-

livered by this i)ii>e were unaffected.

Immediate measures were taken by
the manager of the w^orks to prevent

the water being any longer polluted,

and a marked diminution of the num-
ber attacked was observed : in a little

more than a month the epidemic sub-

sided.

Diphtheria—that scourge of chil-

dren—may be conveyed by means of

water.

In May, 1877, the children of a

hotel keeper in EUsmere were at Dud-
dleston, and, being thirsty, a glass of

water was procured from a cottage

where, it suVisequently transpired, a

child was suffering from diptheria, and
one or more of the children at the door
drank of the water. The deadly dis-

ease spread through the whole family

of six children, and every one died.

Six lives were thus lost by drinking a

cup of polluted water.

A little plain chemistry, Avhich every

one may understand, will serve to

guard against such ills.

IVater Analysis.—Strictly speaking,

this can be undertaken only by che-

mists, yet the following will be easily

understood :

—

Colour uvd Brightness.—When view-

ed in bulk or examined in a tall glass

tube, on a sheet of white paper (look-

ing down upon it), water should be

perfectly bright, and nearly colourless.

Both of these conditions may be ful-

filled, however, and yet the water be

unwholesome, owing to organic matter

of animal origin or other poisonous

substances being in solution ; and, con-

versely, neither of these conditions

may be met, and yet the water be

quite fit for domestic use—the colour

and turbidity being due to such inno-

cent substances as are derived from
peat (which has antiseptic properties),

and finely divided suspended particles

of sand and clay. Water that appears

unusually bright may owe its bright-

ness to dangerous matter in solution,

but, as a rule, unless local circum-

stances warrant an opposite conclu-

sion ; the brighter and more colour-

less the water, the better the quality.

k^mell.—Pure water has no smell.

Any remarkable smell will beget sus-

picion. Shake up some of the water

in a large bottle half full, the hand
being placed over the mouth of the

bottle, and then obsei-ve the smell.

Warming brings out the smell of bad
water more decidedlv.
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FUtrntion.—A good filter removes
impurities in suspension, such as sand,

woody fibre, leaves, fungi, worms, and

fleas. Bone-cbai'coal, silica, and spongy
iron are the best purifying agents in

the construction of filters. Either of

these not only retains mechanical im-

purities, but, by its oxidizing power,

renders less hurtful any deleterious

organic matter dissolved in the water.

Sponge, flannel, and similar filtering

media, break up by and by, and be-

come themselves imjmrities.

Boiling.—This probably destroys

the vitality of every species of animal-

cule that may remain after filtration,

although no one can say that even
boiling will remove the infecting power
of water contaminated with cholera or

fever discharge. Most natural waters

contain oxygen, carbonic acid, and
other gases in solution. Boiling re-

pels these, and precipitates carbonate

of lime (chalk) when that agent is pre-

sent in appreciable quantity. By poui'-

ing boiled water from one vessel into

another for a few minutes, the atmos-

pheric gases will be restored, and the

insipid taste partially removed.

Hardness.—The more lime thrown
down by Vjoiling, the harder the water
has been. Hardness is now stated in

figures, by knowing how a sample of

water with a solution of lime of known
strength is aflected with a standard

solution of soap, which, while it

injures the appearance and occa-

sionally the taste, does not render

the water unwholesome. Even ani-

mal matter may become oxidized, and
so rendered innocuous. This is partic-

ularly the case in running streams,

when the flow is frequently broken by
rocks and other obstacles, causing the

water to be churneil up with the at-

mosphere, the oxygen of which is the

active purifying agent. To estimate

accurately the nature and amount of

organic impurities in water is a work
of some difficulty; and while there are

difierent processes, it is, perhaps, too

much to say that any one gives all the

required information. The incinera-

tion process is now all but abandoned

^

but while unreliable as a means of es-

timating the quantity of impurity pre-

sent, it nevertheless is serviceable as-

affording a clue both as to the natiire

and amount of organic matter present,

and, with care, the process can be
made useful when more refined me-
thods are unavailable. Two pints of

the suspected water should be taken
and evaporated to dryness in a platina

basin ; towards the close of this ope-

ration the evaporation must be con-

ducted very carefully at a temperature
not exceeding 212° F. This can best

be done in what is called a water bath.

The residue thus obtained should be
weighed and then ignited (incinerated).

The organic matter, if any be present,

will be decomposed ; the residue at the

.same time becoming black, owing to

the liberation of carbon. While the

process is going on, both eyes and nose

should he on the alert. If nitrates,

which are injurious mineral salts, gen-

erally of an organic origin, are present,

muddy fumes will be given off". If

animal matter be present, then the

odour will likely reveal it ; and so with

many other indications which experi-

ence will enable the operator to inter-

pret. After the carbon has been

burned off", weighing should again take

place. The residue will be mineral

matters ; the loss in weight or organic

matter, water of combination, etc.

There is a very simple and efficient

test known as the perrnnnr/diHife test

This may be taken as affording an in-

dication of the ])resence or absence of

offensive organic matters. A few
drops of Condy's fluid, which is a so-

lution of permanganate of potash, and

is a very powerful oxidizing agent, are

to be added to a tumblerful of the wa-

ter to be tested, and the effect noted

from time to time. The more rapidly

the solution changes or loses its

bright pink colour (the permanganate

turns the water a Vjright pink colour at

first), the more the water is to be sus-

pected of containing unwholesome im-

purities. If ii'on be pa-esent it will
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have the same effect on tlie perman-

ganate, and it is well, therefore, to

ascertain what proportion, if any, of

that agent is present. This may be

done by adding two or three drops of

nitric acid to another tiiniblerful of

water, stirring well, and then adding

a small quantity of yellow priissiate

of potash. If iron be present, a blue

colouration will take place.

I'ri'scnre of Lead.—Cases of lead

poisoning occasionally appear in the

public journals. The action of lead

on the body is manifested on the nerv-

ous system, causing the upper extre-

mities to be semi-paralyzed ; and the

sufferers also frequently experience at-

tacks of colic. The odour of the breath

is leady, and if the case is an aggra-

vated one, the presence of lead is ex-

hibited by a bluish line on the gums
where they join the teeth. Workers
among white lead are special victims,

becoming subject to colic, goiit, spasms,

neuralgia, and sleeplessness. When
iron is substituted for lead pipe the

lead malady disappears. It is easy to

understand why leaden cisterns for

house supply and the manufacture of

aerated waters are specially dangerous.

At investigations made with regard to

the prevalence at one time of colic in

Devonshire, it was found, after exa-

mination of eighteen bottles of cider,

that each bottle contained a quarter

of a grain of lead. This lead had been
disengaged from the lining of the cider

troughs.

In the neighbouring parish of Caiap-

sie, in 1874, Dr. Wilson was per-

plexed with the symptoms of disease

in a lady whom he was attending. Af-
ter many inquiries the soda water she

was too freely drinking, was chemi-

cally examined. In one bottle lead

was found in the dangerous pi-oportion

of nine-tenths grain in a gallon. Dr.

Wallace, of Glasgow, in a certiticate,

said that four bottles of this soda wa-
ter would contain a quarter of a grain

of lead. Now, when one-tenth of a

grain of lead in water is esteemed

dangerous, nobody need be surprised

at the aggravated illness of this lady,

who was drinking half-a-dozen bottles

of this soda water every day.

Dr. Straton, Wilton, reports "the

case of a well at Stoford, from which
a leaden pipe was conducted to a puusp.

By and by the inhabitants of the two
neighbouring cottages suffered fi'om

obscure dyspeptic symptoms ; the

horses in the stables also exhibited

isymptoms of slow poisoning. Sus-

picion led to the well, and about

eight feet from the surface Dr. Stra-

ton found that the lead pipe, which

ought to have hung free, had been

allowed to touch the well wall, and
was very much crowded for about

eighteen inches of its course. Gal-

vanic action had been set up by the

con^tact below the water line, and so-

lution of a quantity of lead was the

result. The pipe was drawn away
from the side of the well, so as to

hang freely, the well was pumped dry

for another trial, and all mischief from

the lead ceased.

The use of pure water for animals

as well as man is ably argued by
many. White's ' Compendium of Cat-

tle Medicine,' lays great stress on sup-

plying pure water, not only for the

health of the animals, but, so far as

cows are concerned, for the quality

of the milk, butter, and cheese. Mr.

White gives examples of the impi-ove-

ment of cattle by means of a good

water supply. Leaden pipe is so easily

bent and accommodated to the turns

and angles in a house, that its use in-

side buildings is likely to becontiniied,

nomatterwhat the consequences, there-

fore, it should never be used outside,

however, for any distance ; and I have-

been in the habit, when seeing a new
pipe laid, to advise the house occupant

to let the water run for three minutes

in the morning before drawing any for

food purposes, during at least the first

three months of the pipe being, in use,

till a coating is formed on the inside

of the pipe over the new lead. Lead
cisterns, or any kind of cisterns, are

objectionable for storing water to be
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used for drinking or cooking ; water is

so apt to absorb every impurity in its

neighbourhood.

Uses of Water.—This is, perhaps, the

most important consideration, certain-

ly next to that of its pui'ity : for water
has a most important share in the

functions of the body. Where there

is life there must be water : not only

to maintain the bulk of the body, but

to supply the waste which it sustains.

Thirst is a sensation expressive of a

want of fluid in the animal economy
to supply the continual waste in the

system. Fever increases thirst, while

the appetite for food is then sensibly

diminished. Food is largely prepared

with water, and when used by itself

water facilitates the solution of food

in the stomach—all tending to repair

the losses going on in respiration and
perspiration. On account of dimin-

ished perspiration less water is re-

quired by the body in winter than in

summer ; and a man whose work does

not cause him to perspire needs less

water than a ' heavy sweater.

'

There may, however, be too much
of even a good thing. Drinking water
at any time, unless when thirsty, is

injurious, because excess of water
weakens the gastric juice, and over-

works the kidneys. No more than two
tumblerfuls of water should be drank
at a time on any pretence. It may
be taken in so excessive a quantity

that the skin and kidneys cannot carry

it ofl" conveniently, and it remains in

the system to embarrass for a time the

solid tissues of the body. I have little

faith in the excessive potations of or-

dinary water and mineral waters which
some people swallow. Good may result

from drinking an occasional pint of

water, so as to flush out the body by
setting to action all the emunctories.

Two pints of warm water drank dur-

ing the evening was Edmund Burke's
remedy for a bilious attack. Modera-
tion is recommended by the best medi-
cal writers in the hydropathic school.

Dr. Balbii-nie says :
' In the healthy,

drinking during a meal aids digestion,

if the solid matters be of a nature to

require it ; and, on the other hand,
it impedes digestion, if the quantity

taken renders the mass too liquid.

The healthy may safely trust their

own sensations, which are often safer

guides than abstract principles not

clearly understood. But to the Bi/s-

peptic, we say, do not disturb digestion

by unchie dilution during a meal, or

too soon after it. This relaxes the

coats of the stomach, impairs its se-

cretions, and pax'alyzes its movements.
By drinking a little at a time, the risk

of exceeding proper limits will be
avoided.

Cold water, unless in small sips at

intervals, should not be drunk when
the body is hot and fatigued ; as either

inflammation, or shock without reac-

tion, may be the sad result. The shock

is carried to the heart by the intimate

nervous connection between the .sto-

mach and that organ.

A mineral water is ordinary water,

plus an extra quantity of salts and
gases blended. The ingredients are

derived from the soil or I'ocks through
which it passes ; and they consist prin-

cipally of chloride of sodium, sulphate

and carbonate of soda, sulphate and
carbonate of magnesia, carbonate of

lime, carbonate of iron, bromine and
iodine, sulphuretted hydrogen, car-

bonic acid, nitrogen, or oxygen, that

is to say, some one or combination of

these. Hot mineral waters seldom

vary in temperature, and their heat is

not readily accounted for.

Internally, minei-al waters increase

the excretion of waste matters from

the system, acting both on internal

organs and the skin, their influence

being largely aided by locality, cli-

mate, absence from business, regularity

of diet, friendly intercourse and gen-

eral regimen.

It is evident that people acutely ill,

cannot travel to this or that watering

place, and no watering place will cure

old age ; but people with chronic com-

plaints who cannot move about, say,

with skin disease, and stiff rheumatic,
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and gouty joints, sluggish digestive

organs, and nervous disorders, may
derive a general benefit from being at

a spa. About a month at a time is

usually sutHcieut. Whatever the com-
plaint and the water may be, it is safe

to say that a couple of tumblerfuls

night and morning will be ample for

a beginning ; and these drank slowly,

not at a gulp. When used to that

quantity, then a tumblerful may be

taken during the day.

The external use of water, though

not so essential as the internal use, is

of daily importance.

The necessity of frequently washing

the whole body, and not merely the

exposed parts of the skin is perfectly

obvious. Possessed of a sensitive

network of blood-vessels and nerves,

the skin, by means of its pores, allows

the whole body to be largely operated

upon. Medicines can be absorbed by
the skin, and through it, by means of

water, both cold and hot, powerful

principles in the case of disease can

be brought into play. This is not the

time for going into the science of

hydropathy, with multiform baths,

plain and medicated. Much good

may have been done by hydropathic

establishments, but they ought to be
under the medical management of

persons who have studied the anatomy
and physiology of the human body.
There has been at least one death in
the Turkish bath ; and even sponging
the body, by invalids, should be under-
taken with care. The whole body
should be bathed or sponged at least

twice a week. Those who cannot
afford a sponge may use a damp towel
-—drying well afterwards. If engaged
in a dirty employment, wash clean
every night. Children should be
Avashed every day. Washing or
bathing, either at home or in a river

or sea, immediately after a meal, or
when the body is chilled, is highly
injurious. Warmth and cheerfulness

after a bath indicate that it has been
beneficial. The use of ice for drinks
and desserts, and for the thirst of the
sick has increased very much of late.

It is useful outwardly for sun-stroke,

while internally it is excellent for

fever, sore throat and irritable or

bleeding stomach. I do not approve
of eating ices after a hearty dinner

;

the change is too abrupt for the coat'

of the stomach.

SONNET.

BY II. L. SPENCER.

THE leaves grow green on every shrub and tree,

And meek-eyed flowers are seen among the freshening grass,

The fields are furrowed, as with waves, the sea,

—

The world grows young, but I, alas, alas,

Gi'ow older, older as the seasons pass.

Oh, palsied heart, and hand that's lost its cunning !

Eyes that grow dim, and dimmer day by day !

Oh stream of life through cheerless deserts running

!

Oh sunshine sweet that's shut from me away !

But such the common lot ! so hath fate decreed it !

The staff we lean on, breaks when most we need it,

And all our golden idols turn to clay.

They turn to clay, and mock our child-like trust.

While glittering phantoms, grasped, resolve to dust.
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UNDER ONE ROOF:

AN EPISODE IN A FAMILY HISTORY.

BY JAMES PAYN.

CHAPTER I.

THE TWO MASTERS.

IN Mother England, teeming with

progeny as she is, and knowing,

alas, often times no more what to do

with them than the old woman who
lived in her shoe, the population is

nevertheless partial. She has proba-

bly more sheltered nooks, far from the

madding crowd, and known only to

neighl)Ours, than any other civilized

country ; lone spots, visited indeed by

man, but occupied only by one or two

families in half a score of generations

;

' haunts of ancient Peace,' where the

echoes only of wars and tumults have

penetrated, and those obeying no obe-

dience to the laws of sound, but reach-

ing the stolid ear—for all i-ecluses are

stolid—after a huge interval. Some

of these spots ai-e really distant (as

we count miles in England) from

towns and even villages : others again

are not so far removed from human
communities by space as by circum-

stance—they are merely out of the

way ; the road to them leads nowhere

else, and therefore no one comes by it

save those who have business in the

place—a quite inconsiderable number.

Now and then, in these secluded glens

or plateaux (for they are of both

kinds) the vagrant or mistaken tra-

veller comes upon some stately dwell-

ing quiet as a star, which seems, like

a star, to have fallen there. He asks

himself, for there is perhaps no one

else to ask, How came this noble edi-

fice in so retired a spot 1 It reminds

him of some Charles Y. , in stone, that

has embraced the cloister.

Such a spot, and containing such an
ancestral mansion, is the hamlet of

Halcombe in the north of Devon.
You may roam over the purple moors
to north and east and south of it for

days and never dream of its existence,

though it is always, so to speak, at

hand ; or you may ti-j^^el along the

high road—and it is very high—-on a

coach top,, seeing, as you fancy, every-

thing upon all sides, both on sea and
land, and never catch a glimpse of

the tall tower of Halcombe Hall, in so

deep a glen are its foundations set.

At one point, indeed, where a narrow
road branches westward, you might
ask, if you are by nature curious,
' Whither does that lead t

' and the

coachman would reply, ' Only to Hal-

combe,' as though Halcombe were the

grave—whither no one goes, with a

few exceptions, however—unless com-

pelled to do so.

Even from the west, which is the

sea side of it, you can only see the

spire of Halcombe Church, which is

set on a little hill between the village

and the ocean, a landmark to which
mariners take care to give a wide
berth, for the coast is cruel. True,

there is a little harbour, where coal

is brought by coasting vessels on calm

days ; but when tlie least sea is ' on,'

the place is unapproachable ; the little

blue bay is lashed by the lightest

bi'eeze into frenzied foam, beneath

which are jagged I'ocks and far stretch-

ing ridges of granite on which many
a good ship has laid her bones. No
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passenL,'er ever comes to land alive at

Halcoiiihe Point, as the place is fitly

termed, for it would be irony indeed

to call it Harl)Our, and there is little

salvage for the honest villagers, for

what the Atlantic hurls and grinds

against that rock-bound coast in clouds

of spume it mostly whirls away again

;

then, after some three days' fuiy, it

will lap and smile about the rocks

and ledges for a treacherous hour like

some marine Macbeth with its ' Thou
canst not say I did it.'

Nothing, however, but the church

on the hill in Halcombe feels the fury

of the gale. The village lies deep in

a sheltered dell, where lofty elms and

oaks grow to their full height, and
never lo.se a limb or die from the buf-

fets of the storm-fiend. In the centre

of the hamlet, aj)proached by a long

grass}' avenue, sentinelled by giant

trees, stands the Hall, a composite

mass of buildings, but so irregular in

outline from the first that no addition

has robbed it of its picturesque ap-

pearance. Its main features are

Gothic, and doubtless ai-chitectural

pedants would apply that term, in a

deprecatory sense, to the whole mass
;

but the Poet and the Painter would
admit its claim to beauty of a high

order. Every room difFei-s from its

fellow not only in magnitude but form;

here juts out an oriel window, and
there a bay ; here the long line of

building fi-onts the level lawn without

a break, and here again a modern con-

servatory, wherein the well-warmed
air grows faint with alien fragrance,

dazzles the eye with its white radiance.

To one who comes on Halcombe on

a sudden fi'om the lone mooi-land it

seems as though the trees had been

driven into it like sheep, from the

country round, and all the flowers. It

lies an oasis in the desert, fresh with

foliage, and cool with verdure, and

bright with blossom. There is nothing

new or staring in the little village

;

even the billiard-room at the Hall,

built out by its preceding tenant, has

already put on a decent garb of ivy

which hides its modernness ; and for

the most part all the houses are very
old. There are no new comers, and con-

sequently no accommodation for them
is needed. When a family grows too
large for its residence its sui-plus num-
bers go forth into the Avorld without
and make dwellings for themselves
elsewhere.

A few hundred yards from the man-
sion there is the Manor Farm, almost
coeval with it, and besides these two
there is no house of any pretensions

—

the rest are cottages, all the property
of the tenant of the Hall, Sir Pvobert
Arden.

This gentleman has no ancestral con-
nection with the place, having pur-
chased the estate of its late tenant
about four years before our story

opens. It was whispered that the
purchase money was no less than 90,-

OOOZ. ; if so, it must have been a fancy
price, for the Halcombe land, where it

is not absolutely barren, is poor, and
there are no local industries—unless
a saw mill near the Point can be so
termed, and some occasional wrecking.
Sir Robert, however, is a man who does
not count the cost in matters where
his sympathies are concerned, and Hal-
combe seemed in his eyes, when he be-

came a widower, the very place wherein
to bury himself and his great sorrow.
He lost his young wife, with his only
child, in her continement, and sought
this place of retirement, as a stricken
deer some solitary spot wherein to sob
out its last hours. He did not, how-
ever, pass them altogether in this way,
for within eighteen months of his be-
reavement he married again.

His second choice was a widow with
four children, all of whom he took to
his generous heart as though they were
his own. The question, Why did he
do so ? often put by his neighljours,

was like all other inquiries of a similar
nature, either very easily answered, or
quite inexitlicable. jNIrs. Nicoll, though
not of course in her first youth, was
still young, and very beautiful after
her own fashion—plump of figure



'20 UNDER ONE ROOF.

gentle of speech, and with a complex-

ion of cream. Perhaps he chose her

out of delicate compliment to his first

wife, who was her antipodes in every

way. No. II. could never remind him

of No. I., whose pure image remained

in his heart as uninjured by Compari-

son as by Time. Such was the opin-

ion of one who knew Sir Robert at

least as well as he knew himself,

though I am aware it is open to ridi-

cule. The second Lady Arden also

entertained the same view. Before

she married Sir Robert she may have

entertained a secret hope that in time

she would occupy the first place in his

affection, though he had given her fair

warning that that could never be ; but

she soon came to acknowledge that she

had no power to oust from his bosom

her dead rival. After all it was not

a woman, but only the memory of one,

which thus came between her and her

husband's love ; and the subordination

was not intolerable. Moreover, it

must be considered, that though his

dead Madeline thus remained his idol,

enshrined in the very temple of his

soul, his living Mary was in no way
neglected ; she had all that money
could buy, and almost all that heart

could wish. She saw her children

possessed of a second father, and her-

self the object of his tenderest care

and regard. He made her as absolute

mistress of Halcombe H ill as though

he were dead, and had left it to her

for use during her life. Notwithstand-

ing that her four children found a

permanent home in it, she had carte

blanche to invite whom she pleased

thither; she would ask permission just

for form's sake, but his answer was

invariable. " Well, my dear, there is

surely room enough."

Everybody thought Lady Arden " a

very lucky woman," and in saying so

l)erhaps implied that she did not quite

deserve it. Not that there was any-

t'.iing to find fault with in her ladyship,

who, though she had some fashionable

tastes, was both dutiful and simple
;

nay, though somewhat hypochrondical,

she was really genuine, so far as she-

went—but then she went but a very
little way. What her neighbours
meant to imply was that though a de-

serving woman as women go, the widow
herself had in her second marriage
been rewarded above her deserts.

At the same time, even in her sunny
lot there was a crumpled roseleaf. Be-
ing by nature more than tolerably

just, it was only to be looked for that

all friends of her husband would have
been welcome under that roof. His
nephew, and only blood relation was,

for example, as dear to her as one of her

own family, indeed he was one day to

become such, for his uncle had set his

heart upon his marriage with Evelyn
Nicoll, Lady Arden's eldest daughtei-,

into which arrangement the young peo-

ple had fallen without the least re-

monstrance ; he had been prosecuting

his studies on the Continent, after he
took his degree at Cambridge, and was
now expected home. But there was
another person ' on Sir Robert's side

of the house,' as the simple Halcombe
folks termed it, who was not so agree-

able to Lady Arden—-notwithstanding

that he did his best to make himself

so. This was Ferdinand Walcot, the

brother of Sir Robert's first wife, and
who exercised a great and somewhat
inexplicable influence over him. Per-

haps, to begin with. Lady Arden re-

sented the fact that this person, who
was ' neither kith nor kin ' to Sir

Robert, should in these latter days

have been admitted to his confidence

solely on the ground of the relation-

ship to his dead wife. This intimacy

of the two men dated, indeed, from

after Sir Robert's second marriage,

and perhaps her ladyship had a shrewd

suspicion that had they come together

earlier she would never have been

Lady Arden at all.

There was nothing, however, in Mr.

Walcot's conduct to suggest this ; on

the contrary, he was polite and defer-

ential to her in a high degi'ee ; if he

erred in behaviour, it was, if one

may say so, in the other direction ; on
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the very i-are an<l trivial occasions

when Sir Robert and his wife dis-

agreed, Mr. Walcot always took the

side of the latter, and in so doing oc-

casionally threw into his manner a

touch of patronage. The feelings of

some wives are very sensitive on a

point of this kind ; they do not wish

to receive foreign aid in contending

with their husbands, and especially to

owe their victory to it. And it must
be acknowledged that, whatever Mi-.

Ferdinand Walcot took in hand was

not only done, and effectually, but

also suggested the idea that he could

do twice or even ten times as much
with equal ease : a state of things,

which, when we ourselves have had

some trouble with the same matters

and have failed, it is not in human
nature not to resent.

With the exception of this trifling

and only occasional source of friction,

the relations of Mr. Walcot with the

mistress of the Hall were amicable, if

not cordial ; while with the other in-

mates of the house he was on excel-

lent terms. As these persons were of

both sexes and of various characters,

this must be surely put down to his

credit. Nature, too, there was no

doubt, had been friendly to Ferdinand

Walcot. He was tliirty-five years of

age, but had still the figure and even

the grace of youth. His dark hair,

though it could not boast of a curl,

was still fine and plentiful ; his face

washandsome, pale, and full of thought.

At the first glance you would have

said, ' This is a student
;

' but there

was too much mobility of feature, of

the lively play of intelligence, for a

lover of books. His eyes were large,

soft, and gentle, but could on occasion

suddenly become keen and penetrat-

ing. He claimed to have some mes-

meric powers, of the commoner sort,

and had certainly a very attractive

manner and address ; of this he was
very conscious without being conceit-

ed about it. He used to say of him-

self quite simply, ' People like to have

me about them whether sick or welL'

6

This was certainly the case with his

brother-in-law and host, Sir Robert, a

gentleman of such highly nervous tem-

perament that the good folk.s, his

neighbours, while admitting his many
virtues, scarcely knew at times ' what
to make of him,' and who was never

so much at ease as in Mr. Walcot's

company.
And yet, as in most cases of inti-

mate friendship, there was little simi-

larity of character in these two men,

except that they both wore the intel-

lectual stamp. Walcot was a tall,

strong, though somewhat lean figure,

dark as a Spaniard, with a musical

but decisive voice ; Sir Robert a small

grey man, frail of limb, somewhat
weazened as to face, though comely,

too, and like a gentleman in presence.

He was the senior of his brother-in-

law by at least ten years, and looked

older yet ; at times, when excited, his

utterance was shrill and rapid, like a

very old man's, but more generally it

was hesitating, thoughtful, and with

that sort of echo in it which may be

noticed in the voices of those who con-

cern themselves mainly with the past.

CHAPTER 11.

A TETE-A-TETE.

nnHE two men I have attempted to

-jL present to the mind's eye of the

reader are sitting together in the gi-eat

dining room of the Hall on a certain

September evening ; the ladies, that

is to say. Lady Arden and her eldest

daughter, Evelyn (who, though she is

eighteen, and has accordingly ' come
out,' still retains her schoolroom name
of Evy), have long retired from the

dessert table ; and their absence has

been, as usual, the signal for produc-

ing the cigarette box which lies be-

tween the two gentlemen, and within

easy reach of either's hand. The table,

which is one adapted for a small party,

has been laid in the great bay win-
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dow, so that three fail- scenes are pre-

sented to them at once ; on one side

the avenue, its two straight lines of

oak appearing in the far distance to

contradict Exiclid's definition, by meet-

ing and enclosing a space ; in the cen-

tre the bowling-gi'een, of late years

desecrated by croquet, but yet retain-

ing—thanks to a gi-and Ijack ground

of those ' green-rol)ed senators, the

trees'—most of its venerable air ; and,

on the third side, a portion of the gai--

den proper, still ablaze with red ge-

ranixims, with their blue borders of

lobelias.

Sir Robert has his gaze dreamily

fixed upon this spot, and ]Mr. Walcot's

eyes, as is common with him, follow

those of his companion. They are not

engaged in convei-sation, nor have they

spoken for some time, a circumstance

which discomposes neither of them
;

they are much too intimate with one

another not to be able to endui-e any
amount of silence ; but their reflec-

tions often nin—to some distance at

least—in the same gi'oove. The beau-

tiful description of the poet, of two
sympathetic minds, whose

Thought leapt out to wed with thought
Ere thought could wed itself with speech

was only, however, in part applicable

to them. Mr. Walcot often knew what
his host and friend was thinking of,

but the reverse of this was not the

case. Nor was this to be wondered
at, the elder living almost wholly in

the past—a past with which the other

was more or less acquainted, and the

younger concerning himself mainly

with the future.

It was curious, however, how very

clearly Sii* Robert's train of thought

was sometimes followed by that of his

companion—an instance of which oc-

cui-red at this moment. Into the gar-

den plot comes a yoiing girl, with a

pair of ' La Crosse ' sticks and a hoop
in her hand ; she stands sideways to

the bay window, and proceeds, uncon-

scious of spectators, to play the game
with some one who stands nearer to

the house, and is, therefore, not in

siglit. The eflfect is peculiar, since she

appears to put hei'self into a hundred
attitudes without any other object

than to exhibit her gi-ace and beauty.

She is tall and fair, with little natural

colour, save the rose tints which the

exercise is now giving to her, but her

complexion is exquisitely delicate ; her

long browTi hair, tossed back from her

face, with each quick movement of

her shapely neck, flows well-nigh to

her waist ; and now and again her

bright lips part and a merry laugh

breaks out from them, evoked by some
blunder of her unseen playmate.

A \ision fit to make an old man young.

Sir Robert gazes on it with serene

content ; Mr. Walcofc vdth a deep-set

pleasure that is seldom indeed per-

mitted to reveal itself as at present,

but his companion, always unobser-

vant, is now utterly ^Tapped in his

own thoughts. His eyes, however,
being presently raised to the top of

the tall cedar on the lawn, which sways
and swerves as if under the influence

of a tornado, though all lesser things

in that sheltered spot are calm and
well nigh motionless, he exclaims with

anxiety, ' There is a storm at sea.

"

' George does not start till Thurs-

day,' returns Mr. Walcot in his mea-
sured tones.

He tmderstands at once the connec-

tion which has led his companion's

thoughts from MissEvyto his nephew,
and the apprehension that has been

aroused in his mind.
' He said he should pass tkrough

Paris, and might be a day or two late,

or a day or two earlier,' continued Sir

Robert nervously.
' To-day is but Monday, however,

Ai'den. Moreover, this storm would
not afiect ships upon that route—it is

to the last degree unlikely he would
come by Bristol.'

' Why !

' inquired the other quickly,

yet without testiness; he was willing

to be convinced.
' Because it is the cheap route.

'
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Sir Robert laughed good-humour-

edly.

* Well, George is not very economi-

cal, that is true , but what does it

matter]—when I am gone there will

be enough for eveiybody, himself in-

cluded. Did I ever tell you how the

dog answered me at Heidelberg, when
I rated him for his extravagance, and
told him that at his age I shovild not

have dreamt of running into such ex-

penses. "Ah," he said, " but you had
no rich old uncle as I have." One can-

not help liking a frank lad like that

—you allow he «.? frank, don't youf
' I did not say anything to the con-

trary, did I ?

'

' No, but you did not speak, and
with you Silence does not always mean
Consent.

'

' It means, in this case, disinclina-

tion to differ, Arden,' answered the

other softly. ' I like your nephew
;

you are as fortunate, it seems to me,

in your one blood relation as any man
can expect to be ; but when you speak

of him as though his chief vii-tue was
fi-ankness— there—well, I must be

excused for remaining silent.'

' Ferdinand, pray be more explicit,'

exclaimed Sii' Robert. 'How can you,

with your eyes upon that pure gii'l

destined for his bride, treat his hypo-

Ci'isy—if he has been a hypocrite—so

lightly ? If he has deceived me, may
he not deceive her.—'

' He has certainly deceived you,'

put in the other, quietly ; 'but ayoung
man need not be rendei"ed an outcast

for a mere venial crime. I should not

even have thought of mentioning it

had you not been so importunate for

the proof of his guilt.' Here Mr.
Walcot's swift intelligence had a little

forestalled matters ; for there hadbeen
no importunity such as he had de-

scribed as yet.

'Of course I require the proof,' said

Sir Robert, falling into the other's

groove that had been thus cut for him.
' I should not dream of condemning
George unheard.'

' It is not a question of condemna-

tion, I hope, nor even of reprobation,'

answered Mr. Walcot. 'But, since
you speak of your nephew's frankness,
I will tell you what I saw him do at
Homburg, the veiy day before we left

him. Do you remember finding him
in the Saloon there, contrary to your
express injunctions V

' I remember forbidding him to
play, but not, I think, to enter the
gambling room. Otherwise, I should
have been annoyed to find him there
as I did, standing by the trente et quor
rante table. I remember the cii-cum-

stance, now you mention it, perfectly.

'

'You caused him to lose about forty

pounds that morning.'
' I ? How could that be % He never

played ; and, besides, he came away
with us.'

' Yes, but he had been playing. He
drew back from the table as you en-
tered, and left his stake upon it on the
red. The red turned up four times
while you were speaking to him, yet
he did not dare to take up his gains.

At last, as was certain to be the case,

he saw them swept away before his

eyes. To see him listening, with ap-

parent seriousness, to all your good
advice against gaming, while his eyes
were fixed upon the cards, and his

thoughts occupied with the idea of
how he was wasting his good luck, was
as good as a comedy.'

' It seems to me to have been a very
bad piece of taste, to say the least of

it, and nothing laughable about it,'

observed Sir Robert gravely.
' You are too serious-minded, Ar-

den
;
your own feelings of honour are

too delicate ; and, liesides, you must
remember George is but a boy.'

' He is old enough to think of taking
the responsibility of another's happi-
ness upon his own shoulders,' answered
the other ;

' it is useless for you to
make excuses for him, though I re-

spect the motive which prompts you
to do so. Still, even you may have
been mistaken. I wOl tax the lad with
it with my own lips, and see what he
has to say for himself.

'



724 UNDER ONE ROOF.

' ISTo, Arclen, you must not do that,'

answered Walcot quietly. 'The fact

is, I have myself been guilty of abreach

of confidence in the matter. I per-

ceived George's error, for it was but

that at most—and reproached himwith

it. He did not attempt to deny it, but

he promised amendment for the future.

Under these circumstances lam afraid

it was tacitly understood between iis

that I should not mention the matter

to your ears.'

' Then I am very sorry you did,'

said Sii' Robert, in tones of deep an-

noyance.
' And so am I, Arden. I have done

amiss ; my desire that your charity

—

I mean, of course, your kindness of

heart—should not be imposed upon

has carried me too far. Of course you

can tax George with this peccadillo
;

he will confess to it without much re-

morse, if I am not mistaken in his

character ; but he will look upon me,

and with reason, as having in a man-

ner betrayed him—he will hold me
henceforth as lys enemy—

'

' Nay, he will not do that, Ferdi-

nand,' interrupted the other. ' No one

shall ever do that in my house. Let

byegones be byegones. He shall never

know that I know aught about it, al-

though it gives me pain to think of

George as otherwise than truthful I

had thought him as open-hearted as he

certainly is open-handed.'
' Without doubt he is that, Ai-den,

though, having no money of his own,

one can hardly put it down to his

credit. He has other virtues, however,

I make no question.'

'You have saddened me, Ferdinand,'

said Sir Robert, after a pause.

Mr. Walcot raised his shoulders and

smiled sadly. It was evident that he

had said all he had to say, and was

sorry it had been so much. There was

a long silence. The baronet rose and

went slowly to the window ; the girl

had left the garden, and the light of

the moon was on the trees, the tops of

which rocked and vibrated more than

• There is a terrible storm at sea, I

am sure, Walcot. Hush—is that
thunder ^

'

' No, it is a minute gun.' As he
spoke the door opened, and in ran a
fair-faced, blue-eyed lad of about nine
years old.

' Oh, Papa ! oh, Mr. Walcot ! There
is a shipwreck off the Point !

'

The boy's words were significant of

much. He had called Sir Robert, who
was but his step-father, Papa, as in-

deed he might well do in return for

much loving treatment : and he had
then addressed himself to Mr. Walcot,
as being the master of the house de

facto if not de jure, and the person to

be appealed to in every emergency.
The flushed face and glowing eyes of

the speaker betrayed intense excite-

ment.
' If there is a shipwreck there is

danger to some poor souls, Frank,'

said Sir Robert, reprovingly, ' You
should be sorry rather than pleased at

such a catastrophe.'

' Oh, but indeed. Papa, I am sorry,

only '

' Only we young people are a little

thoughtless, eh,' put in Mr. Walcot.
' We are apt only to think of our-

selves, even though what is fun to us

(as in the case of the fable of the

Frogs) may be death to others.'

' Don't let us say " Death," ' said

Sir Robert, gently. * And if it be so,

how can the young picture it to them-

selves 1 We are not angry with you,

my boy. If there was any one on
board that unhappy ship in which you
had any interest or connection you
would feel sorry enough, I know
You smile, Ferdinand. What is it ?

'

' Oh, nothing ; I was only smiling

at human natui-e. As it happens there

is, in all human probability, on board

this very ship some one connected with

our young friend ; but then it is not

likely to be a pleasant connection.

Lady Arden expects the new gover-

ness from Bristol to-morrow. She

should arrive there from the Conti-

nent by sea to-night.'
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' Good heavens, I had forgotten

that, but so, of course had Frank ; else

his conduct would have been heartless

indeed.

'

Again Mr. Walcot shrugged his

shoulders and smiled his pitying smile.

* You expect too much of poor

Humanity,' he said; 'you have been
taught to look for too much.'

' That is true, indeed,' said Sir

Robei-t, with a deej) sigh. ' There was
no one like my Madeline for thinking

of others, nor ever will be.' He sat

down in his chair again, as though
quite forgetful of his intention to go

out, and covered his face in his

hands. The thud of another storm-

gtxn broke the silence, and once more
roused him to a sense of the occasion.

' Come,' said he, ' let us do what we
can ; it is well to remember the dead,

but we must not forget the living.'

CHAPTER III.

FROM THE QUAY.

WHEN the two men entered the

hall for theii" coats and wraps
they found all the rest of the family

about to start on the same exciting

errand—that is, all the able-bodied

ones, which did not include ' Baba

'

Nicoll (aged three and a half), nor

Lady Arden herself, who never triisted

herself to the tender mercies of the

night air (in the country), and objected

to all excitements (such as ship'WTecks)

which were not of a strictly fashion-

able kind. Notwithstanding her thick

Ulster and hard cap, and the gi-eat fur

scarf that was wound round her

shapely neck, Evelyn looked distract-

ingly lovely, as she would have equally

done in the shovel hat of a bishop or a

coalheaver, for her beauty was such

that attire did not so much become her

as she it. Cousin George, as she called

him (though, of course, they were not

relations), used to admire her most in

the rouorh costume that the wind and

weather of Halcombe necessitated, and
had dubbed her (ahnost eveiybody at

the Hall had a nickname) ' the Fair
Smuggler.

Milly Nicoll (her real name of Mil-
licent was absolutely forgotten—the

only record of it being at the llegister

Office in Marylebone Church, Avhere

she had been christened) was two
years junior to Evy, and therefore but
one year beyond the age described by
the poet as ' bashful fifteen. ' But no
one but a poet could have called her

'bashful.' She was about to become
so, it is true— ' Tomboys' always do so

in due time—but for the present she

was like an untamed colt, shaggy as to

her hair, which was of a deeper brown
than her sister's ; wild, though tender,

as to her hazel eyes ; and as to her

limbs a very tarantula. Yet, strange

to say, in that perpetual motion of

theirs, there was never a false concord

—the least awkwardness.
She had equipped herself, on this

occasion, in a pea-jacket of Cousin

George's, and with her sailor hat, and
ever twinkling legs, looked like that

mai-ine yoimg person whose gallant

conduct under lire was rewarded, as

the bard informs us, by the Fii'st Lieu-

tenantship of the gallant T/mnderbomb.

Curiously enough, that ballad was
MiUy's favourite poem (indeed the only

one she cared about), and those stii--

ring lines

Which, when the Captain corned for to hear of it,

Very much applauded what she'd done,

were frequently on her lips.

Frank himself, with his delicate ea-

ger face, and large, soft, restless eyes,

scarcely looked more like a sailor boy
than his two sisters, which was the

cause of much domestic 'chaff.' He
had what others beside his mother
termed a ' heavenly temper,' but the

way to ruffle it was to ' call him out

of his name,' to address him in place

of Frank or Franky as Finella, or still

worse, by its contraction 'Nellie." He
would bear it from the godfather who
gave it him (Cousin George), but from
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no one else ; thougli oddly enough the

first syllable of it, euphonised to 'Fifi,'

was an address to which the young
fellow would answer with the greatest

docility.

It is not to be seriously contended,

of course, that these three young peo-

ple were starting out upon a rescue

expedition ; but nevertheless each was
provided with something or other—if

it was but a flask of brandy—that

might be of use to some half-drowned

wretch if opportunity arose ; and if

their eagerness had something of de-

light in it all genuine students of hu-

man nature will forgive them. They
were looking on no ' sinking ship and
praying hands,' itmvist be remembered,

but only going vaguely forth on an ei--

rand of high excitement, and of which,

as it happened, they had had no prev-

ious experience. It was curious and
very stiiking to mark the comparative

calmness of the air while the little

party crossed the lawn and made their

way up the terrace at the back of the

Hall, and then to compare it with the

fury of the blast that met them on the

hill-top. It had blown in the door that

led through the garden wall into the

chm'chyard,andwasstreamingthrough
the aperture like pent up waters

through a suddenly discovered chan-

nel. ' Fifi,' who was first, went down
before it, as though it had been a volley

of musketry, and he the first stormer

in the breach. The two girls only

saved each other by an involuntary

embrace and a flank movement (very

hurried and confused) behind the shel-

tering wall. Then Sir Robert moved
forward, throwing a word of raillery

to the young ladies, upon their pusil-

lanimous conduct. His fate would
have been the worst of the four, for

the wind whisked him ofi' his legs, and
would have laid him as px'one as Frank,

without that younggentleman's ability

to pick himself up again, had not a

strong arm linked itself with his at

the critical moment.
' Union is strength, and a twofold

man is not easily withstood,' said Wal-

cot in his ear as he landed him on the

right side of the wall, and with his

back to it. It was characteristic of

the man to imply that the other was
giving him aid in return for his own,
instead of being, as he really was, an
additional burthen. Frank came after

them with a rusii, and was instantly

flattened against the wall by his step-

father's side, like a small placard be-

side a large one.

Then Mr. Walcot went back for the

ladies ; Milly at once seized him by
the coat-tails and hung on, and with

head depressed and body bent he

charged the pass and brought her

through triumphantly.

In view of its success Evelyn would,

perhaps, have adopted the same simple

plan, but Mr. Walcot did not give her

the opportunity : doubtless, Ijeing a

great stickler for the proprieties, he

thought it indecorous ; he took her left

hand in his, and with his right arm
round her waist, bore her steadily, if

somewhat slowly, through the breach.

This Thermopylae of the winds being

thus carried, progress, though very

difiicult, became possible ; the church

itself afibrded the little party some
oblique protection, as they made their

way through its God's Acre. This

spot would to a stranger's eyes—who
did not happen to have a tornado

blo%\ang into them—have afforded a

curious spectacle. There were but a

few homely graves in it ; but one cor-

ner of it was devoted to the reception

of the bodies of poor shipwrecked

souls who had been from time to time

cast ashore on the rocks below. To
these it could hardly have been ex-

pected that the parish should supply

gravestones ; but pious hands had
done what they could. Large sea

shells were laid on every swelling

mound to mark the fate of him who
lay beneath it ; and in some cases the

figure-heads of the lost vessels had

been set up by way of monument.
One of these, the bust of a young per-

son without raiment, the Erin, of

Bristol, stood out from the sacred soil
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in a manner which, by moonlight, had

a veiy striking effect, and had once

frightened a new curate almost out of

his wits ; his ideas (running in a

Scriptural direction) having led him
to imagine that she was anticipating

the Resurrection Day.

It seemed wonderful, indeed, with

that tempest howling and roaring over

the long gi-asses of their graves, that

the dead themselves could lie so quiet-

ly ; for all the powers of the air were
abroad that night and working their

wild will on earth and sea and sky.

The moon was at the full, but was only

visible by fits, when the hurrying

masses of grey clouds left her pale face

clear at intervals of unequal duration.

A gi'eat master of word-painting has

described the wind as coming into ' a

rocking town and stabbing all things

up and down ;
' but to no town-dwel-

ler can be conveyed an adequate con-

ception of the force and fury of that

element as it rages on such a coast as

that which lies around Halcombe
Point. The veiy land seemed to shud-

der as it swept across it ; the sea grew
livid under its ceaseless scourging. As
far as the eye could reach, from the hill

above the Point, -was a world of wild,

white waters, the foam of which was
dashed upwards in sheets fathoms

high, and carried inland in sharp

sleet.

On this white sui'face there was but

one object, from which ever and anon
there flashed a jet of flame, succeeded

by a dull thud—a hoarse cry for help

that it lay not in human power to

give ; it looked, and was, but a black,

inert mass, a broken plaything, of

which the storm had not yet tired
;

but it had been an hour ago a gallant

steamship, prompt to obey its master,

man. The wind was now the only
|

power it acknowledged, and it was
being driven before it at headlong

|

speed towards the Point. The little
j

party, huddled together for foothold,

gazed on this spectacle with awestruck
]

eyes.
_

_
I

' Poor souls, poor souls,' cried Sir '

Robert. ' Good God, can nothing be
done 1

' Nothing,' answered Walcot, grave-

ly. ' She will go to pieces when she

touches the rocks.

'

' Thank heaven, here is Mr. Dyne-
ley, w4th some men,' ejaculated Evy,
looking l)ack.

Mr. Dyneley is a clergyman. Miss
Evelyn,' answered Walcot, with the

least touch of scorn, ' but he cannot
work mii-acles.'

' He has, however, brought the mor-
tar apparatus,' observed Milly, naively.

And, indeed, as the tall, brown-
bearded curate drew nigh, they could

see that he was followed by half-a-

dozen stalwart men, who dragged be-

hind them the implement in question,
' A sad sight. Sir Robert,' bawled

the curate (for indeed every one spoke
at the full stretch of theii* lungs)

;

' but if the ladies can bear to look at it

you had better bring them down to

the mill.'

This was the saw mill, of which we
have already spoken, built upon the

veiy edge of the harbour, and the only

place for miles upon the coast in

which on such a night shelter could

be found.
' You are always right, Dyneley,'

said Sir Robert, approvingly, ' do you
take charge of one of the gii-ls.'

With a diffident, hesitating air that

contrasted rather comically with his

stature and proportions, the young
curate was about to ofler his arm to

E\y, but Mr. Walcot, who stood be-

side her, was quicker in his move-
ments, and took possession of that

young lady, leaving her sister to fall

to the other's share.

Thus they moved down the hill to-

gether to the mill, from the windows
of which could be obtained almost as

good a view of the di-iving ship as from
the hill itself, but, nevertheless, such
was the excitement of the little party,

that they prefeiTed to stand outside,

sheltered only in a very moderate de-

gi-ee by the low stone wall of the

quay.
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The vessel, we have said, was ap-

proaching the point very rapidly, but

not in a du-ect line ; it was possible

that she might just skii-t it, and go

ashore a few score yards beyond. In

this case her destruction would not be

so immediate, but, on the other hand,

the life-lines could hardly be shot over

her from the apparatus. The curate

and his men, however, had eveiything

in readiness
;
you would have said, to

judge by their resolute and earnest

faces as they stood beside the mortar,

that they were about to defend theii*

native soil against the attack of a foe.

Mr. Walcot, too, faced the cruel blast

with stern eyes and knitted brow, ex-

cept when he dropped a word of ex-

hortation to be of good courage to

Evy ; but Sir Robert and the young
people wore looks of fear and pity,

and more than one of them already

repented that they had come out with

a light heart to behold so sad a scene.

' Do you know the ship 1 ' asked the

cui'ate of the man beside him. Hehim-
self had been on the coast for years,

but to his landsman's eyes the shat-

tered mass before him was but a black

and shapeless hulk.
' It is the Rhineland,^ answered the

other, confidently, 'the steamer that

plies between Rotterdam and Bristol,'

' You may say " that used to ply,'"

put in another—it was John Jenkins,

parish clerk, who plumed himself on
employing terms of accuracy— ' for

she will never make another voyage.'
' Do you hear that, Mr. Walcot 1

'

exclaimed Evelyn, in tenified accents,

' it is the Rldneland ; that is the boat

that poor Miss Hurt is to come by.'

' Was to come by,' murmured Mr.
Jenkins, fortunately beneath his ordi-

naiy ecclesiastical tones, so that the

amendment was inaudible.

The huge hull came flying on, like

some mighty sea-bird on a broken
wing, for whose discordant screams

the shrieking of the wind might easily

have been taken ; her mainmast and
rigging could now be clearly seen

standing out against the moonlight

;

"wdthout a rag of sail or pufFof steam,

her ghastly and spectral form was
hurrying on, when her headlong course

was suddenly arrested ; the crash of

rending timber was mingled for an in-

stant with the roaring of the storm,

and a white shroud of foam enveloped

her and hid her from sight.

' God of Heaven, she has found-

ered?' exclaimed Sir Robert. The
two girls uttered a scream of angnish.

'Nay, I still see her," cried the cu-

rate, eagerly.

' She is on the Lancet, sir,' said a

coastguardsman. ' The wind must
have shifted a point to have took her

there.

'

The Lancet was a long sharp line

of rocks, about two hundred yards

from shore, but quite disconnected

with it, the waves always covered it,

but at low tide—which was now the

case—only a few inches.

Tlie hull looked considerably higher

now than she had been in the water,

the wind and waves having probably

carried her bodily on to the ledge

;

nevertheless, in her stationary posi-

tion, the sea, climbing and raging

about her at its will, seemed to devour

her more completely even than before.

' Is the position altered for the bet-

ter by this, Marley %
' inquii-ed the cu-

rate anxiously.
' She may hold together now for a

few hours,' answered the coastguards-

man ;
' but she will go to pieces at

the flow.' He was an old sailor, and

his mind was fixed on the fate of the

ship leather than on those it carried.

' I mean as respects the poor souls

on board, man,' continued the curate,

with some asperity.

' In my opinion notliing can save

them, sir. If the men at Ai-chester

have already put out the lifeboat, it is

possible they may be hei-e in time

;

but not otherwise.'

' But is it not probable they have

done so ?

'

' No, sir ; they must have known
from its position (judging from the

sound of the guns) that the ship would
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be ashore hovirs before they could

reach her ; and of course they did not

take into account the chance of her

gi'ounding on the Lancet.'
' A s%vift horse, even with this wind

across liim, would reach Archester in

an hour,' soliloquised the curate. ' I

am a heavy weight ; but then I know
how to ride, which these men don't.

—Might I take your bay mare. Sir

Robert 1
'

' Of course, my dear fellow ; and
don't spare her. Ten pounds a piece

from me, mind, to every man who
mans the lifeboat, but don't volunteer

yourself, Dyneley ; Halcombe can't

spai-e you.'

The compliment was lost on him for

whom it was intended, for the curate

was already on the slope of the hUl.

' He's a rare good plucked one,' ob-

served Mr. Jenkins, approvingly, 'and

alius was.'
' Especially at the University,' mut-

tered Mr. Walcot, not so low, how-
ever, but that Evy, who was still his

close companion, could catch the sneer.

* I can now stand by myself quite

well,' said she, withdi-awing her arm.

The tone was as unmistakable as the

action, and signified not only mere
disapproval, but disgust.

' A thousand pardons. Miss Evy ; I

did not intend my little joke to be
overheard.'

' I don't think this is a time for

jokes, Mr. Walcot.'
' Or rather, Miss Evy,' returned the

other, tartly, ' do you not mean that

Mr. Dyneley is not a fit subject for

them. I had forgotten that a certain

Divinity doth hedge a curate in some
people's eyes.'

' When he is doing God's work, I

think it does so,' answered Evelyn,

sharply. ' You are always trying to

turn Mr. Dyneley into ridicule.'

' I am very sony ; I had no idea

he was under your particular pi'otec-

tion ; of course if it had been George,

I should have known better than in

your presence to have taken such a

liberty with him. You are his natural

defender ; but in Dyneley's case I had
no idea '

She turned away from him with a

face of scarlet, and fixed her eyes upon
the wi'eck, as it could now in truth be

called. Yet for the moment she was
not thinking of the vessel, nor even
of its unha])py crew. She was full of

pity for them, but a still deeper feel-

ing than pity had been stiiTed within

her.

" I think I see figures upon the rig-

ging,' observed Sir Robert, anxiously.
' Is it not so, Marley ?

'

' Yes, sir ; the sea has found its

way into the hull, and some poor souls

have taken to the shrouds.'

I
' To the shrouds 1

' murmured little

Frank, trembling with awe. He knew
that shrouds and death were somehow
associated.

' Yes, my boy,' said Sir Robert,

kindly. ' They ^vill thus, for the time,

be out of the reach of the waves, and
let us trust that they will be able to

hold on there till help arrives.'

Mr. Marley shook his head with a

grunt. It was his manner of express-

ing disagreement with the baronet's

opinion. They might hold on indeed

up in the cross-trees and elsewhere for

an indefinite time, but it was not pos-

sible, he meant to imply, that the ship

could hold tosrether.

CHAPTER IV.

THE NIGHT WATCH.

^PHE storm had abated nothing of
--L its ferocity, yet none of the party

at the Point thought of going home.

It seemed to all of them, though they

could do nothing in the way of help,

that it was a foi'saking of these poor

drowTiing creatures to quit their post.

But the Hall folks did leave the quay,,

and 'VA'ithdraw into the mill, from the

windows of which they continued to

watch the doomed vessel.

' Was not this poor Miss Hurt,*
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asked Sir Robert of Mr. Walcot, ' to

have come to us last month instead of

now ?
' The baronet knew almost no-

thing of the domestic arrangements at

the Hall, which were effected without

any consultation with him by his wife

—not, however, without some indirect

assistance from Mr. Walcot. He
never ' meddled,' but her ladyship,

who Avas of an indolent disposition,

had always the advantage of his ad-

vice, and to say truth it was generally

valuable. Mr. Walcot hastened to

explain.
' No, Arden, you are confusing Miss

Hurt, the German governess, with

Annabel Spruce, who, but for some
indisposition, was to have come last

month to be the young ladies' maid.'

' Oh, yes ; I remember my wife said

you had recommended her.'

'Nay, it was not quite that. The
young person was spoken of very

highly by a common friend of ours

;

indeed I think she mentioned her to

Lady Arden first. I never set eyes

on her but once in my life ; but her

story touched me, and would have

touched you, with your tender sensi-

bilities, even more. You remember
the Swintons who lived at Makerly
Hall ; our dear Madeline used to

rather like them, you know.'
' Did she 1

' he sighed. ' I had for-

gotten—and yet I thought I had for-

gotten nothing in connection with her.

Yes, I remember the name of Swinton.

This girl, then, was in service with the

family.

'

' Oh, no ; it is a much stranger his-

tory. The old man had a son who died

at college, and after his death it was
found that he had left an illegitimate

child. This was Annabel Spruce. His
mother was anxious to adopt her, but

the old man would not hear of it.'

' Dear, dear,' said Sir Robert. ' It

was a difficult case as to morals, but

I hope he was not hard upon her.'

' Well, something was done for the

•child ; but Mrs. Swinton died first,

and her wishes were no longer at-

tended to.'

' That was abominable,' exclaimed
Sir Robert. ' The wishes of the dead
ought to be sacred.'

' Of course, that is your view,

Arden : but all men are not cast in

the same mould. This girl, then,

fatherless, and, as it happened, not
perhaps so unfortunately, motherless

also, was left utterly unprovided for

at her grandfather's death. A friend

of Lady Arden's did what she could

for her—put her in service and so on
;

but she is now out of place. She has

the highest character from her em-
ployers. There is nothing against her

except the misfortune of her bu-th
;

and I judged that that would not be

an objection in your eyes.'

' You judged well, Walcot ; and my
wife also—it was the more creditable

in her, however, being a woman.'
'Ah, you know human natiire,

Arden. It is, as you say, to Lady
Arden's credit that this poor gii-1 is

her protegee. But it is as well that

the circumstances of the case should

be kept to ourselves.'

'Certainly; though itbehooves those

who know tliem to be all the kinder

to the girl on that account Do
you know anything of this poor Miss
Hurt ?

'

'Nothing whatever, except that she,

too, is an orphan girl, highly accom-

plished, I believe, who has been re-

commended to Lady Arden by a Ger-

man friend.'

' I fear she will never touch English

soil,' said Sir Robert, glancing at the

foam-covered wreck.
' I fear not ; still if she is doomed

to meet with so unhappy a fate I had

rather it happened now, while she is

unknown to us, than after she had

been under your roof.'

' Our sorrow would be more per-

sonal, of course, in that case.'

' Yes ; but I was thinking of An-
nette Roy. She was poor Madeline's

governess, you know ; the one that

was lost on her passage to Havre, with

her father, at Christmas time. Did

she never tell you about it 1
'
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' Yes, yes ; but uiy memory is not

what it was. I rememVjer it but very

dimly.' He spoke with a nei-vous

eagerness uncalled for, as it seemed, by
the occasion. ' What was it ]

'

' Well, it was a strange story ; this

Annette was an old-fashioned little

woman, who dressed in a mob-cap, and
looked like a buy-a-broom girl. She
was very particular about all her little

possessions, and when she went away
that Christmas left a huge box in one

of the attics with a wi-itten notice on
it that it was not to be opened till her

return. She never did return, and
her father who was drowned with her

was the only representative she had in

the world ; so the question was, Wliat
was to be done with the box] How-
ever, nothing was done. It lay un-

touched for a year until a certain bill

for her happened to come in from some
tradesman by whom it had been for-

gotten ; when it seemed only reason-

able that this should be discharged by
the sale of her effects. On the day
that my father had come to this deci-

sion one of the maids who had only

been with us a few months ran down
to him, half frightened out of her wits,

to say that there was a strange woman
in the attic. She said " she stared at

her like a dead creature, and had a

baggy lace cap on.'
"

' Yes, yes,' said Sir Robert, ' I re-

member it all now ; my poor Madeline
saw the figure herself.'

' Well, she thought she saw it,' re-

plied Mr. Walcot, ' I am slow to be-

lieve such stories. Still occurrences

of that kind are disagi-eeable in a

house ; and whether they occur or not
they are easily imagined. That is why
I said I am glad for your sake that

this was poor Miss Hurt's first voyage
rather than her second. When any
inmate of a house comes to a violent

end superstitious ideas are always sug-

gested.'

' I would prefer to say that spiritual

conditions are likely to be induced,

Walcot,' answered the other, gravely.

* If, for instance, instead of my sweet

Madeline having expired tranquilly in

my arms, siich a fate as that of yonder

poor creature had overtaken her, I

should, I know, have been haunted by
her dripping form, her fair hair drag-

gled in the brine—pshaw ; I tremble

to think of it.'

There was a look of horror on Sir

Robert's face at least as marked as

that which the spectacle of the ship-

wreck had at first evoked on it ; it was
curious under such circumstances that

Mr. Walcot should have pursued the

subject ; but perhaps he thought the

opportunity for the administration of

a little pure reason was not to be

thi-own away. His silence might have

seemed too like adhesion to the other's

fantastic views.
' I think you should say, Ai'den,

that in the case you put you would

have imagined yourself to be so haunt-

ed. When the feelings are deeply

moved the Imagination becomes a

slave to them.'
' One is obliged to believe the evid-

ence of one's own senses,' answered Sii'

Robert gloomily.
' I do not see the necessity. More-

over, some of our senses are more liable

to deception than others.'

Sir Robert waved his hand with a

deprecatory air. ' I know what you
are hinting at, Walcot, and appreciate

your good intentions. It is no use

arguing the matter, and especially '

—

here he threw a glance at the young
people, who were crowded at the other

window— ' since we are not alone. It

is enough for me that I know what I

know.'

Mr. Walcot uttered a sympathising

sigh, and was silent. Nothing was

heard in the almost empty chamber—
the only room the Mill afibrded not

used for the purposes of trade—but the

roaring of the wind and the rattling

of the window frames. The minute

giins of the ship had long ceased to

fii-e, and, indeed, so far as matters

could be made out, the sea had made
a clean sweep of her.

Presently there was a knock at the
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door, and a short, thick-set man, with

a shawl wound about his neck, pre-

sented himself. He held his cap in

his hand, and thereby displayed a head
covered with red stubble mingled with
grey.

' The mistress says,' observed he in

a strong north-country accent, ' that it

is very late for the young ladies and
the bairn to be out of dooi's, and the

sooner they gang hame the better.'

Sir Robert looked displeased. This

gardener's rough manner always an-

noyed him, but for that very reason

he passed over certain misdemeanours
in the man—especially a fondness for

nips of whiskey at premature hours

—

lest he should act harshly towards him
through prejudice.

' That was not her ladyship's own
message, Groad,' remarked Mr. Wal-
cot, severely.

' Well, no, sir,' the man's voice took

a more respectful tone at once, though
it was far from deferential, ' I took
the mistress's order from Mr. Beamish.'

' And why didn't Beamish bring the

message himself ?

'

' Because all the breath was out of

his body before he got to the kirkyard
wall, sir,' grinned the gardener. ' Ho
was blowed down flat—or at leastways

as flat as his .shape permitted—by the

wdnd in the ^\'icket gap.'

' O, Papa dear, clonH send us home,'

pleaded Frank,removing for an instant

his sharp thin face fron the window
pane to which it was glued in rapt ex-

citement. ' I do so want to see the

lifeboat come.'
' And I,' echoed Milly ;

' I am sure

I could never get a wink of sleep till

I knew what is to become of those

poor creatures yonder.'
' You can know that, Missie, by

just putting a A\ord to any coast-

guardsman,' observed Groad, slowly

;

' they all say as they'll be drowned.'
' If it is God's will, man, it will be

so, and not otlierwise,' exclaimed Sir

Robert, reprovingly. ' What do you
think, Walcot, about the young peo-

ple going home ']
'

Before Mr. Walcot could reply

Evelyn interposed, ' Of course, if

mamma wishes it we will go home, but
she does not understand that we aie

in shelter here ; and I do think that

neither Milly nor Frank will get

much rest till they know what happens
to these poor people. Baba was sound
asleep when I came away, so that we
have only ourselves to look after.'

' It will be a good many hours,' said

Sir Robert, doubtfully, and looking at

Mr. Walcot.
' Still, as Miss Evelyn says,' replied

the latter gentleman, ' the young
folks are too excited to go to sleep.

And if they could get refreshments—

'

Here the door opened again, and ad-

mitted a good-looking young fellow

bearing a small hamper on his shoul-

ders.

' I have brought some bread and
butter and things from the farm,' said

the new comer, ' which Mr. D^'neley

sent down, Sir Robert, with his com-
pliments ; and he says if a bit of fire

was lit here he thinks a cup of tea

might be of advantage to the young
ladies.'

' That is the very thing,' said Sir

Robert; 'now the garrison is victualled

for the night. Thank you, Gilbert, it

was very thoughtful of Mr. Dyneley,

very.'

' Well, yes, sir : and he hadn't

much time to think of anything either.

I met him coming to the Hall stables,

and saw him start off" on the mare like

a flash of lightning. She'll take him
to A rchester if four legs can do it, but

the wind is mad upon the moors to-

night and that's the truth.'

' Get some sticks, Groad, and light

the fire,' said Mr. Walcot, in a more
authoritative voice than he was accus-

tomed to use, even out of Sir Robert's

presence. He was a little annoyed,

perhaps, by the forethought which the

curate had exhibited in sending sup-

plies from his own lodging at the

Manor Farm.
John Groad obeyed, though with a

very ill grace ; lighting fires, except
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in a hot-house, being, as he considered,

an operation exceedingly derogatory

in a head gardener at eiglity pounds a

year. He brought the sticks, ' as

cross as two of them,' as Gilbert

Holme afterwards observed, and even

produced a kettle and coals. In a few
minutes the apartment lost much of

its cheerless aspect, and Master Frank
found his attention divided between

the shipwreck and an impromptu re-

past. Theii' exposure to the wind
had given him and Milly a vigorous

appetite, but the others only took a

cup of tea.

' How I wish,' sighed Evy, ' I

could give a draught of this to those

poor shuddering souls upon the wreck

;

it seems quite shocking to be warm
and have no wants, while they are

perishing yonder of wet and cold.'

' Tea would do them little good I

fear. Miss Evelyn,' said Mr. Walcot.
'They are past tliat by this time. There
is plenty of brandy for them on the
quay, however, if they ever reach it'

' May it please God that they may,'
observed Evelyn, fervently.

Sir Robert said nothing ; his eyes
were fixed upon the casement, but his
finger was raised mechanically, as if

for silence.

' What is it, Arden 1 ' inquired Mr.
Walcot in a whisper.

' She is speaking to me,' replied he,
in the same under tone. ' I heard her
say, "Robert, Robert." '

' You mean you imagined you did

;

pray remember we are not alone.'
' Yes, yes : that makes no matter

to her, however. It was a more cheer-
ful voice than usual, Walcot. It
seemed to say, "Be of good courage."
I believe these people will be saved.'

{To he continued.)

STEWART'S CAJS"ADA UNDER LORD DUFFERIN.*

Sir Francis Hincks, in a brochure,

published somemonths since, expressed

his surprise that no constitutional his-

tory of Canada, in English, had hitherto

been published ; and Sir John Mac-
donald, in a speech on the Quebec
crisis, delivered only this year, urged,

ynth. gi-eater point than compliment,
' that, in this age, the people do not
know the history of their time.' Both
these complaints are well-founded

;

yet the reason is not far to seek. No
writer who desires lasting fame as a

liistorian is willing to expend his time
and abilities upon a thankless task

;

and no man can write the annals of

the times in which he lives, with gen-

eral acceptance, because whether he

*Canada under the Administration of the Earl of
Dufferin. By George Stewart, Jr., Author of
' Eveniug^s in the Library,' &c. Toronto ; Rose-
Belford Publishing Company. 1878.

be fervid or phlegmatic, the result

must be substantially the same. In
the one case he will find himself assailed

by an army of hostile sharpshooters,
and, in the other, his work will neither
delight partisans, nor possess, of itself,

sufficient vitality to preserve it from
an early deatL

Almost all historians are, from ne-
cessity, more or less party men, and
there is no power on earth to restrain
them from remaining such, when they
take up the pen and attempt to trans-
scribe the events, not merely of the
present time, or theii- own coimtry,
but of days far remote, and nations
long since passed away. The diver-
sity between Macaulay and Hmne or
Lingard has its analogue in the con-
trast between Grote and Mitford. In
matters colonial, the student of civil

polity and constitutional histoiy has

/
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still greater difficiilties in his path.

What these are may be indicated,

rather than enlarged upon, by a quo-

tation from Lord Dufferin's lengthy

despatch on ' the Pacific Scandal

'

dated August 15th, 1873 :—
' Unfor-

tunately, in this country, party ani-

mosity is intense, and the organs of

each side denounce the public men
opposed to them in terms of far greater

vigour than those to which we are ac-

customed in England. The quarrel

at this moment is exceptionally bitter.

'

Now the Earl of Dufierin's Admin-

istration, although unusually bril-

liant, covered some political crises

which were 'rugged,' if not 'awful.'

It was his singular power of personal

attraction that alone saved him and

his rule from many a severe jolting in

mind, if not, as with Lord Elgin, in

l)ody. It was the suavity, the genial

temper of His Excellency which en-

abled him to get over these rough

bits of ' corduroy ' road, and perhaps

to enjoy all the more, by comparison,

the even highway lying beyond. The

lines in Horace (Sat. ii. 7. 35) so often

quoted, seem almost written for a

Canadian viceroy :

' In se ipso totus, teres atque rotundus

Externi ne quid valeat^er leve morari,

In quern manca ruit semper Fortuna.'

How Lord Dufferin's ' polish ' saved

his vice-regal fortunes and made his

career seem ' complete, smooth and

rounded ' when the critics reviewed it

as a whole, Mr. Stewart has clearly

shown in this handsome volume ; and

he has performed his duty with skill,

tact and discretion. Constitutional

questions have been at once the mal-

ady of Canada and the cause of its

robust political health ; and they will

crop up now and again, to rally the

patient and to harass biogi-aphers.

The noble Earl who has just left our

shores had his share of these vexa-

tions, as a maker, rather than a

chronicler of history, and has happily

survived to learn that, after all the

worry, they do no more harm to the

doctor than to the invalid.

The histoiy of the theory and prac-

tice of what is known as ' Responsible
Government ' would, if satisfactorily

written, be full of instruction, not
only in Canada, but other British

Colonies, and even at headquarters in

Downing Street. Not to go back to

those antediluvian times ' while the

ark was a-preparing ' under the aus-

pices of Lord Durham, it is clear that

it was, for many long years, only a

shaky bark on the troubled waters

of political strife. Lord Sydenham
was not spared long enough to do
more than launch the vessel ; and per-

haps, if he had, some perilous snags

might have been encountered on the

voyage. He was not over conciliatory

in his dealings with the Lower Pro-

vince, had a wholesome hatred for all

who had any sympathy with the

movement culminating in the Kebel-

lion, and endeavoured to fuse parties

which were as likely to unite as oil

and water. Sir Charles Bagot's efforts

to act loyally to the principles of Par-

liamentary Government were cut

short by disease and death ; and then

came Sir Charles Metcalfe, who tried

to put the brakes on, when the car of

progress was toiling up hill, and nearly

succeeded in upsetting both the coach

and its driver.

It was to Lord Elgin that Canada
owes the real fruition of this constitu-

tional scheme, and in spite of the

abominable usage received from a peo-

plehe so loyally sei-ved,he lived to over-

come the ill-tempers of the hour, and

to leave the Pro^dnce, highly respected

and, by those who knew him, deeply

beloved. Like the subject of the

work under review, he possessed

peculiar geniality of temper and grace

of manner, and survived any tempor-

ary tmpopularity he had been so un-

fortunate as to incur. He ended his

career too soon, where Lord Metcalfe

served an unlucky apprenticeship as

Governor—in India. Nearly a decade

after the period of Lord Elgin's trou-

bles. Sir Edmund Head unhappily got

into constitutional hot water ; but his
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successors, Lords Monck and Lisgar,

by an unswerving adherence to duty,

were saved the anxiety and hum-
iliation ui partisan attack, chiefly

perhaps because party men had found

work moi'e patriotic to their hands.

The Earl of Dufferin reached Can-

ada on the 25th of June, 1872, and
but little more than a year elapsed

before his qualifications as a constitu-

tional ruler were somewhat roughly

called in question. Into the ' Pacific

Scandal ' per se it is not necessary to

enter ; Mr. Stewart gives all the docu-

ments and also a very fair and un-

biassed commentaiy upon them. It

is not at all likely that any Canadian

Minister will again venture to err in

a similar way. It is true that no
hands, held up on either side of the

House, were pai'ticularly 'clean ' after

the elections of 1872, and that the

agents and the means of securing evi-

dence employed on behalf of the Op-
position were disreputable ; but the

fact that the moral instincts of the peo-

ple, however much they were morbidly

excited, were deeply stirred by the

sins of those who had been found out,

is sufficient to prevent theii' commis-

sion in future. The agitation of that

time has purified the moral atmos-

phere, and the ' Pacific Scandal ' will

go down to posterity, as a ' negative

instruction ' forever, to use the words
of Junius, not ' as a pattern to imitate,

but as an example to deter.'

The constitutional question raised

was a collateral one, and in no way
connected with the merits of the case.

Matters stood in this position when the

new issue was raised, to which it was
|

not only sought to make Lord Dufierin '

a party, but also to attach him as a

partisan. A full and fair account of
,

the whole subject is to be fovmd in
|

Mr. Stewart's third chapter, and only
j

one or two facts need be noted here.

On the 2nd of April, 1873, Mr.

Huntington formulated his charges, in

a somewhat vague manner, and moved
for a Committee of investigation. This

motion, as one of non-confidence, was

rejected by the House, on a division

by a majority of thh-ty-one. On the

8th a motion for inquiry, introduced

by Sir John Macdonald was carried,

and a committee of five, Messrs.

Blake, Blanchet, Cameron, Dorion
and Macdonald (Pictou), was named
by the House in the ordinaiy way.
The question of oaths then came up,

and a Bill passed, with the approval
of all parties, to authorize this Com-
mittee to administer oaths to all -svit-

nesses. Sir John Macdonald expres-

sed some doubts as to the constitu-

tionality of the measure, but acqui-

esced in its passage.

His Excellency, who had hitherto

remained a silent, yet anxious specta-

tor behind the scenes, now appeared
for the first time. He had readily assen-

ted to the Bill, and it became law

;

but, in fulfilment of a duty imposed
upon him both by law and liis instruc-

tions, he transmitted a copy of it to

the Colonial OflS.ce, with an expression

of his own opinion that the act was
not ultra vires. This despatch was •

of course, not seen by the Canadian
public at the time, but so soon as the
words ' Oaths Bill disallowed,' were
flashed across the cable, much to the
surprise of His Excellency, the ' hot
haste ' with which the measure had
been sent home formed the first of the
complaints against him. He was, in

fact, denounced for a faithful discharge

of his duty and because he did not con-

ceal the Bill in his pigeon-holes, until it

had sei-ved its pui'pose, whether consti-

tutionally, or the reverse, being a mat-
ter of no consequence. There now re-

mained no coui'se open but one of two,
either a continuance of the Commit-
tee's proceedings without the adminis-

tration of oaths, or the appointment
of a Royal Commission. The fii-st

course was obviously imfair to the ac-

cused ministers, and became more fla-

grantly so as the doubtful character of

the witnesses and their more than
doubtful mode of collecting evidence
appeared, little by little.

Meanwhile Parliament, early in
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July, had adjourned to tlie 13tli of

Auo^ust, so as to save the Committee

from dissokition. To this both sides

of the House had agreed in the clear-

est and most explicit manner. In or-

der to enable the Committee to prose-

cute the inquiry, an adjournment, in-

stead of a prorogation, was resolved

upon ; still, the Committee apart, it

was to have all the effect of a proroga-

tion. Members at a distance were as-

sured from both sides, that the meet-

ing on the 13th prox. was to be merely

a pro forma one, and on that solemn

-assurance and compact, the majority

left for their homes—some on the

Pacilic Coast, others of them in the

Maritime Provinces of the Atlantic.

Before the 13th arrived, the Oaths

Bill had been disallowed, and what

was more to the purpose, public feel-

ing had been raised to fever point, and

kept there, by an ingenious publica-

tion of documentary evidence in parts.

It was highly important, therefore, to

the Opposition, that a blow should be

.struck before the ii-on had ceased to

glow upon the anvil. Accordingly on

the day appointed for the prorogation,

ninety members of the House or ten

less than the half of it, served upon the

Earl of Dufferin the request, couched

in the language of a demand, that he

would not prorogue Parliament. The

reply of His Excellency (p. 206) was

what might have been expected from

a constitutional ruler ; he resolved to

adhere firmly, and, at all hazards, to

the straight path of duty marked out

by Lord Durham, and trodden loyally

by the Earl of Elgin. It served also

as a practical commentary on His Ex-

cellency's views on a Governor's func-

tions, contained in his Halifax Club

address of less than a week before,

{pp. 193-197). How the representa-

tives of a party historically identified

with the struggles and triumphs of

' Responsible Government ' could seek

or expect any different answer, passes

comprehension.

These gentlemen, however respect-

a,ble in point of numbers and ability.

did ' not form,' as His Excellency
pointed out, ' a moiety of the House
of Commons ;

' and, more than that,

when Parliament was not sitting,

they merely exercised the right of

petition possessed by all British sub-

jects, Technically, of course, the Ses-

sion had not terminated ; but in fact

it had been brought to a close six

weeks before, as effectually as if its

prorogation had then been declared.

To hold the contrary view is to pro-

claim that political honour and good
faith may be preserved or violated at

will. Now what was the Governor-

General asked to do by a minority of

the House % First, to break a com-

pact delibei'ately made, and to which
he had become a party in Council.

Secondly, to drive from office a Cabi-

net which, so far as he was constitu-

tionally informed, still possessed the

confidence of the House and of the

country, at the bidding of an irrespon-

sible minority of members, who, quoad,

hoc, were not members at all, but pri-

vate subjects of the Queen. Thirdly,

to dismiss his advisers first, as if he

were convinced of their guUt, and
then have them tried afterwards by a

packed House of political foes, on evi-

dence not fortified by the sanctity of

an oath. * The Opposition members of

the Committee, be it observed, had al-

ready prevented the constitution of

that Committee into a Royal Commis-
sion by their refusal to act—although

that measure would have served every

* What His Excellency's personal impressions were
at that thne may be gathered from a few sentences
in his despatch to Lord Kimberley of thu 15th of

August. After inserting the celebrated telegrams,
his Lordship observes :

—
' But for the appearance of

the foregoing documents, I doubt whether so great
an impression would have been produced on the
public mind by the statement of Mr, lIcMallen. I

myself have no knowledge of that gentleman, and
have no right to impeach his veracity, but it is mani-
fest that many of his assertions are at variance with

Sir Hugh Allan's sworn testimony, while others have
been contradicted by gentlemen whose credibility it

would be difficult to impugn. Even with regard to

the documents themselves, it is to be observed that

they were neither addressed to Mr. McMullen, nor
to any one with whom he was associated, and that

they could scarcely have come into liis possession by
other than surreptitious means. They do not, there-

fore, necessarily connect themselves witli those ne-

farious transactions to which Mr. McMullen asserts

he was privy.'
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legitimate purpose, by preserving its

responsibility as a Committee, while

endowing it with the disputed power
of taking evidence on oath. All that

need be said upon the course taken by
the ninety signatories to this address

is, that if a minoi'ity of one branch of

the Legislature could so bring about

a change of Administration, there

would soon be an end to constitutional

government altogether.

This subject has been dwelt upon
thus at length, because Lord Duffei'in's

views and practice as a ruler are like-

ly to be lost sight of in the more at-

tractive speeches delivered during his

progi'esses over the Dominion. The
brilliant rhetoric of the officer in un-

dress will no doubt survive in the

memory of most Canadians those less

showy but substantial merits his Ex-
cellency displayed in the discharge of

higher and more important duties per-

taining to the \"ice-royalty. "When
Mr. Mackenzie assumed the reins of

power in November, 1873, Lord Duf-
ferin gave additional eAadence of his

strict impartiality by a loyal devotion

to his new advisers. The dissolution

of Parliament, recommended by the

Premier, was certainly a hard measure
from the Opposition standpoint, but
it was one which the new Ministry

had a right to ask, and which Lord
Dufferin, true to his constitutional

principles, granted without demur. In
the matter of the North-West Am-
nesty again, he exercised the Royal
prerogative of mercy on his own re-

sponsibility, partly because the ques-

tion had become a matter of Imperial

concern, and pai-tly because his advi-

sers had been placed in an emban-ass-

ing situation by the acts or words of

their predecessors, rather than from
any fault of their owtl The British

Columbia imbroglio again enabled his

Excellency to display a chivalrous

concern for the honour and good faith

of his ad\T.sers, in a vigorous and ex-

haustive speech at Victoria on the

20th September, 1876. There in an
address, logical and con\'incing in its

7

matter, and almost passionate in its

expostulations, his Excellency stood
between Mr. ^Mackenzie and calumny
or misunderstanding, with an effect

as telling as it should be abiding.

There is no reason for entering
again upon the vexed question in-

volved in the dismissal of M. de Bou-
cherville and his colleagues of the
Quebec Ministry. Most people will

be content to rest satisfied with the

authoritative opinions of Mr. Alpheus
Todd, the learned Librarian of Par-
liament, and Sir Francis Hincks, the
veteran statesman, who have the best

right to speak with weight upon a
constitutional question. Lord Duf-
ferin, faithful to his views of Parlia-

mentaiy government, declined to in-

terfere with the Lieutenant-Governor.
The introduction of the subject into

the Dominion House was, although
strictly legal, on the whole unfortu-

nate. Sir John Macdonald's speech

was worthy of his best days; but it

was inconclusive, simply because none
of his precedents were applicable, and
all the dicta quoted proved nothing

his opponents were unprepared to ad-

mit. The question involved at Que-
bec was not one between M. Letellier

and the majority of the House at all
;

it was a dispute between the repre-

sentative of the Crown and his ad-

visers touching the dignity and the
rights pertaining to his office. All
questions and, it may be added, all

motions asserting the general princi-

ples of 'Responsible Government 'were
simply beside the question. The plain

issue was this : Is a Governor, whose
office has been treated with disrespect

and himself dealt with as if he had no
existence, without any constitutional

means of redress 1 If not, then in what
way can he obtain redress but by the
dismissal of his Ministry? In his

speech, able and forcible as it was, Sii-

John Macdonald singularly enough
ignored the only precedent strictly re-

levant. Indeed, the right hon. gentle-

man seemed never to have heard of it.

His last cited instance was of 1835,
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and lie added, 'such a case has not

occurred since then.' Yet Lord Pal-

merston's resignation was demanded

by the Queen in 1851 on precisely

the same grounds as those upon which

M. Letellier dismissed the De Bou-

cherville Administration at Quebec,

not much more than a quarter of a

century after.*

In taking leave of these purely

political subjects, upon which opinions

will still be divergent, one cannot but

express regi-et that the Governor-

General's name and dignity should

have been dragged forcibly into the

arena, so often as they have been. It

would be ungracious now to refer to

the partisan attacks made upon Lord

Dufferin simply because he, conscien-

tiously and impartially, performed his

duty. Still, although they are half-

forgotten, and perhaps entirely re-

pented of, by the partisans on both

sides, they remain in the national

memory and will be recorded in the

historical annals of Canada, upon

tablets more enduring than brass.

What Lord Dufferin called the ' pecu-

liar animation ' of the press in this

countiy, may be a sign of national

vigour, but it is one also, at times, of

unscrupulous passion and unreason-

ing partisanship. Now that the

' Pacific Scandal,' so fai' as it was

beneficent, has done its pei-fect work,

it may be wise not to forget that the

Viceroy, who, by Aagox-ous determina-

tion, withstood the storm that threat-

ened him with annihilation by paper

pellets of the brain, was the faithful

guardian of the constitution and pre-

served it intact in spite of those who
were its clamorous, not to say ofiicious,

defenders.

So much space has been devoted to

* The explanations, with Her Majesty's previous
note of warning, are in Hansard; but they are more
readily accessible to the general reader in the Rev.

Mr. Molesworth's popular ' History of England from
1830 to 1874,' vol. ii., p. 372. It is not a little remark-
able that Sir John Macdonald's quotation touch-
ing the ignorance of people in regard to contem-
porary history is taken from a recommendation of

Mr. Molesworth's work, by John Bright, and insert-

ed to face its title page.

constitutional matters that the space

yet remaijiing is much too limited for

any adequate reference to a phase of

Lord Dufferin's Administration con-

cerning which there can be no differ-

ence of opinion. In an Address at the

Montreal banquet, early this year. His
Excellency remarked :

' After all, the

Viceroys of Canada are but d/xcvT/vo.

Kap-qva—fleeting shadows and evanes-

cent eidolons that haunt your histoiy,

but scarcely contribute a line to its

pages. Should we leave behind us a

single kindly memory—should our
names hereafter mark a date, or iden-

tify a period, it is the most we can

aspire to. Half a column of a biogi'a-

phical dictionaiy would suffice to ex-

hibit the sum of our united achieve-

ments ; so imperceptibly do we come
and go, play our small part, and fade

from off the scene.' This passage has

all the tender melancholy of tone

which suggests, rather than speaks, a

regretful farewell. Still whatever
truth there may be in these remarks
as a general observation, Lord Duf-

ferin has proved that a Canadian Gov-
ernor-General can strike out a path

for himself which he may traverse, like

the minstrels of old, making the heai"t-

strings of the people thrill with an
unwonted melody destined to echo

through the corridors of memory dur-

ing years that are yet to be.

To the toilers of the sea, the mine,

the prairie, the forest or the city,

politics are, after all, of less account

than the sympathy, the encouragement
a genial and kindly Viceroy may be-

stow upon them. An honest grasp of

the hand, a tender smile on a kindly

woman's face—a feeling of human
kinship in all ranks, for ranks there

are everywhere, are to most of us,

far more than reams of Hansard, or

floods of editorial ink. Evidently,

when Lord Dufferin left his warm-
hearted native country, he had already

marked out the social path he propos-

ed to make for himself and her Lady-

ship, as firmly as he had resolved to pre-

serve the old land-marks of the con-
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stitution. The progresses of their

Excellencies over the Dominion were

not settled at hap-hazard. In the

autumn of 1872 they were spying out

the land, and reached so far over

the western peninsula, as the point

where, as his Lordship remarked,

both the corn and oil abound. In

1873, they traversed the Maritime

Provinces ; in 1874, Muskoka, Parry

Sound, and the Upper Lakes, taking

on the return Chicago, Detroit, and
our own thriving cities and towns

of Ontario from Sarnia and Goderich

to Ottawa. In 1875, on a visit to

England, His Lordship sounded the

praises of Canada at the ' Albion ' in

London and wherever opportunity

served. In 1876, he was at the other

end of the world on the far Pacific, sur-

veying the beautiful scenery of Brit-

ish Columbia.^ In 1877, he reached

Winnipeg and discoursed with French,

English, Russian Mennonites, Norse
Icelanders, Indians and Half-breeds.

In 1878, a more formal visit to Mont-
real, a tour in the Eastern Townships,

with a rapid farewell to Ottawa, and

a splendid epilogue at Toronto, closed

perhaps the most memorable achieve-

ment ever successfully performed by
any British Yiceroy, even in India.

It would be vain to attempt even to

characterize the merits of the addresses

delivered en route. Happily they are

preserved in Mr. Stewai-t's work, with

the advantage of his Lordship's per-

sonal revision. To it the reader must
be referred. No one who now reads

them in then- collected form, can fail

to recognize the broad humanity

—

the love of all his kind, irrespective of

creed, colour or condition—which

breathes in every page. Endowed
with all the goodness of heart, all the

genial affability, all the sense of hu-

mour one would expect in a grandson

of Sheridan, there are not a few

traits of character which were want-

ing in the grandsire. Such are

the balance and evenness of tem-

perament, and that lovable domes-

ticity not always combined in a mind

so versatile. An acquaintance with
their homes, their needs, their aspira-

tions, and even their weaknesses was
Lord Dufferin's key to the hearts of

all Canadians. With that vivid pen-
etration which in .some gifted minds
seems to be an in.stinct, his Excel-
lency knew, at once, what his audi-

ence were, what they felt and what
they wanted, and could clothe all in

graceful and polished words, which at

once interpreted his sympathy and
gave him a place in their affections.

One added element in his Lord-
ship's success was the graceful part-

ner and the happy home he could
show glimpses of, ever and anon, to

the people. Nothing touches the
hearts of the English people—using
that word in its broadest sense, for

lack of a better—than a picture of

home happiness and home virtues. It

is true that there is a sacred enclosure

about the hearth which only the gross-

est rudeness would attempt to enter.

In Canada, notwithstanding their sin-

cere and grateful regard for her Lady-
ship, it may be hoped that the Earl of

Dufferin has not encountered amongst
Canadians much of that American fa-

miliarity with a man's domestic priv-

acy, of which he moi'e than once
complained. The people of the Do-
minion were content to know, by that

unerring instinct which, in the mass
of men, supplies the want of deep
logical acumen, that the home, into

which they had no desire to pry, was
a united and singularly joyous one.

The unity of effort for the public

good, of desu-e to learn, not less than
to teach, and to please and divert, as

well as to instruct, marked every step

in the Canadian life of theii- Excel-

lencies; and, although her Ladyship's
genial and kindly share in the com-
mon work was externally unobtrusive,

everyone felt, and was gi-atified in feel-

ing, that when his Excellency spoke
of education—especially of female cul-

ture, of manners, of morals, of aes-

thetic refinement, and the pursuit of

art—he expressed not less her Lady-
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ship's feelings and aspirations than

his own. In the public mind neither

could be, for an instant, dissociated

from the other.

There is much more of interest in

this memorial of a most successful

vice-regal career a reviewer would de-

sii-e to note. The work itself, how-

ever, contains in theii- best form, both

text and commentary. In taking leave

of Lord and Lady DufFerin, the peo-

ple of Canada feel that they have lost

warmly attached friends to each of

them and to all, and, as his Lordship

once remarked, it is no slight achieve-

ment to have won the esteem and af-

fection of an entire nation. Having
traversed the British domain in North

America from ocean to ocean, having
listened to the wants, sympathized
with the toils, and lightened the bur-

dens of all sorts and conditions of men,
they have left our shores amid the

gratitude, respect and lasting regret of

them all. It is not too much to say

that these feelings are deep, abiding,

and universally felt over all the vast

expanse of the Dominion, from the

mines of Vancouver or the scarred

and rugged slopes of the Cascade
Range, far east to that sea-girt island,

where once, from the citadel of Louis-

bourg, the royal lilies flung out their

proud defiance to the foes of France
and Acadie.

Wm. J. Rattray.

BERLIN AND AFGHANISTAN.

BY PROF. GOLDWIN SMITH.

IT is with the aristocratic, Tory and

Jingo England that we in Cana-

da are brought most into contact.

This is the England of which the

journals are chiefly quoted by the lead-

ing organs of our press. But it ought

not to be forgotten that there is an-

other England, the England of indus-

try, of commerce, of science, of domes-

tic progress, of peaceful enterprise, of

popular education, of philanthropic ef-

fort, of Liberal opinion, of rational

self-defence and a foreign policy of

good will ; the England with which,

after all, the Canadian people surely

have most in common. This England

is Anti-Jingo, and recoils from the

path of filibustering aggrandizement

into which the Jingos are trying

to drag the nation. Scotland is

Anti-Jingo ; so in the main is the

North of England herself, the chief

seat of her industrial activity and po-

litical intelligence. The elections and
the journals show it. The Scotsman,

for example, has been steadfastly

Anti-Jingo. Since the beginning of

the crisis and the development of the

Tory foreign policy, the elections, both

Pai-liamentary and Municipal, have,

on the whole, gone against the Gov-
ernment. Evidently the Government,
if it dared, would dissolve Parliament
and go to the country for a new lease

of power, but it dares not. That you
may be true to England without be-

ing Jingo—that the more true you are

to England the less Jingo you will be

—is clearly the opinion of at least half

the English nation.

It is not to be forgotten either that

two Ministers have seceded from the

Jingo Cabinet, protesting both against

the wisdom and against the moi'aUty

of its course. Lord Derby, till he se-

ceded, was cried up by the party as

the wisest of Foreign Ministers, while

everybody has confidence in the hon-

our and rectitude of Lord Carnarvon.

Forty years ago England played

her natural part as the leader of free

nations by promoting the emancipa-

tion of Greece. She now opposes the

extension of emancipation alike in the

case of the Greeks and the other na-

tionalities which are struggling to
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throw off the Ottoman yoke. What
is the reason of this change ? The
reason is that in 1828 the way to In-

dia was round the Cape of Good Hope,
now it is hy tlie Istlnnus of Suez. To
secure against hostile interference the

passage by the Suez Canal, political

death must reign round the Eastern

Mediterranean, and the Eastern Med-
iterranean itself must be made a Brit-

ish bay. The surest mode of efiecting

these objects is to prop up the Turk-

ish Empire and to defend it against

the struggling nationalities and their

champions. This is the Eastern Ques-

tion, and the whole of it, so far as

Jingo England is concerned. India

in danger has been the cry thi-oughout

the Eastern Crisis, as it was in the

Crimean War. Liberal England is

still what it was; it is still on the side

of emancipation; it ^•ishes, instead of

holding down the oppressed nationali-

ties under a barbarous yoke, to take

the lead in setting them iree, and to

make friends of the powers of the fu-

ture.

In the repression of the nationali-

ties England has one ally and coad-

jutor. Austria had a reason for her

existence as a sort of imperial federa-

tion of the communities of Eastern

Christendom while Christendom was
threatened by the arms of Islam. She
has no reason for her existence now.

She has long been a mere power of re-

action. Italy has cast her off. Ger-

many has cast her off. She still feels

herself in constant danger of dissolu-

tion, and knows that the growth of

any young nations in her neighbour-

hood, especially of Slav nations, will

further shake the crazy edifice of her

empii-e, and precipitate her doom.

England, a nation eminently civi-

lized, eminently moral, full of hu-

manity and benevolence, England,

who but yesterday gave bii-th to a fa-

mous group of philanthropists and

social reformers of all kinds, who at

a great cost abolished slavery, and still

crusades against the Slave Trade,who
in the past has delighted to be called

the protectress of the weak, and,

above all, of struggling nationalities,

is thus constrained, by the fell exi-

gencies of conquest and of Empire, to

do utter despite to her noblei- self,

and to uphold against struggling lib-

erty and humanity the reign of des-

potism—the brutal despotism of the

horde—of polygamy, slavery, concu-

binage, fatalism, and all the foulness

and the desolation which they bring

in their train, over some of the fairest

regions and the most interesting com-
munities of the world. I say nothing
of Christianity, except that the chief

English supporters of Islam in the

East are in England the chief sup-

porters of the Established Church,
which they defend against religious

equality, on the ground that it is es-

sential to the maintenance of Chris-

tianity, and that Christianity is the

moral life of the nation.

In the despatch written by Sir

Henry Eliot, the British Ambassador
at Constantinople, to his Government
after the Bulgarian massacres, are

these portentous words :

—

' We may, and we must, feel indig-

nant at the needless and monstrous se-

verity with which the Bulgarian in-

svirrection was put down, hut the ne-

cessity which exists for England to pre-

vent changesfrom occurring here ivhich

would he most detrimental to oitrsdves

is not affected bi/ the question whether

it was 10,000 or 20,000 persons who
perished in the suppression. We have

been upholding what we know to be a

semi-civilized nation, liable, under cer-

tain circumstances, to be carried into

fearful excesses, but the fact of this

having just now been strikingly

brought home to us cannot be sufficient

reason for abandoning a policy which
is the only one that can be followed

with due regard to our own interests.

'

Whether it was 15,000 or 20,000

Bulgarians that had perished, mattered

not. It mattered not whether they

had perished by simple massacre or in

the most hideous tortures, and after

endurinsr outrages worse than deatL
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It mattered not, for example, whether

it was true that babies had been nailed

to gates. The system which was ne-

cessary to the selfish objects of Eng-
lish policy must be maintained. A
passage so frankly vile could scarcely

be found in the archives of any other

nation. And the writer was not re-

buked ; he remained the trusted re-

presentative of England at Constanti-

nople, and the special organ of the

Prime Minister and the dominant
party in the Cabir.et.

After this naked avowal of the real

motive, it is needless to discuss pre-

texts. It is needless to ask whether
it was in order to save civilization

from Muscovite barbarism that Eng-
land upheld the worst barbarism in

the world. It is needless to ask

whether the real cause of British

Turcophilism was the ' gentlemanli-

ness ' of the Turk, as all British

snobs affected to say, or the generous

tendency of Englishmen to sympa-
thize with the weaker side. Whether
that tendency is universal and uncon-

trollable we have seen in the case of

the Indian princes ; we have seen in

the case of the poor Chinese, when
they tried to resist the importation of

opium ; and we are now seeing in the

case of the Ameer. Sympathy with
the weaker side was the reason given

for taking the part of the slaveowner,

as it is for taking the part .of the

Turkish oppressor. Was not the Ne-
gro, is not the Bulgarian, weak 1

As to saving civilization from Rus-
sian barbarism, let us hear the special

correspondent of the Standard, the

leading Tory and Jingo organ :

—

' There are, of course, many here

who declare that Russia will continue

to act as she acted before the war, and
wUl foment intrigues in the provinces

which she has left to the Sultan, until

she has gradually led up to the final

catastrophe. This may be so, but if

I were a Turk I should dread the good
conduct of Russia more than her mis-

conduct. By intrigue she may doubt-

less destroy the Turkish Empire ; but

the task will not be unattended by
difficulty, and cannot be rapidly ac-

complished ; whereas, by carrying out
the Treaty faiily, and in the spirit in

which she claims to have framed it,

she may destroy the Turkish Empire
with ease.

'Let us assume—and the assumption
is not an extravagant one—that during

her two years' occupation of Bulgaria

she succeeds in establishing a good gov-

ernment, in providing for the future

maintenance of order, in giving securi-

ty to life and property, and in framing
an equitable system of taxation. If

she does this the population of the

province will be largely augmented by
immigi'ants, its natural resources will

be developed, and its wealth will be

vastly increased.
' Is it reasonable to suppose that the

people of that part of Roumelia which
is left to the Sultan, will not envy the

lot of those who are growing rich in

that part which is taken away from
him 1 Is it probable that the inhabi-

tants of Adrianople, 150,000 in num-
ber, will be content to look out across

the Maritza into a land flowing with

milk and honey, and not sigh for the

removal of the political barrier which
shuts them out from it 1

' I was talking yesterday with an

Englishman who has lived in this

country for many years, and who
knows it and its rulers well. " The
Turks" said he, " ought to have allowed

Adrianople to be included in Bulgaria.

They would have gained largely by
thus parting with it. I see how hard

it would have been for them to have

given up the first capital of the Otto-

man Empii-e, but still they should

have made the sacrifice. Adrianople

would soon have grown wealthy under

Christian rule, and out of trade be-

tween it and Constantinople the Turks

would have gained a large revenue."

Now if my friend's view be correct, I

want to know how long Adrianople

will be content to be deprived of the

means of growing wealthy ? Is it pro-

bable that Salonica with its 70,000 in-
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hiibitants, will be content to stagnate,

wliile a new maritime city rises into

life and power and wealth in its im-

mediate vicinity 1 And if Russian rule

produces the same results in that part

of Armenia which is to be ceded to

Russia—if Batoum and Ardahan, and
Kars and Bayazid, become rich and

flourishing towns—is it to be supposed

that the people of Trebizond and Erze-

roum will not pine for annexation ]

'

So then it was not civilization that

was to be saved from barbai'ism. It

was barbarism, that, being congenial

to English policy, was to be saved from

the dangerous contagion of Russian

civilization. And how long do the

Jingos suppose that this game can be

played ? Can they doubt that a policy,

as abominable as ever was that of re-

actionary Spain, is sure, like the poKcy
of Spain, to meet its doom 1

Evidences of the character of Otto-

man rule, and of the moral and social

eflfects of the system which British

ambition is upholding, have been ac-

cumulated till the world is weaiy of

them ; and the fact that the oppression

was intolerable has been solemnly at-

tested by the Europe assembled in Con-

ference at Constantinople. Nowhere
are the proofs more abundant than in

the writings of Sir Austin Layard,

then traveller and impartial observer,

now British Ambassador, and charged

to support the Turk. But I will ven-

ture to give one pregnant extract from
* A Journal kept in Turkey and
Greece,' by Mr. Senior, w^ho was cele-

brated as a trained and accurate in-

quii'er, and who assuredly had no re-

ligious prejudices of any kind. The
passage is in the form of a dialogue

between Mr. Senior himself, X., a

European resident at Smyrna, and Y.,

a European physician at the same
place :

—

' But,' I (Mr. Senior) said, ' there

was a time when the Turks were rich

and prosperous. What difference is

there between their national character

then and now 1
'

'As respects hope,' answered X.,

* ardour, self-reliance, ambition, pub-

lic spirit, in short all that makes a

nation foi-midable, the difference is

enormous. Until the battle of Le-

panto and the retreat from Vienna,

they possessed the grand and heroic but

dangerous virtues of a conquering na-

tion. They are now degraded by the

jn'ovellint' vices of a nation that relies

on foreigners for its defence. But as

respects the qualities that conduce to

material prosperity, to riches and to

numbers, I do not believe that they

have much changed. I do not be-

lieve that they are more idle, waste-

ful, improvident and brutal now than

they were four hundred years ago. But
it is only within the last fifty years that

the effects of these qualities have

shown themselves fully. When they

first swarmed over Asia Minor, Rou-

melia and Bulgaria, they seized on

a country very populous and of enor-

mous wealth. For 380 years they kept

on consuming that wealth and wearing

out that population. If a Turk wanted

a house or a garden, he turned out a

Rayah ; if he wanted money he put a

bullet into a handkerchief, tied it in a

knot and sent it to the nearest opulent

Greek or Armenian. At last, ha-vdng

lived for three centuries and a half on

their capital of things and of men,

having reduced that rich and well-

peopled country to the desert which

you now see it, they find themselves

poor. They " cannot dig, to beg they

are ashamed." They use the most

mischievous means to prevent large

families ; they kill theii" female chil-

dren ; the conscription takes off the

males, and they disappear. The only

memorial of what fifty years ago was

a populous Turkish village is a

crowded burial ground now unused.'

' As a medical man,' said Y., 'I,

and perhaps I only, know what crimes

are committed in the Turkish part of

Smyrna, which looks so gay and

smiling, as its picturesque houses, em-

bosomed in gardens of planes and

cypresses, rise up the hill. I avoid,

as much as I can, the Turkish houses,
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t jat I may not be cognizant of them.

Sometimes it is a young second wife

who is poisoned by the older one ; some-

times a female child whom the father

will not bring up ; sometimes a male
killed by the mother to spite the

father. Infanticide is rather the rule

than the exception. No inquiry is

made, no notice is taken by the police.

What occurs within the harem is a

privileged mystery. A rich Turk, my
patient, was dying of heart complaint.

He had two wives, a Greek and a

Turk. He suffered much and gave

much trouble. His wives were all

gentleness and affection in his presence.

But their imprecations against him
when they had left his room were hor-

rible. The Turkish wife said to me
one day, " You know that he must
die. It is a pity that he should kill

tis. Can you not give him something

to shorten his misery? We would
make it worth your while." I have
no doubt but he suspected them ; he
kept imploring me not to leave him.
" He was sure," he said, " that he
would not live long if a Turkish phy-

sician visited him." Probably he was
right.'

To ask such a race to reform itself

is to ask it to cease to be.

That an end should be put to Otto-

man rule and its eiiects had become
the peremptory behest of humanity.
That an end could not be put to it by
the efforts of the oppressed people

themselves, without the intervention of

a foreign power, all Liberals lamented,

as they had lamented that Italy

coidd not achieve her own independ-

ance without the intervention of

France. But England had made this

impossible by supplying the Turk
with loans that enabled him to main-
tain a standing army and a great fleet.

Our ancestors, held down by the

standing army of James II., had to

call in William of Orange. In that

case, also, the motives of the deliverer

were mixed ; but closely to scrutinize

the motives of the deliverer is not
necessary, provided the work of de-

liverance be done. As to the con-

spiracies with which the Bulgarians
were charged by the British upholders
of the Turk, no doubt the Bulgarians
did conspire with their friends abroad
against tyranny at home in 1875, just

as the English conspired with their

friends abroad against tyranny at

home in 1688.

The Emperor Alexander was the

natural pi'otector of the sufferers, as

the head of the race and religion to

which they belonged ; as the greatest

philanthropist and emancipator on any
throne, he had earned a title to a

fail' construction of his motives ; he,

in common with the other signatories

of the treaty of Paris, had a special

claim, if not a technical title, to jus-

tice in the premises, in addition to the

rights of kinship, religious sympathy
and humanity. By calling the Confer-

ence of Constantinople, and by his

subsequent appeal to each of the

powers to give effect to the demands
made by them jointly at that Confer-

ence, he exhausted the pacific means
of obtaining redress before he di-ew

the sword ; he carried into effect his

professed object by liberating the

Bulgarians, as far as the jealousy of

England would allow him ; and he
took as indemnity for his immense
sacrifices no more than France and
other powers had taken in like cases.

There has been nothing in his conduct

throughout this transaction to justify

the belief that it would not have been

the part of wisdom, as well as of hu-

manity, to co-operate with him in

pressing reform upon the Porte,

instead of leaving him to enforce it

separately by war. His personal de-

sire for peace was attested in the

strongest terms by both Lord Salis-

bury and the British Ambassador at

St. Petersburgh ; and he had recently

given his only daughter to England as

the pledge of a desire for amity which

we cannot imagine to have been

feigned. It was said that he could

not be sincere in his professions as a

liberator because he was keeping
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Poland in chains; but the Polish

scandal was inherited, not made, by
him ; and England believes herself to

have been sincere in her professions

when she liberated Spain from Napo-
leon, and when she emancipated the

negi'o, though all the time she was
holding down an oppressed and writh-

ing Ireland. If perfect consistency

were indispensable to siBcerity, few
indeed could claim the credit of being

sincere. That Alexander deceived

England as to his intentions is a

calumny ; before he passed the Bal-

kans he frankly communicated to the

British Government the terms which
he intended to enforce, the same sub-

stantially which were afterwards em-
bodied in the much-decried Treaty of

San Stefano ; and the British Govern-
ment at that time entered no protest,

but, on the contrary, thanked him for

his communication. No power has

accused him of deception but the one
which was hostile to him from the be-

ginning.

If, with the desire of the Slav and
the Christian to avenge the cause of

his kinsmen and co-religionists, there

has mingled the desire of a great and
rapidly growing inland nation to gain

access to an open sea, this may be sel-

fishness in a certain sense, but surely

it is not for England to cast the first

stone. That the Dardanelles shall

be closed in order that England may
dominate securely in the Eastern Med-
iterranean is a claim to which other

nations can at all events hardly be ex-

pected to defer out of respect for the

unselfishness and moderation of the

claimant.

When the war began, all the powers
of Europe declared their neutrality ; all

but one honourably observed it. The
Tory Government of England had

made the Conference of Constanti-

nople miscarry by keeping Sir Henry
Eliot, as the organ of the policy advo-

cated in his despatches, at the ear of

the Porte ; by privately assuring the

Turkish Ambassador that it would be

no party to coercion ; and by allowing,

and, it cannot well be doubted, inciting

the whole of the Ministerial press to

write against the object of Lord Salis-

bury's mission and abet the Turk in

his resistance. It again displayed its

animus when the war broke out by
launching, alone of all the powers, a

hostile manifesto against Russia, in

which it preposterously accused her of

creating the difficulty by putting her

army or part of it on a war footing,

as though there would have been the

faintest hope of bringing the Turk to

reason if he had not seen that some
means of coercion were prepared
Another manifesto took Egj^pt prac-

tically under British protection, while

she was allowed to send her forces to

fight against the Czar. During the

war, the neutrality of Tory England
was just what that of the Tory party

had been during the civil war in the

United States. Moral support of every

possible kind was given to the Turk,

and Mr. Layard, the British Ambas-
sador, acted openly as the bottle-holder

of the Porte. His bottle-holding cost

the Porte rather dear, since at the crisis

of its fate he persuaded it to decline

moderate terms of peace. When the

foi-tune of war brought the Russian
army near the enemy's capital, the

British fleet was ordered up, in viola-

tion of the Treaty of Paris, on the

pretext of protecting British life and
property, which had never been al-

leged to be in danger.

All this time the Jingo orators and
the Jingo press poured without ceas-

ing upon the Czar, his army, and his

people a torrent of slander and insult

just like that which had been poured

by the same party on the North and
its soldiers during the American Civil

War. ' Booty and beauty,' the whole-

sale violations of women, the dreadful

massacres, the prison camps full of

Confederates starved to death, the

stories of cowardice, vileness and in-

famy of eveiy kind—we had them all

over again with immaterial variations.

And the hero of these Bayards all the

time was Baker Pasha ! The veiy
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same charges of cruelty and brutality
|

which the Turk, who was the only

authority, made against the Russians,

are now made by him against the

Austrians ; but Jingoism turns a

deaf ear. It is as well proved as any
fact of the kind can be by the evidence

of British and German officers as well

as by that of newspaper correspon-

dents, that while the Turks regularly

refused quarter, murdered the wound-
ed and mutilated the dead, the Russian
armies, during those campaigns, gave
quarter, usually treated the enemy's
wounded in the hospitals like their

OWT.1, and committed no excesses but
those which always attend the cruel

steps of war.

For the gift of his daughter to Eng-
land, the Emperor Alexander was re-

paid by Mr. Martin, the EnglLsh

Oourt biographer, with the third vol-

ume of the life of the Prince Consort.

In that volume there is an attack on
the Russian soldiery, in the shape of

an extract from a letter written from
the Crimea, so gross and venomous
that the reader, when he sees it in

such a work, can scarcely believe his

eyes. This passage and the book gen-

erally are not unlikely to cost blood if

Alexander's son, less gentle and pacific

than his father, should mount his fa-

ther's throne. History will do justice

on these calumnies. Amidst all the
trickery, all the treachery, all the so-

lemn technicalties, all the hollow bom-
bast and vainglorious fanfaronading
of the High Mightinesses and High
Mountebanks, the Russian soldier, by
his valour, his endui-ance and his dis-

cipline in the mm-derous days of

Plevna, and in the terrible marches
through the Balkans, has wrought a
solid work of deliverance for humanity.
It may be true that he fought and
bled in obedience to the command of

his Czar, and under the impulse of his

peasant faith, with very imperfect light

as to the real nature of his mission ; but
perhaj^s a being endowed with a vision

larger than oui-s might say pretty much
the same of the life's work of us all.

In the imbroglio which ensued upon
the pi'omulgation of the Treaty of San
Stefano, England, for the first time,

had recoui'se to that vilest and most
dangerous of all the instruments of

national ambition, a mercenaiy sol-

diery. Till then the Sepoys had been
kept for India, or at all events for the

East alone. Amidst the loud applause

of all Jingos these barbarous and sav-

age hii'elings were now mingled "ndth

the British army and brought on the

European scene to add, at some future

day, new crimes and horrors to Euro-
pean war.

Then came the Congress of Berlin.

That Congress was to be an august in-

ternational tribimal, an ' Areopagus '

of Europe, deciding all questions not

by the iide of force but by the nile of

right and public law, a great example
to a violent and intnguing world.

To prove that force was not to prevail

in the assembly all the weaker na-

tions were excluded from the outset.

Next, when the Congx-ess met, it was
found that the chief questionshad been

already settled behind its back, by
agreements entered into with felonious

secrecy between the several powers.

Two of these agreements were sprung

upon the Congi-ess at the time, and
others are e^-idently in reserve, though

Sir Staflford Northcote styles them
' only confidential communications.''

Strong Areopagites—England, Russia

and Austria—took what they pleased
;

everything weak—Greece, Bulgaria,

Roumelia, Crete, INIontenegi'o—went
to the wall. England, in proof of

her disinterestedness and as a re-

buke to all selfish and hypocritical

ambition, filched Cyprus from the

ally, the integrity of whose Empire
she was in arms to defend. Egypt
she would have taken, had not France

growled. It was not for the purpose

of holding stock in a French company
that four millions were paid for

shares in the Suez Canal. Cyprus,

however, was not all. Mr. Forbes, in

his famous article in the iSfineteenth

Century, has proved with superfluous
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cogency that the island is of no use for

the purpose for which it was ostensibly-

taken, that of defending the Turkish
frontier in Armenia. It is of no use

for the purpose of defending the Turk-
ish frontier in Armenia, but it may
he of more use as a starting point for

the gradual annexation, under the

guise of protection and reform, of the

Asiatic dominions of England's confid-

ing client. Such is the hope which
Jingoism does not scruple to avow.

It is necessary always to bear in

mind that at least half England is

against this policy. For it are the

drawing-rooms, the clubs, the stock

exchange, the music halls, the taverns

and the rowdies to a man. Against
it is most of the intelligence and the

real manhood of the nation. The
Tory government, as has been already

said, is conscious of this, and shows
its consciousness by recoiling from the

test of a general election for which it

had manifestly begun to prepare.

As a final settlement the Berlin

Treaty was a total failure. To arrive

at a final settlement, from the point

of view of the framers, it would have
been necessary to arrest the dissolu-

tion of the Ottoman Empire ; and to

arrest the dissolution of the Ottoman
Empire you must transform the Turk.
This diplomatic edifice, lauded as the

masterpiece of statesmanship, was
built on a foundation which was
rushing down into hopeless ruin.

From Berlin to Afghanistan. The
wisest men in the councils of British

India have always been, as Lord
Lawrence is now, opposed to unmea-
sured aggrandizement, and especially

to pushing the fi-ontier of the British

Empire aggressively up to that of

Russia. Russia, they know very well,

will never attack British India if she

is only let alone. She has enough to

do and room enough to expand in her

own sphere. But the Jingos in those

councils have always craved for the

annexation of Afghanistan. Forty
years ago, being in the ascendant, as

their political heirs are now, they

made the attempt, on the ever-ready

pretext of counteracting Russian in-

trigue, though the reports of their

own envoy at the Court of Cabul, in

their genuine form, were against the

design. The result was teirible dis-

aster. Then the despatches of the

envoy, who had himself perished, were

laid before Parliament with the damn-
ing passages cut out. Many years

afterwards, authentic copies of the

despatches were discovered and the

fraud was dragged to light ; but by
that time the ashes of those who had
perished in the Khyber Pass were
cold.

The Ameer has a perfect right, as

an independent prince, to refuse to re-

ceive an envoy from a power which
he mistrusts. He knows, from the

examples of other Indian princes, that

the envoy would not be an ambassa-

dor but a master. It is idle, however,

to discuss the ground of quarrel. Jin-

goism is bent on striking a blow at

Russia and eflfecting the coveted an-

nexation at the same time. In every

country but one the hearts of all who
love justice and hate iniquity ^vill be

on the side of the Ameer. Of course

if he ventures to resist, he will be

crushed, and he and the gallant moun-
taineers, of whom he is the chief, will

be trodden down with the other two
hundred millions in to that generalmass
of spiritless, featureless and hopeless

servitude, which owns the sway of the

Empress of India.

The people of England have reposed

in the belief that conquest, which in

all other cases had been a curse both

to the conquei'or and the conquered,

might be and was in their case a bles-

sing to both. They have fancied that

the Indian Empire was conducive at

once to their o^wtl aggrandizement and

to the elevation of the Hindoo. The
hideous reality now stands unveiled

before them. They know now, or are

beginning to learn, that the state of

the Hindoo peasantry under their rule

is one of utter misery and despair.

India, though some of her products
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are gorgeous, is as a country very

poor. Her native manufactures have
been killed. The bulk of her

people are small cultivators, whose
income is estimated at little more
than seven dollars a year per head
for the whole population. This is

starvation point, and the people are

brought below that point by the taxa-

tion. England takes no tribute in a

direct form, nor do her officials steal

as they did in the days of Warren
Hastings ; on the contrary, remark-
able purity reigns in her administra-

tion. But the burden of taxation re-

quired to maintain a great army of

occupation, to keep up a civil sei'vice

on an enormously expensive scale,

every member of it being paid exile

price and pensioned besides, to build

military railroads, to maintain all the

other apparatus of conquest, and to

supply the means of Imperial aggran-

dizement, is enormous ; and it is in-

creasing every year. Under its steady

and unrelenting pressure the ryot is

being ground down more effectually

than he could be by irregular exac-

tion ; and his outlook is now despe-

rate. ' I again state here,' says Mr.
Hindman, in his article on the Bank-
ruptcy of India, in the Nineteenth

Century, ' what I have stated before,

that this taxation so increased is le-

\ded from a people who are becoming
pooi'er, and consequently is becoming
more and more crushing in proportion

to their means. Whenever the Gov-
ernment examines into the circum-

stances of a particular district, there

this same appalling fact is found, that

so far from becoming richer, the ryots

are losing what little means they had,

and are falling fast bound into the

grip of the usurers.' In regard to the

district of Cawnpore, Mr. Halseysays,
' I assert that the abject poverty of

the average cultivator of this district

is beyond the belief of any one who
has not seen it. He is simply a slave

to the soil, to the zemindar, to the

usurer and to the Government. On
the first symptom of scarcity in this

province lately, thousands immedi-
ately died or came upon the hands of

the Government.' There is a chorus
of witnesses testifying the same thing
as to different districts. Whether it

was four millions or only a million

and a quarter of these wretches that

died in the late famine, nobody can
exactly tell.

Twenty millions sterling England
drains away from poverty-stricken

India. Then, in a great famine, she
gives back one sum of £400,000, and
calls upon the world to witness her
immense generosity. The Indian
Government provided relief, no doubt.

But out of whose pocket 1 Out of

the pocket of the Hindoo.
The lyot being able out of his

hunger and nakedness to yield no
more to the British taxgatherer, the

Government would be bankrupt were
it not for the opium trade. Eight

millions sterling a year are raised by
forcing poison, physical and moral, on
the Chinese. The opium trade is not

merely a trade licensed by Govern-
ment, it is a government trade. Semi-
civilized but paternal, the Chinese

Government struggles to save the

bodies and souls of its people by keep-

ing out the hellish drug : the British

Government forces it in at the point

of the bayonet and has compelled the

Chinese Government to permit its

impoi'tation by a special clause in the

treaty of Tientsin. English Christians

appeal to the Indian Secretary, Lord
Salisbury, who professes to be pre-

eminently Christian and H igh Chvirch,

against the continuance of the iniquity.

Lord Salisbury tells them that the

traffic ' is questionable in principle,

but is bound up with our finance.' All

the wai'S with China have been opium
wars, though under the pretext of

' national honour. ' In the hideous

annals of conquest, there are things

more ferocious, there is nothing more
deeply vile.

What are the relations between the

dominant and the subject race ? Is

the presence of the Englishman ex-
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ercising a beneficent and civilizing' in-

fluence on the Hindoo 1 Hear Lord
Elgin.* 'It is a terrible business,

however, this living among inferior

races. I hare seldom from man or

woman since I came to the East heard

a sentence which was reconcilable

with the hypothesis that Christianity

had ever come into the world. De-
testation, contempt, ferocity, ven-

geance, whether Chinamen or Indians

be the object. There are some three

or four hundred servants in this house.

When one first passes by their salaam-

ing one feels a little awkward. But the

feeling soon wears off, and one moves
among them with perfect indifference,

treating them, not as dogs, because in

that case one would whistle to them
and pat them, but as machines with
which one can have no communion or

sympathy.

'

Of a murder of a Hindoo by one
of the dominant race. Lord Elgin

says that ' it was committed in wanton
recklessness, almost without provoca-

tion, under an impulse which would
have been resisted if the life of the

victim had been estimated at the

value of that of a dog. ' Of another
case he says—' The other day a station-

master, somewhere up country, kicked
a native who was, as he says, milking
a goat belonging to the former. The
native fell dead, and the local paper,

without a word of commiseration for

the native or his family, complains of

the hardship of compelling the station-

master to go to Calcutta in this warm
weather to have the case inquii-ed

into.' It is not altogether wonderful
that it should be necessary to secure

by a gagging act the loyalty of the

Indian press. So far from being bridg-

ed over, the gulf which separates the

two races is always growing wider.

Increased facilities of communication
with England make the Anglo-Indian
more than ever a mere sojourner with-

out interest in the coimtry over which
he rules. In this respect the British

* Letters and Journals, p. 199. (Calcutta, August,
11th.)

Empire in Asia essentially differs from
that of Riissia. The Russian Empire
is not a distant conquest, it is a natural
extension over adjacent territory

sparsely occupied by unsettled tribes,

incorporating as it advances, and
turning the people into Russians.

Then comes an insurrection or a mu-
tiny. Insurrections and mutinies as Sir

James Stephen serenely tells us, are in-

evitable incidents of Empire; and so no
doubt he would say are the butcheries
which attend their suppression. Some
wretched tribe, placed between death
by fiscal extortion and death by the
sword, flings itself on the sword. A
body of barbarian mercenaries, whose
fidelity can only be secured by vigi-

lance, is left 'svithout the proper com-
plement of officers to watch and con-
trol it. At the same time its super-
stition is alarmed by an aggression, or
fancied aggression, upon its caste. It

mutinies ; it is put down ; and then
we have the spectacle of a Christian

nation rioting in butchery under the

name of necessary vengeance. The
massacre of the people of Delhi by
Nadir Shah is oneof the monster crimes
of histoiy, but Lord Elgin says, on
authority which he deems trustworthy
that it was exceeded in real cruelty by
the British reign of terror in the same
city. A Sepoy regiment which had
not so much mutinied in the proper
sense of the term has been seized, as

barbarians are apt to be, by the con-

tagion of frenzy, and upon being sum-
moned had laid down its arms, was
slaughtered like the rest. An Eng-
lish officer, Lieut. Majendie, has told

us with great simplicity his personal
experiences. Here is one of them.
The British officer of a Sikh regiment
has been killed in storming a post
held by the mutineers ; the post is

caiTied and ail the garrison cut down
but one.

' Infuriated beyond measure by the
death of their officer, the Sikhs (as-

sisted, I regret to say, by some En-
glishmen) proceeded to take theii- re-

venge on this one wretched man. Seiz-
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ing him by the two legs, they attempt-

ed to tear him in two. Failing in this,

they dragged him along by the legs,

stabbiag him in the face with their

bayonets as they went. I could see

the poor wretch wi'ithing as the blows

fell upon him, and could hear his

moans as his captors dug the sharp

bayonets into his lacerated and tram-

pled body, while his blood, trickling

down, dyed the white sand over which

he was being dragged. But the worst

was yet to come ; while still alive,

though fault and feeble from his many
wounds, he was deliberately placed

upon a small fire of dry sticks, which

had been impro^n^sed for the purpose,

and there held down, in spite of his

dying struggles, which, becoming more

feeble eveiy moment, were, for their

very faintness and futile desperation,

cruel to behold. Once during this

frightful operation the wretched ^dc-

tim, maddened by pain, managed to

break away from his tormentors, and

already horribly burnt, fled a short

distance, but he was immediately

brought back and placed upon the fire

and there beld till life was extinct.'*

These are the soldiers by whom civi-

lization is to be defended against the

barbarism of the Muscovite ! English-

men, we see, took part, and others

were looking on ; such is the efiect of

Empire on the character of the Im-

perial i-ace.

The poor villagers of Oude, as

Lieut. Majendie truly says, were not

mutineers : they were fighting, ^if they

fought at all, for their own country

and for theii- native dynasty. Never-

theless they were involved in the

butchery. Lieut. Majendie moralizes

on the scene ^\ath his usual artless-

ness :

—

*

' I do not mean to say that we did

wrong in shooting down in open fight

any man, Sepoy, budmash, villager,

be he whom he might, that used arms
against us ; but I do mean to say that

it would have been more satisfactory

* Up Among the Pandies, p. 186.

if for the people of Oude—Sepoys ex-

cepted—there had been some mercy
and quarter ; that they at least should

be treated as fair enemies, and that

unless proved to have participated in,

or connived at, the murder of English-

men, captives of this class should not
necessarily be put to death, but treat-

ed as prisonei-s of war usually are. At
the time of the capture of Lucknow

—

a season of indiscriminate massacre

—

such distinction was not made, and
the unfortunate who fell into the

hands of our troops was made short

work of—Sepoy or Oude villager, it

mattered not—no questions were ask-

ed ; his skin was black, and did not

that suffice 1 A piece of a rope and
the branch of a tree, a rifle bullet

through his brain, soon terminated the

poor devil's existence.'

Behold the real character of the

Empii-e for the sake of which Eng-
land is to sully her bright escutcheon,

deny her glorious past, and become
the enemy of nations.

People wonder that Christianity

does not make more way ia Hindo-
staiL The converts are few. Yet
the religion of Jesus of Nazareth
prospers as much as it could reason-

ably be expected to prosper in par1>

nership with the pride of conquest,

the insolence of race, fiscal extortion,

massacre, and blowing away from
guns. The preachers themselves are

imperial. Lord Elgin found reverend

gentlemen outheroding even lay ter-

rorists in the ferocity of their senti-

ments at the time of the mutiny

;

and he says that if he were to pur-

sue a humane policy in China, the

loudest outcries against him would
be raised by the missionaries and the

women.
To do Jingoism justice, it does not

now talk much about propagating

Chi'istianity , oreven aboutpropagating

civilization. It has pretty well drop-

ped the mask and revealed the frank

features of the buccaneer. During
the whole course of these events there

has been, as might have been expect-
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ed, a marked and rapid evolution of

Imperial moi'ality.

The native manufactures of Hindo-
stan have been destroyed ; the native

art has been destroyed ; the native

germs of progress and civilization have

been destroyed ; the vigour and va-

riety of the native character have been

destroyed. In place of them, India

has large consignments of English

goods not always the soundest ; and a

few Hindoos of the wealthier class,

varnished with European civilization.

Ten years of friendly intercourse

with Japan have done more good than

a century of the conqueror's rule in

India.

And now the Asiatic dominions

of Tm-key are to be turned into

another Indian Empire ; so the Jin-

gos boast, and such is evidently

the game. Upon those lands, too,

a swarm of officials and adven-

turers will descend, suck out theii-

wealth, destroy every germ of self-

development, kill in the bud what-

ever promise there might be of

gifted and fruitful addition to the

family of nations, and when resistance

is offered, re-enact the massacre of the

Sepoys and of the villagers of Oude.

This will be the result, unless some
power of right interposes and curbs

the filibuster of his will. Jingoism
has its eye on China too, and when

Afghanistan has fallen the turn of

China will surely come.

Are the people of England accom-
plices in these deeds? Not a hun-
dredth part of them even know what
is being done in their name. Nor do
they share the gain. Not a particle

of the plunder of India comes in the
shape of increased comfort or happi-
ness into any artisan's or peasant's

home. They pay the cost of Jingo-
ism, not only in taxes, but in wars,
and enmities which close the heai-ts and:

ports of nations against British trade.

Worse than this, Empii'e is sapping
by its contact, as it never fails to do,

the foundations of free institutions at

home. British liberty is in danger of

expiring in the deadly embrace of In-

dian servitude. If Asiatic Turkey,.
Egypt and China are annexed, the
fatal process will be quickened. Be-
tribution always comes at last, though
often in the most unexpected forms,

sometimes in the form of supreme
success. It came to the oppressor of

the Negro, and it will come to the op-

pressor of the Hindoo.

To say that those who wish to arrest

their country on the slope down which
she is being dragged by unprincipled

ambition are bad Englishmen, is to say

what great calamities, brought on by
the present policy, are likely only too

soon to disprove.-



752 ^' MODERN DRYAD.

A MODERN DRYAD.

BY FIDELIS.

'TTT'ITH soft blue eyes and curls of gold
VV And cheeks like a rose leaf, fresh unrolled,

Xike a very Dryad of story old,

She smiles at me from her aiiy hold
;

Sunny and bright and fair to see

Brimming with laughter and bounding glee

Is my faiiy who dwells in the apple-tree.

When spring buds, on the branches bai-e,

Are kissed into life by the sweet spring air,

And rose-flushed clusters, so bright and r-are,

Are bursting forth into promise fair-

Of the coming fruits, so fair to see,

Fairer still than the blossoms is she,

—My fairy who dwells in the apple-tree.

When the sun of June has turned to snow
The tree that was tinged with a rosy glow,

And over each bough that droops so low
Showers of white petals come and go,

Crowned with the snowy flowers is she.

And she shakes her curls and laughs at me,
My fairy who dwells in the apple-tree.

When autumn has brought the October glow
To the rosy apples ^^n^th hearts of snow
My fairy is ready to merrily throw
Her treasures down to the grass below.

Laughing aloud with joyous glee

.As she slyly throws the largest at me,
My fairy whp dwells in the apple-tree.

When winter comes, and the tree is bare

Of the last brown leaflet that fluttered there.

And the snow drifts whirl in the biting air,

I know a nest, somewhere, somewhere^
Warmly lined and there shall she

If she's more than a vision—dwell with me

—

My fairy who haunts the apple-tree.
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RICHARD REALF.

BY W. H.

THE period between February,

1854, and December, 1859, was
j

remarkable in the United States for

the appearance of many singular cha-

racters, who seemed to have followed

the perception of a great struggle, the

clouds of which were then darkening

the political horizon, to a point where

all that was heroic, of body or mind,

was in demand. The ' Irrepressible

Conflict' between slavery and free-

dom was narrowing doAvn to actual

battle, and the fighting men were ral-

lying. They who fought with argu-

ments ; they who poured out torrents

of eloquence in speeches ; they who
reported and execrated the wrong in

the newspapers ; the poets who wrote

fiery songs ; the minstrels who sung

them ; and they who quietly provided

themselves with Sharp's rifles for the

more deadly and earnest encounter,

were on the qui vive. The new Terri-

tory of Kansas was the immediate

battle ground ; and thither every he-

roic philanthropist who was loose-

footed repaii-ed. There, with their

representative leader, John Brown,
they took up land, built cabins, laid

out towns, made settlements of free

State men, built school-houses, in

which they preached, prayed, and
stored their arms and munitions of

war, and from which they wrote let-

ters to the newspapers, especially the

New York Tribune. The City of

Lawrence sprung up as if in a night,

and some of the ablest and brightest

writers for the press, wdth many lesser

lights, lit down there as if in a flock,

and made a centre of public opinion,

that spread over and permeated the

Northern States. It was the great

rendezvous of a crusade, to which

8

every ' Peter-the-Hermit ' sent his

recruits
; where they prepared for the

strife which ended ten years later.

Among these recruits appeared a
young Englishman, who was already
known for his genius as a poet, his

ability in general literature, and his

altogether remarkable career. Rich-
ard Realf, the subject of this sketch,

was born in England of obscure pa-

rentage, so poor that they were unable
to give him an education of any kind,

or even provide him with the com-
monest necessaries. Somehow, he at-

tracted notice at a very tender age,

when he was taken up and provided
for at school by Lady Byron, who
gave him the benefit of her pati'onage

in a most liberal manner. This lady

not only assisted him by ordinary pa-

tronage, but supported him with her
bounty, as a part of her household, for

a time. She introduced him to her
literary set, and thus enabled him to

bi'ing out a volume of poems, that

were received in that and other liter-

ary circles with great favour. In
this relation he enjoyed the friendship

and patronage of such people as the
Bishop of Chichester, Charles de la

Pryme, who collected and published

his verses, Mrs. Jameson, Miss Mit-
ford, Harriet Martineau, "Walter Sav-
age Landor, Samuel Rogers, Sheridan
Knowles, Leigh Hunt, and Bulwer.

In this position, he told me, he felt

like a caged bu-d, and often chafed to

madness under a sense of the weight
of chains, which, though golden, he
could not endure. He felt that he
did not belong to them, and that his

relation to his patrons was unnatural
and overpoweringly oppressive—so

much so, he said, as to degrade him
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before himself and crush his feeling of

independence to a degree that pre-

vented a sense of gratitude. He cha-

racterized his condition as imposing

ingratitude upon him as a means of

asserting himself against an intoler-

able humiliation. He spoke of this

to me once, with feeling, when he re-

lated this incident. Lady Byron had

made him a present of a watch, that

he valued as her present, but which

seemed to him a badge of slavery, but

intolerably so on one occasion, when
she lectured him upon some departure

from the line she had marked out for

him. He could not return the pre-

sent to her, and in the exasperation of

his madness he could only find relief

by dashing it upon the floor and
cx-ushing it under his heel ! In the

cooler reflection of after years he con-

demned this conduct, but he could

not explain to others the frenzy that

swayed him. I have no doubt that

much of his life was of the same cha-

racter—broken, distorted and mad,

—

like a caged biixl that tears itself at a

thought of its wild freedom,—an up-

rooted plant that has been set awiy
in uncongenial soil, to grow and bloom

in fruitless shapes.

His restless spirit could not endure

the quiet and restraints of the social

condition into which he had been

transplanted ; and as a thing of course,

he left England, to seek—not fortune,

but freedom in America. At New
York, he entered upon a philanthro-

pic life, in the mission work of the

Five Points ; where he worked earnest-

ly and industriously for a time, in a

subordinate position, till the opening

scenes of Kansas beckoned him to a

grander and more natural field. Here
he joined his fortunes with John
Brown, and remained with him or

near him, writing letters to the East-

ern papers, and occasionally turning

ofi" a song or poem adapted to the

times. How he was employed in

other respects I do not know.

When John Brown came to organ-

ize his Provisional Government, un-

der which he designed to take and
set Virginia in order, he engaged
three or four eccentric young men,
whom, perhaps, no one else could have
handled, to whom he assigned posi-

tions ; and among these, Richard Realf
was made Secretary of State ; and, I

believe, most of the writing was done
by him. A few months before the

attack on Harper's Ferry, Realf, hav-

ing leisure on his hands, started ofi"on
a lecturing tour, in some kind of re-

lation to the Roman Catholic Church,
His principal subject, however, was
Lord Byron. He was growing into

pojiularity with the more cultivated

people of Texas, when Brown was cap-

tured at Harper's Feriy, and his plans

made public. Realf was in a close

place. Far in the heart of the South,

and exposed to the fury of a mad-
dened people, his ingenuity was taxed

to the utmost to get out ; but he man-
aged it, where many a sane man would
have failed. He gave out that he
had secrets which the South could not

aflford to lose, and thus not only se-

cured himself against a summary
lynching, but procured his transporta-

tion over a thousand miles to a place

of safety, and got pay as a witness ;

for the United States' Senate, then

imder Southern management, sent a

Sergeant-atArms after him to Texas,

who protected him on the way. He
really had but little to tell, beyond
what was already notorious ; still he

gave it consequence enough to make
it serve the pui-pose of saving him-
self and making it pay. On arriving

at Washington, he shrewdly contrived

to shape his testimony so as to save

himself and not implicate his friends;

and, thanks to John Brown's sagaci-

ty, he really knew but little. He left

the Capital with a handsome sum re-

ceived as witness fees, with which he

travelled North, delivering eulogistic

lectures on John Brown, who had
faced and suffered death with the

rarest heroism ; which Realf pourtray-

ed in glowing colours and exalted

terms.
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After til is he spent a few months
as a newspaper coirespondent. When
the wai' began he enlisted in an Illi-

nois regiment (the JSHth), in which he

served till he was transferred to a

captaincy in the oOth Coloured In-

fantry, which he left as Brev%t Lieut.

-

Colonel. At the close of the war he

declined a commission as lieutenant in

the regular army, and soon after en-

listed as a pri\"ate, with the hope, as

he said, that a kindly bullet would

close the scene. 8oon after, he mar-

ried, unhappily and disreputably, from

which he "was relieved by a divorce.

In 1868, he was teaching a negro

school in South Carolina, and soon

after held a position on the editorial

staff of the Pittsburgh C'onimerciul.

Thence he drifted to NewYork, where,
haA'ing man-ied again, he was reduced

to the severest straits to live. His
health, and particularly his sight,

failed, and he was thrown upon the

charity of friends. These interested

themselves, and raised the means to

send him to California, to retrieve his

health and fortune. A recent account

from Oakland tells us that he closed

his fitful and varied career by suicide,

on the 28th of October last.

Thus ended the unhappy story of a

broken life, a shattered genius—splen-

did in the ruins of unavailable talent.

Wherever he wrote or spoke, he was
brilliant and grand. When he acted

he was fated to fail—one of the many
wrecks that strew the shores of life's

sea, wdiom we mourn and love, but
cannot praise.

What he might have been vmder
other stars we cannot say. Born to

poverty, a poet and a chartist, he
might, perhaps, have borne fruit,

though wild, in his native sphere

;

transplanted to the aristocratic asso-

ciation of his early patrons, he with-

ered into barren acex'bity and fruitless

ruin. We point to such lives as warn-
ings of danger, and mourn the loss of

what might have been.

Perhaps nothing can tell his story

better than this one of his poems

—

a witne.ss of his talent and his sor-

i-ow :

MY SL.MX.

This sweet child which hath eliinhed upon my knee.
This amber liaireil, four-suiiiinered little maid,

With her unconscious beauty troul)leth me,
With her low prattle maketh me afr?id.

Ahj darling' I when you clini: and nestle so
You hurt me. thou'^'h you do not see me crj-,

Xor hear the weariness with which I sijfh.
For the dear babe I killed so Ions »-'Xo.

I tremble at the touch of your caress
;

I am not worthy of your innocent faith
,

I who with whetted knives of worlJIiness
Did put my own chdd-heartednesj to death.

Beside whose sjrave I i>ace forever more,
Like ilesolation on a shipwrecked shore-

There is no little child within me now.
To sin^ back to the thrushes, to leap up

When .June winds kiss me, when an apple bough
Laug-hs into blossoms, or a butter cup

Plays with the simsh'ne, or a violet
Dances in the glad dew. Alas '. alas '.

The nieanin-^ of the daisies in the grass
I have forgotten ; and if my cheeks are wet,

It is not with the blitheness of the child.
But with the hitler sorrow of sad years.

O, moaning life, with life irreconciled ;

O backward-looking th.mght, O pain, O tears.
For us there U not any silver sound
Of rhythmic wonders springing from the ground.

Woe worth the knowledge and the bookish lore
Which makes men mum nies, weiglis out ever}-

grain
Of that which was miraculous before.
And sneers the heart down with the scofhng brain

Woe worth the peering, analytic da.vs
That dry tlie tender juicesin thebrea-st,

^
And put the thunders of the Lord to test,

So that no marvel must be, and no praise,
Nor any God except Necessity.

What can ye give my poor, starved life in lieu
Of this deaJ cherub which I slew for ye .'

Take back your doubtful wisdom, and renew
My early foolish freshness of the dunce.
Whose simple instincts guesseil the heavens at

once.

But perhaps the following lines,

found among his effects after he had
committed suicide, best describe him
and his wild and shattered life. They
certainly say what one would like to
say of him, in the best way possible,

terms and manner :

' De inortuU nil nisi bonum.' When
For me the end has come and I am dead,

And little voluble, chattering daws of men
Peck at me curiously, let it then be said

By some one brave enouah to speak the truth
Here lies a great soul killed bv cruel wrono-.

'

Down all the balmy days of his fresh youth
'

To his bleak, desolate noon, with s.iord and son"
And speech that rushed up hotiv from the heart "
He wrought for liberty ; till liis own wound '

(He had been stabbed) concealed with painful art
Through wastmg years, mastered him and he

swooned.
And sank there where you see him lying now
\Mth that word ' Failure ' written on his brow.

But say that he succeeded. If he missed
World's honours and world's plaudits and the

wage
Of the world's deft lackeys, still his lips were kissed

Daily by those high angels who assuage
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The thirstings of the poets—for he was
Born unto singing—and a burden lay

Mightily on him and he moaneil because

He could not rightly utter to this day
What God taught in the night. Sometimes, nath-

less,

Power fell upon him, and bright tongues of flame

And blessings reached him from poor souls iii

stress ;

And benedictions from black pits of shame
;

And little children's live ; and old men's prayers ;

And a Great Hand that led him unawares.

So he died rich. ^ And if his eyes were blurred

With thick films—silence ! he is in his grave.
Greatly he suffered : greatly, too, he erred ;

Yet broke his heart in trying Ui be brave.
Nor did he wait til Freedom had become
The popular >hibboleth of courtier's lips

;

But smote for her when God himself seemed dumb
And all his arching skies were in eclipse.

He was a-weary, but he fought his fight.

And stood for simple manhood ; and was joyed
To see the auj;ust broadening of the light
And new earths heaving heavenward from the

void.

He loved his fellows, and their love was sweet

—

Plant daisies at his head and at his feet.

S0NNET8.

BY WATTEN SMALL,

I LOVE the art by which the Poet seeks

To give expression unto thoughts which dwell

Within the mind ; who fondly hopes to tell

The beauty that he finds in field, and dell,

And mountain bare, far hills and placid creeks.

My mind is spell-bound to old Chaucer's verse,

And Milton's pure and sacred song
;

While Shakespeare's diction, noble, sweet and terse,

Floats thro' my brain with memory long
;

And he the gentlest of all spirits who died young
In that wild storm which swept the Italian Bay,

I think of oft when earth is fresh and gay.

With thoughts of pensive tenderness alway.

Whose songs the sweetest are that ever Poet sung.

II.

Once more O God ! in this calm twilight hour,

Thy wonders take my loving soul away
;

I fain to Thee pure orisons would pay

And humbly now adore Thy wondrous power.

Yon sunset dieth as a monarch dies.

Who clad in jewelled pomp takes his last leave

Of kingly rule, and splendour, ah ! why grieve

When such a scene can gladden moi-tal eyes,

And thrHl the heart wdth pure and sacred joy,

Which nought of earth unhallowed can destroy.

O gentle maiden, who can interpret now-

Our untold longings, visions manifold
;

Whilst thou who walkst with me, even thou

Art cloth'd in faii-er beauty than of old.
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UNDER THE TREES BY THE RIVER.

BY JOHN READE.

"I
TNDER the trees by the river

V_J We lazily float along,

And the dreamy hush of the summer dar
Is broken by jest and song.

II.

Under the trees by the river

—

Long years have passed away,

Since a boat went by with jest and song,

As this boat goes by to-day.

III.

Under the trees by the river

There is shadow late and soon—
But these happy young hearts only feel the joy

Of the summer afternoon.

IV

Under the trees by the river

—

Oh ! stran^^ely two-fold scene !

Oh ! joy that is unconsciously nigh

To the sorrow that has been !

KOUND THE TABLE.

I
HAVE no claims to authorship

]

in letters. I take in the Fortnightly

beyond, perhaps, an occasional Rei iew merely because it is the best

letter to the newspapers. I do not i
English magazine published, and after

write poetry. Indeed, I scarcely ever I have cut the leaves and placed a

even read it. Humiliating as the con-
i

book-mark between them, for I am
fession may be, I must confess also to

]

never guilty of turning down a page,

a heinous sin, and admit that I do !
I throw myself into an easy chair and

not read Huxley, nor Darwin, nor look about me with a vague but

^Tpencer, nor emy oi those heavi/ weights thoroughly literary air. I do this
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once or twice every month, or at least

as often as the magazine comes in.

And yet I am a great reader. My
leisure moments are always devoted to

literature of some kind and I am rarely

to be found in the evening without a

book in my hand. I think every one
should read that which is congenial to

his tastes and feelings, without regard

to the opinions or high-minded notions

of his friends. I love to read novels

and don't care much who knows it. I

am not ashamed of my taste in this

respect, though perhaps some will look

upon it as a very depraved taste in-

deed. Well next to reading books,

I like to read about what is going on
in the great world of letters, and for

that purpose I regularly take in The
London Academy, The Athenceum, The
New York Nation, and The Boston
Literary World. I find just what I

want in these ably conducted journals.
Literary paragraphs about new books,

criticisms, announcements, and chit-

chat about books and authors regular-

ly fill the pleasant pages of these

papers. And I find my liking in this

respect is a predilection which finds a
ready echo in thousands of persons

situated like myself. Every one wants
to know something concerning the

hundreds of new books which come
every month or two from the press,

whether he is a book-buyer or a bor-

rower of books, or one who merely
likes to talk about books at the expense
of the reviewer. I have often thought
that in so far as criticism and re^dew-

ing are concerned oui- great Canadian
papers are wofuUy behind the times.

The smallest English or American
newspaper employs a literaiy editor,

and a feature in the journal is a
column or two of carefully pre-

pared reviews of new books, every
week or oftener. The conductors
of these newspapers find that it pays
to give attention to this important
branch. It is inseparably connected
with the success of the paper. It is

ever an interesting depaz'tment of the
daily, or the semi-weekly or the week-

ly. The ladies of the household turn
to it second, for of course the births,

marriages, and deaths, are looked at

first. It is melancholy to see the way
in which the Canadian editor, proper,

notices the books which the publishers

send to him. Genei-ally only the title

and names of author and publisher,

and bookseller, are given ; rarely any-

thing more, except perhaps a few lines

written from the Preface. Like Syd-

ney Smith, may be, they are afraid

that if they read the book befoi'e they

reviewed it, their judgment might be-

come prejudiced. I have no fault to

find with the papers. There is plenty

to read in them, but sometimes I must
admit, I would rather read a good
slashing criticism, even if it were half

a column in length, than twenty col-

umns of tires, runaway horses and

boat-races, important as these latter

may be to the " fancy."

E. N. G.

—The irreverence of reverend men
strikes one as rather a curious com-

bination ; but however great an ano-

maly it ought to be, unfortunately it

is not always one.

I have often been shocked with the

pious (1) jokes of preachers, deacons,

and other good men, and though an
irreverent speech is always disgusting,

it is doubly so from consecrated lips.

I do not mean that I expect or

want solemnity of either the sepul-

chral or owlish sort from ministers of

the Gospel. On the contrary ; no-

thing is more charming than a sunny,

genial, even gay participation in things

temporal by the teachers and leaders

of our spiritual lives. Intelligence

without pedantry, wit without levity,

and always dignity and reverence

upon sacred themes. This is little to

ask. There is extant at the present

day a class of ministers who, in and

out of the pulpit, say and do irrever-

ent things, and glory in the notoriety

which accrues to themselves there-

from.

Relying upon the popularity which
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tli-aws crowds, and the sensationalism

which fills their churches, they grow
bolder and more startling in their de-

partures from accepted ideas of what
is sacred and appropriate.

Ambitious to afford a show to the

curious throng who have come to be
entertained, they sacrifice, not only

their own dignity, but what is of

more value, that of the calling they

are supposed to honour.
' Now,' said an eminent divine, the

other Sunday, in giving out the

hymn to his audience, ' I want you to

sing like h (laughter)—heaven !

'

Another and equally gifted brother

also made his listenei's laugh, one
very warm day, when he ascended into

the pulpit, pushed back his coat sleeve,

wiped his brow with his cambric

handkerchief, and remai-ked :
' It's a

d- — d hot day ! — as I heard a

young man say just now in the street.'

No need to record here the many
blasphemously irreverent speeches ut-

tered in the pulpit and paraded in the

newspapers as the eccentricities of

genius. I should fill too much space

Around the Table if I brought forward
too many specimens of the feasts af-

forded the congregations of these cleri-

cal leaders in this new departure /j'owi

religion.

They are numei'ous, and have a

host of imitators.

And how base the imitation of a

base thing.

I believe it is Swedenborg who says

that a passage of Scripture quoted
without reverence, or used with levity

to point some distorted joke, is, to a

certain extent, desecrated for ever

—

that is, that whenever you read or

think of that passage again, however
piously, the ludicrous sense put upon
it remains in your memory and ob-

j

scures its holiness.

And yet how constant a habit it

is with many clerical men to quote
lightly and joke heavily with scrip-

tural subjects.

I wonder if they look upon holy
things as their stock in trade, which
they may handle as they please. Sure-
ly familiarity in this case does not
breed contempt.

—We have ' Poems of Places '—and
charming little volumes they are

—

' Poems of the Affections,' ' Poems of

Peace and "War,' ' Poems of Travel,'
' Poems of Wit and Humour,' ' Per-
sonal Poems,' and no end of ' Libraries

of Poetry and Song,' and collections

of rhyme without limit. It may be
said that these books enjoy great
popularity and are much appreciated
in the circles w^here they circulate. I
have been dipping into poetiy of late,

and I am struck with the remarkably
long list of poems which are descrip-

tive of the noble savage and his

haunts, manners and customs. It has
occurred to me that a very entertain-

ing book might be made out of what
our eminent poets have said about the
Indian. Shakespeare, Milton, Pope,
Campbell, Moore, Bryant, Longfellow,
Whittier, Lowell, Aldrich, Joaquin
Miller, Edgar Fawcett, and many
othei's have written veiy pretty things
on the subject, which would look ex-

ceedingly well in a single volume.
The book would prove attractive I am
sure. The design would be quite
new, and the material is so abundant
that such a collection as I have in my
eye could be easily made. I throw-

out the suggestion for what it is

worth, and charge nothing for the
hint. Won't some guest at the table
edit the book 1

Red Jacket.
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CUREEI^T LiTEKATUHE.

MR. Edgar Fawcett is one of the

sweetest of the younger Amer-
ican poets. His skill lies in the con-

centrated effort which he puts for-

ward, the elegance of his diction, and

the depth and harmony of his thought.

His verses betray a cultivated intel-

lect, a love for the mystic, the impen-

etrable and the unseen, and occasion-

ally strong passion and fire and vehe-

mence. He can be tender, too, and

in his sonnets and some of his minor-

chords he displays great warmth of

feeling and much natural delicacy.

His descriptive powers are good and
ample. He has ])lenty of motion and

grace and poetic fervour, but he lacks

playfulness and the element of hu-

mour. He is not an imitator nor a

parodist, but it is easy to see the

effect which a mind like Swinburne's

or Tennyson's has upon a tempera-

ment such as his. As Huxley and

Mill and Herbert Spencer influence in

a manner his thought, so do the Lau-

reate and the author of Bothicell, and

perhaps Browning,^—though in a lesser

extent,—assist somewhat in shaping

and individualizing his poetry. Mr.

Fawcett copies no one, and recognizes

no one as his master; but his mind,

perhaps unconsciously to himself, is

strengthened largely by the intimacy

which exists between him and the writ-

ings of these older men. Mr. Fawcett is

still a young man, having barely pass-

ed his 31st year. He began writing

poems and stories and short essays at

a very early age, and was known as a

magazinist while he was yet in his

teens. Already he has written three

novels, two books of poetry and a

drama. His literary work is much
sought after, and the care and system-

atic way inwhich he prepares his manu-

script for the press, render his ' copy'

an acceptable boon to the priatei-.

Mr. Fawcett has plenty of fancy, but
he is deficient in the quality of light.

His poetry wants this element. He
has joyousness, but this faculty is over-

strained and seems to be assumed on
occasion. Despite these shortcomings,

and many perhaps will not considei'

them as defects, or wants in his lit-

erary style and spirit, there is a good

deal in Mr. Fawcett's poetry which
will evoke the admiration of the rea-

der, and enlist his hearty sympathy
and appreciation. There is an almost

Homeric vigour and glitter about his

work, and even in some of his shorter

and less ambitious pieces this charac-

teristic may be observed. Mr. Faw-
cett belongs to the mystic school of

poets. He does not impress his rea-

der at first. His poetrj"^ requires

study and examination and thought.

He will always have a select audience,

but we doubt whether his poetry will

ever become popular, in the common
acceptation of the term, or that his

poems will be found, like Whittier's

and LongfelloAv's, among the masses.
' Fantasy and Passion '* is the title

of his latest volume, and the reader

will recognize in it many pieces which
have appeared in the current numbers
of the English and American maga-
zines, and in some of the newspapers.

The book is divided into three parts.

1st. The Minorchords ; 2nd. Voices

and Visions ; and 3)d. Sonnets. Mr.

Fawcett has been quite happy in his

.selection of topics, and the collection

cannot. help adding largely to his re-

putation. Among the Minorchords
especially, some exquisite fancies will

be found, notably the lines to ' An

• Fantasy and Passion. By Edgar Fawcktt.
Boston : Roberts Bros. ; Toronto : Hart & Rawlin-
son.
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Old Tea-CuiJ,' ' To The Evening Star,'

' Immortelles,' and ' To A Tea-Rose.'

We take the liberty of quoting the

latter poem to show the delicacy and
grace of the poet, who reveals in these

lines some of his daintier character-

istics.

' Dccvi-foldecl flower, for me your race

Bears what no kindred blooms have borne
That gleam in memory's vistas,

—

A charm, a chastity, a grace
The loveliest roses have not worn,
Of all your lovely sisters I

' Half-tinged Ike some dim yellow peach.
Half like a shell's pink inward whorl
That sighs its sea-home after,

Your creamy oval bud lets each
Pale outer petal backward curl.

Like a young child's lip in laughter !

And yet no mirthful trace we see ;

RaUu r the grave serene repose
of gentlest resignation ;

So that you sometimes seem to be
(If we might say it of a rose)

In pensive meditation !

Ah I how may earthly words express
This )ilacid sadness round you cast,

Delicate, vague, unspoken ?

As though .... some red progenitress,
In some old garden of the past,

Had had her young heart broken 1

'

In his poem, ' A Toad,' Mr. Faw-
cett certainly contrives to invest a

most unpoetic subject with more than

an ordinary interest. It is chiefly re-

markable for its descriptive power, and
may be regarded as a poi'trait. We
do not care especially for the subject,

nor are we greatly taken with the lines

in its honour. As a bit of natural

description the poem is good. These
lines are quite striking :

And

' Gray lump of mottled clamminess,
With that preposterous leer I

'

'
jt » Tliick-lipped slaves ^vith ebon skin,

That squat in hideous dumb repose.
And guard the drowsy ladies in

Their still seraglios I

'

But little more can be said of them.

In his treatment of ' The Bat,' Mr.
Fawcett is equally successful. He de-

scribes, with the skill of a true artist

the 'half-bird, half-reptile,' and. some
of his lines have a real dramatic fla-

vour about them, and a verisimilitude

that cannot be mistaken. ' Grapes '

is another fine poem, and, though it

consists of but seven short verses, each

stanza is a perfect picture, and reveals

a rich and charming fancy. This verse

is particularly grand, and full of true

poetry and allusion :

'Ripe clusters, while our woods in ruin flame.

Do yearnings through your rich blood vaguely
thrill

For glimmering vineyard, olive-mantled hill.

And Italy, which is summer's softer name?

'

The last line will strike the reader

as the utterance of a poet who pos-

sesses a positive genius for happy ex-

pression and comparison.

The ' Voices and Visions ' part con-

tains poems of stronger calibre than

the ' Minorchords. ' Some of Mr. Faw-
cett's mystical pieces may be found

here, as well as his more subtle vei'ses.

The poem on ' Individuality ' will

bear reading and re-i-eading. It has

been most carefully constructed and

elaborated on the principles of the

fascinating science which relate to

man and his future. Mr. Fawcett

concludes this majestic and stately

poem thus :

' I marked how some large purpose was fulfilled

That power supernal had sublimely « illed ;

I marked, in thrilling vision, while I read.

How the full flower of manliood l):^c^^ward bore
From the white splendour of its dazzling core

The large rich petal, and was perfected !

' But through this dream of marvels that should be,

One strange sardonic thought came haunting me-
With the mute pathos of weak yearning tears :

In all such halcyon times what jov or pain

For him whose dust inertly shall have lain

A nothingness through millions of slow yearst

' What message in this lofty cheerless creed
Aids personalitv's commandant need?
AVhat comfort in this cold imperi us plan,

Where all men, whether ill or nobly wrought
Lie crushed beneath one awful .Juggernaut,

The universal conmionweal of man 1

' The love, hate, hope, fear, passion that i^ I,

The throbbing self that loathes to wholly die,

Disdains a future where it holds no place.

As one with lot beside the Euphrates cast

Might careles.sly disdain that stately past
Wlien Babylon's domes dared heaven, in mighty
grace I

'

' Conception," headed by Spencer's

motto, ' In its ultimate essence no-

thing can be known,' is another poem
which contains an immense thought,

a grand central idea, which the poet

developes with consummate skill.

' Winds,' ' A King,' and ' Attain-

ment ' are three poems, diflferent in

scope and power, but equally' brilliant

in elaboration and poetic ex]iression.
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Indeed, in poetry which requires

thought Mr. Fawcett is eminently suc-

cessful. His mind runs on the higher

things which engage sometimes the

attention of mankind, and his book is

tilled with the fruits of his study of

the unfathomable.

The Cradle-Song is very musical.

It is. tender and sweet, and the re-

frain which comes in at the close of

each vei'se is pretty and tuneful.

There are other bits, here and there,

in the second part of this book, which
on even a first reading will commend
themselves to the general reader, such

as Wine, The Atonement, One
Night in Seville, and some three or

four others. These will likely interest

the reader at once on account of their

musicality and freshness and bright-

ness. Of a far deeper texture are

D'Outre Mort, which is very grand,

From Shadowland, which reveals one

of Mr. Fawcett's best phases, Pest,

which is odd and bold, and To-Mor-
row which is full of the poet's charac-

teristic manner and thought. In the

third part we have some noble son-

nets, some of*' them nearly equal to

Keats". This one on Whittier is pe-

culiarly appropriate,

* Fresh as .m breezy seas the ascendant day.
And brij;ht a^ on thick dew its radiant trace

;

Pure as the smile on some babe's dreaminjf face :

Hopeful as meadows at the breath of -May,

One loftiest aim his melodies obey.
Like di Iwnward larks in roseate deeps of space

—

While that large reverent love for all his race
Makes him a man in manhood's lordlier ray 1

His words like jjearls are luminous yet strong:

His duteous thought ennobles while it calms ;

We seem to have felt the falling-. In his son^,

Of benedictions and of sacred balms ;

To have seen the aureoled anjrels group and
throny

In heavenly valley lands, by shining palms !'

This is all very charming and very

graceful. There are other personal

sonnets which do credit to the poet.

These are Keats, Dore, Dumas, pere,

Dickens, Thackeray, Andersen, and
the lordly lines to

'A spacious-brained arch-enemy of lies.'

A sonnet to Baudelaire is a perfect-

ly finished production, and rich in all

that wild fancy and boldness of

thoii£jht which distinguish at times

Mr. Fawcett's better woi'k. His more
enduring work we might add.

Here is something worthy of Swin-
burne

MEDUSA.
{For a Picture)

' A face in whose voluptuous bloom there lies

Olympian faultlessness of mold and hue ;

Lips that a god were worthy alone to woo ;

Round chin, and nostrils curved in the old
Greek wise.

But there is no clear pallor of arctic's skies,
Fathom on crystal fathom of livid blue,
So bleakly cold that one might liken it to
The pitiless icy splendours of her ej-es'!

Her bound hair, coloured lovelier than the sweet
Rich halcyon yellow of tall harvest wheat.
Over chaste brows a glimmering tumult sheds ;

But through the abundance of its v\arm soft gold,
Coils of lean horror peer from many a fold,

With sharp tongues flickering in flat clammy
heads I

'

Indeed, Mr. Fawcett is quite success-

ful in his management of the sonnet.

His book contains many beautiful

things-— the best specimens of his

genius, perhaps, that he has thus far

given to the public. Occasionally a

feeling of morbidness creeps into his

lines, and this tendency, which so far

is but slight, he should check.

In the volume of brief biographies of

Modern Frenchmen,* which Mr. Phi-

lip Gilbert Hammerton has just pub-

lished, the reader will gain a correct

and clear insight into the careers of five

famous men, who in different direc-

tions shed lustre on their country,

and by their works increased the

world's store of knowledge. Each in

his way wa.s a devoted student, a lover

of his especial calling, and a large

contributor to the general information

possessed by mankind. Mr. Ham
merton is a sympthetic biographer,

and a true artist. Believing that a

biography should be like a painted

picture and that the canvas should

never be disfigured by coarseness or

roughness, he brings to bear on his

subject all that is tender and de-

lightful. He is an adoring biogra-

pher, but conscientious wdthal, and he

^ Modern Fretichmen. By Philip Gilbert Ham-
merton. Boston : Roberts Bros. Toronto : Hart &
Rawlinsoii.



CURRENT LITERATURK. 763

never allows the admiration which he

may feel for the man he describes to

overpower his judj2;ment or obscure

his faculties. He delicately refers to

his work as merel}^ the result of the

labours of the picture-cleaner, and
says with reference to some cases that

his duty ' is not so much to paint a

new picture as to make one that has

been already painted more clearly

visible, by removing what obscures it,

whilst reverently respecting and care-

fully preserving those delicacies of

tone and detail, those thin glazes of

transparent and semi-transparent

colour, on which both its beauty and
its truth depend. This is not to be

done by scraping down to the bare

canvas, and it is not to be done by
daubing additions ; but it may be ac-

complished by method and patience,

united to watchful care.'

In this amiable spirit, Mr. Hani-
merton proceeds to sketch in his ar-

tistic and splendid Avay the lives of the

eminent traveller and natui-alist, Vic-

tor Jacquemont ; Henri Perreyve, the

pure-minded ecclesiastic and orator ;

Frangois Rude, the greatest character

in the book and a sculptor of magni-
ficent genius ; Jean Jacques Ampere,
the historian and ti'aveller ; and Henri
Regnault, whose skill as a painter has

been compared to that of Eugene De-
lacroix, and whose lofty patriotism

holds no second place among the pat-

riots of the world.

Mr. Hammerton's materials con-

sist foi' the most part of letters,

though in instances where these are

wanting, notably in the case of Rude,
he has been aided by accounts fur-

nished by near friends of the subject.

His narratives may be accepted as ac-

curate, for he has been careful to sift

and verify every detail contained in

them. The story is most delightfully

written. Every page is distinguished

for its grace and symmetry and beauty.

The anecdotes are told_ spiritedly and
well, and the incidents and description

are admirable. Mr. Hammerton hints

in his Preface of other lives among:

his little list of eminent Modern
Frenchmen which he would like to

write. We hope he will not lose sight

of this idea. A supplementary volume
would be gratefully received ])y the

admii'ers of scholai'ly and astute bio-

graphy.

Scholars and students of English
literature everywhere will thank Mr.
Matthew Arnold for his edition of
' Johnson's Lives of the Poets.'* In
an article in one of the magazines
some months ago, Mr. Arnold alluded

to the great value such .i work as the

volume under notice would prove, and
he expressed the hope that some one,

properly qualified,would undertake the
issue of such a book. No one coming
forward, Mr. Arnold has himself

taken up the task, and the volume he
has given us shows how admirably he
has carried out his original idea. It

is well known that Johnson's Lives

are of unequal merit. They were
written for the booksellers in the great

author's ' usual way, unwilling to

work, and working with vigour and
haste.' But for all that they stand as

Byron has said, ' the finest critical

work extaut.' In the shape in which
the public have been in the habit of

getting them, in the best four-volume

edition, or in the very good single-vol-

ume copy which is accompanied by
Scott's Memoir, the book has proved
most inconvenient for text-book pur-

poses. There is much that is both

insignificant and unnecessary. And
as the editor of the edition before

us says, ' The volumes at present

are a work to stand in a library, "a
work which no gentleman's library

should be without." ' Few are ac-

quainted, therefore, w4th this splendid

work—a work which Scott declared
' displayed qualifications which have
seldom been concentrated to the same
degree in any literary undertaking,'

* Thv Six Chief l.iBes from Jnhnson's ' Liven of
the Piiets,' with MacaitUiy's ' Life of Johnson.'
Edited with a Preface by M.vn'HEW Aksold. Lon-
don and New Yorii : Macinillau & (Jo. Toronto :

Willing & Williamson.



764 aURRENT LITERATURE.

and which with equal truth Lord
Macaulay pronounced • the best of his

works,' ' as entertaining as any novel,'

' well deserve to be studied,' and much
more to the same effect. Mr. Arnold
has selected from the original source

the six chief lives, viz., Milton, Dry-
den, Swift, Addison, Pope and Gray
—the i-epresentatives of a century and
a half of English culture and litera-

ture—from 1608, the date of Milton's

birth, to 1771, the date of the death

of Gray, To this admirable volume,

Mr. Arnold has written a masterly

preface, illu.strative of his object, and
pointing out to the student the woi'ks

he should read in connection with the

sketches of the lives which are con-

tained in the book proper. Read in

this way, the student will get, as Mr.
Arnold says, ' a sense of what the real

men were, and with this sense fresh in

his mind, he will find the occasion pro-

pitious for acquiring also, in the way
pointed out, a sense of the power of

their works.'

But a greater treat awaits the reader.

Lord Macaulay's powerful essay on
Samuel Johnson—a piece of writing

which exhibits the eminent author at

his best—is prefixed to the lives,

forming a volume of great compass,

scope, beauty and character. This

'Life' by Macaulay is the famous
one which he wrote for the Encyclo-

poedia Britannica, permission to use

which was generously accorded by the

Messrs. Black and Mr. Trevelyan,

the biographer of the historian, espe-

cially for this work, which is hand-

somely published by the Messrs. Mac-
Millan, of London and New York.

Mr. Arnold has not burdened his text

by unnecessary notes, explanatory of

trivalities, which only confuse the

reader and overtake the mind of the

scholar. But one note of any material

length appears, and this explains away
an error into which Johnson fell in

his account of Addison and The Old
Whig. ' Little Dicky,' Johnson
thought, was an allusion to Richard
Steele, but Macaulay, whose astute-

ness was as wonderful in little things

as it was in gi-eater ones, with some
confidence declared that Johnson was
wrong, and that ' Little Dicky ' was
the nickname of some comic actor. It

afterwards transpired that Macaulay
was right, and that the actor's real

name was Henry NoiTis, a favourite

comedian,who was nicknamed 'Dicky'

because he fii'st obtained celebrity by
acting the pai-t of Dicky in the ' Trip

to the Jubilee. ' Macaulay was quite

proud of his discovery.

Mr. R. Hamilton Lang, late British

Consvil at Cyprus, has just given the

public the benefit of his nine years

experience of life in the somewhat
misknown island.* Mr. Lang writes

without any aflfectation and a good deal

of skill. He filled various positions

in Cyprus, and his means of gaining

information wei-e quite large and of

the best character. As manager of

the Imperial Ottoman Bank at Lar-

naca, he was frequently brought into

intimate relations with the people,

and he had tine opportunities for stu-

dying the questions of taxation and

administration, as well as acquiring

an intimacy with the mode in w^hich

business was transacted, and the gen-

ei-al spirit whicli obtained regarding

commercial operations and mercantile

aflPairs. Mr. Lang's tastes led him to

pi'osecute farming and antiquarian re-

searches, and in the pursuit of these

he came often in contact with the

Cyprian peasants. His materials have

been all gained from his residence in

the Island, and he has certainly con-

trived to write a very agreeable and

pleasant account of his experiences

there. He exhibits a faithful picture

of the character of the people, the re-

sources of the country, its mineral

wealth, and general characteristics.

There are four carefully engraved

maps and two engravings in the book.

* Cyprus ; its Hisiory, its Present Resources, and
Futtire Prospects. By R. Hamilton" La.n'g, Lon-

don anil New York : Macmillan & Co. Toronto

:

Willinar A: Williamson.
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and these "will assist the readex- a good
deal in his examination of the letter-

press.

The introductory chapter consists

of a good description of Cyprus, its

origin, early settlement, and the vari-

ous phases through which it passed,

together with an account of the Lycian
and other inscriptions which must
prove of great interest to the reader

of antiquarian tastes. Specimens of

these curious writings are also given.

The other chapters take up, in order,

the early history of the country, the

towns of ancient Cyprus, the Assy-
i-ian period, the time of Evagoras, the

annexation to Rome, and its history

down to modern times. The pi'ospects

of the new era are practically set forth,

and a succinct account of the agricul-

tural resources of Cyprus follow. A
chapter on drought and ^locusts, an-

other on minerals and salt, and an ex-

amination of the Turkish and future

administration, together with a care-

fully written sketch entitled ' A Trip

Through the Island,' the archa?ology

and the rock tombs of the place, and a

brief description of Mr. Lang's farm
bring this acceptable book down to

the present day, and throw a vast

amount of light on a subject about
which little has hitherto been known.

There are many people still living in

Canada, and especialh' in Toronto,

who retain a somewhat vivid recollec-

tion of that remarkable woman, Mrs.

Ajina Jameson, the author of ' Sacred

and Legendary Art.' Mrs. Jameson
belonged to that brilliant literaiy cir-

cle of forty and fifty years ago. She
was the elder daughter of a talented

miniature painter, and was born in

Dublin in the year 1794. Her father

was a patriot and an adherent of the

party of ' United Irishmen. ' A pro-

fessional engagement, at an impoi'tant

juncture of his affairs, called him away
from Ireland and he went to England
before the rebellion broke out, and
the destruction of his friends Emmett
and Lord Edward Fitzererald followed.

Thus through accident alone, rather
than from any wisdom of his own, it

may be said, were his life and talents

spared. Brownell Murphy had an
English wife, and in 1798, before the
last struggle occurred, the little family
were safely residing in Whitehaven.
Little Anna lived with her parents but
the twoyoungerchildren remained with
their nurse near Dublin. In Cumber-
land a fourth daughter— Camilla

—

was born, and for a time things pros-
pered well with the young artist and
his home was bright and happy.

Mrs. Jameson's biographer is Mrs.
Gerardine MacPherson, niece of the
subject under notice, who writes with
much power and expression, and
who unfortunately was not spared to

complete her work. Mrs. MacPher-
son was one of those tender women so

often found in literary annals, of fine

aesthetic tastes and aspirations, of

delicate frame and sensitive disposi-

tion, she was early thrown on the
world, and while suffering from an in-

curable disease was forced to earn her
bread by the intensest application to

labour of the most harassing and
wearying kind. She and her husband
—an artist of fine abilities—settled in

Rome, and for a while things went
very well with the young couple. Mac-
Pherson's eye-sight, however, failed

him at an early age, and he was forced

to take up some other occupation. He
went into the photographic business,

and for a number of years his career was
quite prosperous. He was fortunate
too, in discovering Michael Angelo's
great picture of ' The Entombment

'

which he was afterwards forced by
circumstances to sell at a price much
below its real value. In 1873 he
died, leaving his wife and family to
struggle on ' through a sad entangle-
ment of debts and distress.' Mrs.
MacPhei'son's history is a sad one,
and every circumstance connected
with the preparation of the Memoir*

''Memoirs of the Life of Anna Jameson. By
her niece, Grrardixe >J acPuerso.n-. Boston : Roberte
Bros. Toronto ; Hart & Rawlinson.
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of her aunt is of the most painful

desci-iption. The book was commenced

last year, and the labour of its com-

position must have seriously weakened

the constitution of the author, and

hastened her death which occurred on

the 24th of May.
Mrs. MacPherson's descriptions of

the home of the young Murphys, their

juvenile sports and pastimes, their

' adventures,' the literary precocity

of Anna, and other pleasing incidents

in the life of the excellent lady who
afterwards asserted such an influence

on her own future career, is done with

a loving and tender hand. Little

Anna developed talent at a very early

age, and anecdotes of her poetical

effusions, her fairy tales, and the fic-

tions with which she delighted the

nursery, and numberless other charac-

teristics and episodes of her youth,

are related with charming sifapli-

city. Mrs. MacPherson's pen is (juite

minute, and she tells us, with careful

regard to detail, everything she knows
about Mrs. Jameson. We expect this

in a memoir fashioned as this one has

been, and no one will be disposed to

quarrel with the book on that account,

when it is remembered that the mate-

rials have been quite scant and the

sources of information are few.

While yet very young Anna Mur-
phy mari'ied Mr. Jameson, and though

a prosperous career seemed des-

tined for the young lovers, it soon

became apparent that the marriage

was a most unfortunate one. Both

husband and wife had kindred tastes.

Both were fond of literature, music,

the drama and cultivated society, but

it was not long before incompatibili-

ties of temper and disposition began to

show themselves. This unfortunate

state of affairs went on for some years,

and finally led to a separation. In

1829, Mr. Jameson went to the Island

of Dominica as puisne judge. His
wife remained with her father, and

presently Mr. Murphy, and Anna,
and Sir Gerard Noel left England for

a tour on the Continent. A charm-

ing series of sketches, entitled ' Visits
and Sketches at Home and Abroad

'

was the result of this jom-ney.

In 1833, Judge Jameson returned
from Dominic.i, and rejoined his wife
at the house of her sister, Mrs. Bate.

They remained together in London
until the spring, when Mr. Jameson
left for Canada, with the full intention

of pi-eparing a home for his wife. In
the memtime she went to Germany,
and was warmly welcomed in the
highest literary and social circles.

Her papers on Shakespeare's heroines

were already familiar there, and her
other writings were equally as well

known and esteemed. She travelled

all over Germany, and gathered much
material, which was afterwards em-
bodied in her books. In January,

1836, she met the great Humboldt.
. and the account of her introduction to

him is related in a vivid and striking

way.

In sixteen months she had only re-

ceived two letters from her husband
and these were cold and formal. In
February, 1836, she wrote him from
Weimar, in which she complfiined of

his long silence and said :

' Between October, 183-t, and Oc-

tober, 183.^), I wrote you e^fii-'^/i letters.

In August, 1835, I received from you
a bill of 100/., and in January, 1836,

I received from Henry the intelligence

that you had sent me a bill of 100/.,

but no letterfor me. I wrote immed-
iately to beg for some information con-

cerning you, and Henry by return of

post sent me your letter to him. It

is a letter of about two pages, in a jest-

ing style, complaining that you never

hear a word from me, but not saying

that you have ^v^•itten, or giving the

dates of any letters you have forward-

ed to me ; not saying anything of your

position in Canada, although the state

of affairs there^ as it is reported in all

the papers, English and German, made
me expect either the news of your re-

turn, or some intelligence from you
that should tranquillise me about your

situation and movements. You say
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in the same letter that it is your in-

tention to marry again immediately.

My dear Robert, jesting apart, I wish

it only depended on me to give yon
that power. You might perhaps be
happy with another woman—a union

such as ours is, and has been ever, is

a real mockery of the laws of God and
man. * * * If it is your purpose to re-

main in Canada, to settle thei-e under
any political change, and your real

wish to have me with you and make
another trial for happiness, tell me dis-

tinctly and dexidejll//—tell me at what
time to leave England—tell me what
things I ought to take with me, what
furniture, books, Arc, will be necessary

or agreeable, what kind of life I shall

live, that 1 may come prepared to ren-

der my own existence and yours as

pleasant as possible.'

This letter had some effect with

Jameson for he sent for his wife, and
in September she sailed for Canada.

She reached New York in November,
and was greatly depressed in mind to

find herself alone in the great city.

No one met her at the boat, and friend-

less and alone she sought shelter in a

hotel. On the 11th she wrote to her

husband, wdio was still in Toronto, to

ask v/hy she had not been met, and
for directions as to her future journey.

No I'eply was returned to this letter.

Three weeks later she received a letter

from Jameson through the British

Consul, and she left for Toronto.

During her stay in New York she was
visited by the leading literary and
ai-tistic people of the place, notably

Washington Irving, Chas. Augustus
Davis, the author of ' Major Down-
lug's Letters,' the widow of De Witt
Clinton, and several others. Mrs.

Jameson pursued her journey and the

impressions of this tour and the his-

tory of her life in Canada may be

found in her book ' Winter Studies

and Summer Kambles.'

Our readers may be curious to know
what impression Toronto made upon
this lady as she approached its shores

in the very worst season for travel-

ling. She slept all through the sail

on Lake Ontario, and was i-oused as

the steamer touched the wharf of the
' Queen City.' She says :

—

' The wharf was utterly deserted,

the arrival of the steamboat l)eing ac-

cidental and unexpected ; and as I

stepjied out of the boat I sank ankle-

deep into mud and ice. The day was
intensely cold and damp, the sky low-

ered sulkily, laden with snow which
was just beginning to fall. Half
blinded by the sleet driven into my
face, and the tears which filled my
eyes, I walked about a mile though a

quarter of the town mean in appear-

ance, not thickly inhabited, and to me
as yet an unknown wilderness, and
through dreary miiy ways, never much
thronged, and now, by reason of the

impending snowstorm, nearly solitary.

I heard no voices, no quick footsteps

of men or children. I met no familiar

face, no look of welcome.'

And again she says :

—

' What Toronto may be in summer
I cannot tell ; they say it is a pretty

place. At present its appearance to

me, a stranger, is most strangely mean
and melancholy. A little ill-built

town on low land, at the bottom of a

frozen bay, with one very ugly churcli

without tower or steeple ; some Gov-
ernment offices built of staring red

brick in the most tasteless \-ulgar

taste imaginable ; three feet of snow
all around, and the grey, sullen, unin-

viting lake, and the dark gloom of the

pine forest bounding the prospect.

Such seems Toronto to me now.'

This picture will be new to many
of the residents of the Toronto of the

present day. In May, Mrs. Jameson
writes ;

—

' This beautiful Lake Ontario—my
lake, for I begin to be in love with it,

and look on it as mine—it changes its

hues every moment, the shades of

pui'ple and green fleeting over it, now
dark, now lustrous, now pale like a

dolphin dying, or, to use a more ex-

act though less poetical comparison,

dappled and varying like the back of



768 CURRENT LITERATURE.

a mackei'el, with every now and then

a streak of silver light dividing the

shades of green. Magnificent tumul-

tuous clouds came rolling round the

horizon, and the little graceful schoon-

ers falling into every beautiful atti-

tude, and catching every variety of

light and shade, came curtseying into

the bay ; and flights of wild geese

and gi'eat black loons skimming away,

sporting on the bosom of the lake, and

beautiful little unknown birds, in gor-

_geous plumage of crimson and black,

were floating about the garden ; all

life, and light, and beauty were

abroad, the resurrection of Nature.

How beautiful it was ! How dearly

welcome to my senses—to my heart

—

this spring which comes at last, so

long wished for, so long waited for.'

These letters from Toronto are

-charmingly written, and later on she

alludes to her 'ill-humoured and im-

pertinent tirades' against the city she

was doomed to leave with regi'et.

Mrs. Jameson penetrated to the

depths of the Indian settlements, and
explored Lake Huron. Her life in

Canada was a very stirring one

throughout, and this part of the bio-

graphy will interest Canadian readers

especially. The authoress spent some

time in the United States, and at

Boston she met Father Taylor, Miss

Sedgwick, and several other people of

note ; and in the early part of spring,

1838, she returned to England, and
went to reside at her sister's.

This biogi'aphy is very attractively

written, and accounts are given of

Mrs. Jameson's literary life, the emi-

nent persons with whom she was
brought into contact, and letters from

distinguished people appear at fre-

quent intervals. There are anecdotes,

too, about her books, how they came
to be written, her trials, misfortunes,

and successes, and many other things

of interest ; and, in the Appendix,
Mrs. Jameson's able paper—the one
she contributed to the Art Journal—
on John Gibson is given.

Few books have been written which
appeal more directly to the reader's

sympathies than this kindly memoir
of a noble woman, written by an
equally gentle lady, in the last days
of a grief-stained life. We have only
words of praise to bestow upon it.

The great delicacy with which the veil

is removed from certain unfortunate

circumstances in the life of the ac-

complished author of ' Sacred and
Legendary Art,' must commend the

book to all persons of sensitive and
delicate minds. A portrait of Mrs.
Jameson, at the age of sixteen, fo lus

the frontispiece to the volume.

One of the most dramatic stories

which we remember to have read is

' Remorse,'* a really powerful ro

mance of the very highest order. It

is from the French of Th. Bentzon,

and forms No. xiii. of Appleton's Col-

lection of Foreign Authors, and is

translated from the Revue (hf^ Deux
Mondes. It is artistic throughout and
brilliant, the plot is skilfully con-

structed and carefully elaborated, but

the morality of the story is quite an-

other thing. When we say that it is

' Frenchy,' perhips the reader will

understand what we mean. The
story—which is a perfect study of

itself—reveals impassioned glimpses

of human life, and the subtle work-

ings of the heart. Its movement, in-

cident, and spirit, and character draw-

ing belong only to the great novel, and
Remorse is cei'tainly a great novel

* Remorse ; a yovel. From the French of Th.
Bestzos. (' Collection of Foreig-n Authors, No.
xhi ') New York; D, Appleton & Co. Toronto:
Hart & Rawliuson.
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